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BOOK    THE    THIRD: 
t) R  A  M  AT  I C,  c  H  I  E  F  L  Y     F  It  o  M  S  II  A  K  S  P  E  A  R  E. 


^1.  ALL'S  WELL  THAT  ENDS  WELL. 

ShAKSP£AR£. 
Ad-vice. 

BE  thou  bled,  Bertram*  and  fucceed  thy 
father 
In  manners  as  in  fhape  :  thy  blood  and  virtue 
Contend  for  empire  in  thee,  and  thy  goodnefs 
Share  with  thy  birth-right.  Love  all  j  trttft  a 

few; 
Do  wrong  to  none  ;  be  able  for  thine  enemy 
Rather  in  power  than  life ;  and  keep  thyfriend 
Under  thy  own  life's  key  :   be  check'd  for 

filence 
But  never  tax'd  for  fpccch.    What  heaven 

more  will  [down, 

That  thee  may  furnilh,  and  my  prayers  pluck 
Fall  on  thy  head  I 

Too  ambitious  Love. 
I  am  undone ;    there  is  no  living,  none, 
If  Bertram  be  away.     It  were  all  one, 
Thnt  I  fhould  love  a  bright  particular  ftar, 
And  think  to  wed  it,  he  is  fo  above  me  I 
In  his  bright  radiance  and  collateral  light 
Muft  I  be  comforted,  not  in  his  fphere, 
Th*"  ambition  in  my  love  thus  plagues  itfelf : 
The  hind  that  would  be  mated  by  the  lion 
Muft  diefor  love.  'Twas  pretty  tho'  a  plague. 
To  fee  him  every  hour ;  to  fit  and  draw 
His  arched  brows, his  hawking  eye,  his  curls. 
In  our  heart's  table  :  heart,  too  capable 
Of  every  line  and  trick  of  his  fweet  favour  I 
But  now  he's  gone,  and  my  idolatrous  fancy 
Muft  fandtify  his  relics. 

A  farajiticalj  vain  Ccward 
I  know  him  a  notorious  liar ; 
Think  him  a  great  way  fool,  folely  a  coward ; 
Yet  thefe  fix'd  evils  fit  fo  fit  in  him, 
That  they  take  place,  when  virtue's  flecly 

bones 
Look  bleak  in  the  cold  wind :  withal,  full  oft 

we  fee 
Cold  wifdom  waiting  on  fuperfluous  folly. 

The  Remedy  of  Evils  generally  in  your/elves. 
Our  remedies  oft  in  ourfelves  do  lie. 
Which  vve  afvribe  to  Heaven.   The  fated  flcy 


Gives  us  free  fcope  ;  only  doth  backward  pull 
Our  flowdefigns,  when  we  ourfelves  arc  dull. 
Impofiibie  be  ftrange  attempts  to  thofe 
That  weigh  their  pain  in  renfe,and  do  fiippofe 
What  hath  been  cannot  be.   Whoever  itrovc 
To  fiiew  her  merit,  that  did  mifs  her  love  ? 
CharaEler  of  a  noble  Courticrf  by  an  old 
Catemporary. 
King.lviowXdi  I  had  that  corporal  foundncfs 
now. 
As  when  thy  father  and  myfelf  in  friendfliip 
Firft  tried  our  foldierfliip  !    He  did  look  far 
Into  the  fcrvice  of  the  time,  and  was 
Difcipled  of  the  braveft.     He  laftcd  long; 
But  on  us  both  did  haggifli  age  fteal  on. 
And  wore  us  oiTtbfatt.  It  much  repairs  me 
To  talk  of  your  good  father.     In  his  youth 
He  had  the  wit  which  I  can  well  obferve 
To  day  in  our  young  Lords ;  but  they  may  jeft 
Till  their  own  fcorn  return  to  them  uniioted. 
Ere  thy  can  hide  their  levity  in  honour  : 
So  like  a  courtier,  no  contempt  orbitternefs 
Were  in  his  pride  or  fharpnefs  ;  if  they  were. 
His  equal  had  awak'dthem  :   and  his  honour^ 
Clock  to  itfelf,  knew  the  true  minute  when 
Exception  bid  him  fpeak  ;  and  at  that  time 
Histongueobey'd  his  hand.  Whowere  below 
He  us'd  as  creatures  of  another  place,     [him 
And  bow'd  his  eminent  top  to  their  low  ranks. 
Making  them  proud  of  his  humility. 
In  their  poor  praifehe  humbled  :  fuch  a  man 
Might  be  a  copy  to  thefe  younger  times, 
Which,follo\y 'dwell,  would  dcmonftrate  them 
But  goers  backward.  .4  [now 

Would  I  were  with  him Ur^Hc  would  always 

fay—  *  ' 

(Methinks  Ihearhin<j)ow)  his  plaufive  words 
He  fcatter'd  not  in  cars;   but  grafted  them 
To  grow  there,and  to  bear  :    *Let  me  not  live' 
— Thus  his  good  melancholy  oft  began, 
Oa  thecataftrophe  and  heel  of  pafiime,   [he, 
When^it  was  out — *  Let  me  not  live,  quota 
*  After  my  flame  lacks  oil  ;  to  be  the  fnuff 
'Of  younger fpirits,whofe  apprehenfive  fenfes 
*All  but  new    things  difdainj  whofe  judg- 
ments are  [ftancies 
*Merc  fathers  of  their  garments;  wliofe  con- 
'Expire before  their  fafhions.— .This  hewith.d 
N  n  I,  after 
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1 ,  after  him,  do  after  him  wifti  too,  1 1  met  the  raving  lion,  when  he  roar'd 

— Since  iNort\  ax  nor4ioney  can  bring  home,  |  With  niarpconltrainl  of  hunger,  better*  twerc 

I  quickly  were  diffolved  from  my  hive, 

To  ghc  fome  labourer  room. 


IdMalrout  IVarJIup. 
— — — — TI1U5  Indian  like, 
-'eliglousin  mine  error,   I  adore 
1  lie  fun,  that  looks  upon  his  woifhijiper, 
But  knows  of  him  no  more ! 

Mean  hftruments  often  fucffijul. 
What  I  can  do,  can  do  no  hurt  to  try, 
Since  you  fet  up  you  reft  '^ainft  remedy, 
Jk  that  of  greatcft  works  iifinKhcr, 
Oft  does  them  by  the  wcakeft  minifter  ; 
So  holy  writ  in  babes  hath  judgment  fhown, 
When  judges  have  been  babes;  <;reat  floods 
liave  flown  [dry'd. 

From  fimplc  fources ;   and  great    feas  hare 
W'hen  miracles  have  by  the  gre.iteft  been  de- 
l")ft  expedation  fails, and  molt  oft  there  [ny'd. 
Where  moft>t  promifcs  ;   and  oft  it  hits 
"Where  hope  is  coldcft,  and  defpair  moft  fits. 
Honour  due  to perfonal  Virtue,  not  to  Birth, 
Strange  is  it,  that  our  bloods,     [together, 
Whofe  colour,  weight,  and  heat,  pout'd  out 
Would  quite  confound  diftindion,  yet  ftand 
In  ditf'rences  fo  mighty.     If  (he  be  [off 

All  that  is  virtuous,  fave  what  thoudiflik'ft, 
—  A  poor  phyfifian's  daughter,  tlion  diflik'll 

Of  virtue  for  the  name. — But  do  not  fo 

Fiom  lowell  place  when  virtuous  things  pro- 

'  Ceed> 
The  place  is  dignified  by  th'b  doer's  deed. 
Where  great  addition  fwells,  and  virtue  none, 
It  is  a  droofied  honour  }  good  alone 
'Is  good  without  a  name  ;  vilencis  is  fo  : 
The  property,  by  what  it  is,  fhould  go, 
^'ot  by  the  title.     She  is  young,  wife,  fair  ^ 
In  ihefe,  to  nature  flie's  immediate  J  eir  ; 
And  thcfe  breed  honour:   that  is  honour's 

fcorn, 
Vhich  challenges  itfelf  as  honour's  born, 
And  is  not  like  the  fire*     Honours  thrive 
^Vhcn  rather  from  our  a6ts  wc  tin m  derive 
Than  OUT fur^-gocrs;  the  mere  word's  a  flave 
DebauchM  on  every  tomb,  on  every  grave  ; 
A  lying  trophy,  and  as  oft  is  dumb, 
Where  duft  and  danm'd  oblivion  is  the  tomb 
Of  honour'd  bones  indeed. 

Self-accvfation  oflooffreaC  lorr. 
Poor  lord  1   is 't  I 
That  chafe  thee  from  thycoftntrv,  and  expofc 
'I  hofc  tender  limbsof  tijinr'to  tliff  event 
<  >f  the  nonc-fparing  war  ?  And  i*  it  I     [  thou 
That  drive  thee  from  the  fportivc  court, 'v^?re 
Waft  (hot  at  with  fair  eyes,  to  be  the  tnftk 
Of  fmoky  nuifkcts  >  <)  you  leaden  mcflengers, 
That  ride  upon  tJ»e  violent  fpred  of  fire, 
Fly  with  fallc  aim;  move  the  iHlUpiercing  air, 
'Jhat  fings  with  piercing,  du  not  touch  tnv 

lord! 
Whoever  ♦♦loots  at  him,  1  fcthim  thrrc  : 
M'^Htvci  ch  trges  on  his  forward  brealt, 
»T  oil     t)  r  caitilf  that  do  hold  him  To  it  ;     *" 
C'^nd  t)  <,'  I  kill  him  not,  I  am  the  cauC^ 
rTT^dBiith  was  foefteCted.     Bettrr  'twere 


That  all  the  miferies  which  nature  owes 
Were  mine  at  once.     No,  come  thou  home, 

Roufillon, 
Whence  honour  but  of  danger  wins  a  fear. 
As  oft  it  lofes  all.     I  will  be  gone  : 
My  being  here  it  is,  that  holds  thee  hence. 
Shall  I  ftay  here  to  do  it  ?  No,  no,  althougll 
The  air  of  Paradifc  did  fan  the  houfe, 
And  angels  offic'd  all  ;    I  will  be  gone  ; 
That  pitiful  rumour  may  report  my  flight. 
To  confolate  thine  ear. 


onnd  an  als. 
ind  Parol  les,! 
[thrive  \ 
[,  by  fool'ry  r 
ry  man  alive,  J. 


Cvjlom  of  Seducers, 
As,  fo  you  fcrvc  us,  [rofcs. 

Till  we  ferve   you  ;  but  when  you  have  our 
You  barelyleave  our  thorns  to  prickourfelrcs. 
And  mock,  us  with  our  barenefs. 
C/iaJ?ity. 
Mine  honour's  fuch  a  ring  : 
My  chaftity's  the  jewel  of  our  houfe, 
Bequeath'd  doWnfrom  many  anccftors  ; 
Which  were  the  grcatert  obloquy  i'lh'  worW 
In  me  to  lofe. 

Cowardly  Brajirirart. 
Yet  am  I  thankful  ;  if  my  heart  were  great, 
'Twould  burft  at  this, Captain  IMl  be  no  more: 
But  I  will  eat,  and  drink,  and  llcep  as  foft 
As  captain  ft\all :  fimply the  thing  I  am    [gart. 
Shall  make  me  live.  Who  knows  himfe-lfabrag- 
I.et  him  fear  this  ;  for  it  will  come  to  pafs. 
That  every  braggart  fliall  be  found  anafs. 
Ruft,  fword  !  cool,  blufties  I  andParolles," 

live 
Safeft  in  Ihamc!    being  fooPd, 
There's  place  and  meansfor  every  1 

The  Rajhnefi  of  Youth  excufrd. 

I  bcfecch  your  majelty  to  make  it 
Natural  rebellion,done  in  the  blaze  of  youth. 
When  oil  and  fire, too  ftrong  for  reafon's  force, 
O'crbear  it,  and  burn  on. 

IVhaVihJl  mrji  valued. 
Pravfing  what  is  loft. 
Makes  the  rcracmbvance  dear. 
Againjl  Delay. 
Let's  take  the  inftant  by  the  forward  top ; 
For  wc  are  old,  and  on  our  quick'ft  decrec> 
Th'inaudible  and  noifelcfs  foot  of  time 
Steals,  ere  wc  can  cftcd  them. 

Excule  for  unrtnfcnable  Di/Iiket 

At  firfl 
1  ftuck  my  choice  upon  her,  ere  my  heart 
Durft  make  too  bold  a  herald  of  my  tongue ; 
Where  the  iinprellionof  mine  eye  cnfixing, 
Contempt  his  fcornfui  prefpe£li  ve  did  lend  me. 
Which  warp'd  the  line  of  every  other  favour  ; 
Scorned  a  fair  colour,  or  cxprcfs'd  it  llolenj 
Kxtcnded  or  contrafted  all  proportions 
To  a  moft  hideous  objef\  :    thence  it  came. 
That  ftie  whom  all  men  prais'd,  and  whom 

myfelf, 
Since  I  have  loft,  havelov'd,  was  in  my  eyp 
The  duft  that  did  olfend  it. 

Impediments  JlimnUte. 
As  "  all  impediments  in  fancy's  courfe 
Are  motives  of  mere  fancy." 


BooiL  HI. 


DRAMATIC. 
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§  2.  AS  YOU   LIKE  IT.    Shakspeare. 

Playfdlozos. 
VirE  have  ftill  Ilept  together;     [together; 
*  '    Role  at  an  inrtant  \  learn'd,  play'd,  cat 
And  wherefoe'er  wc  went,  like  Juno's  fwans, 
Still  we  went  coupled,  and  infeparable. 
Fond  youthful  Friendfiiip. 
Cdia.  O  my  poor  Rofalind,   whither  wilt 
thou  go  ?  [mine 

"Wilt  thou  change  fathers  ?    I  will  give  thee 
I  charge  thee,bc  not  thou  more  griev'd  than 
RoJ'alind.  I  have  more  caufe.  [I  am. 

Celta.  Thou  hart  not,  coufin.  [Duke 

Pr'ythee  be  cheerful  :  know'rt  thou  not,  the 
Has  bani(h'd  me,  his  daughter  i 

Rofalind.  That  he  hath  not.  [the  love 

Cdia.  No?  hath  not?   Rofalind  lacks  then 
Which  tepcheth  mo  that  thou  and  1  are  one: 
Shall  we  be  fundered  ?  Shall  we  part,   fweet 
No,  let  my  father  feek  another  heir,      [girl  ? 
Therefore  devife  with  me  how  we  may  fly, 
Whither  to  go,  and  what  to  bear  with  us  : 
And  do  notfcek  to  take  your  change  u  pon  you , 
To  bear  your  griefs  yourfelf,and  leave  me  out: 
For  by  this  heaven,  now  at  our  forrows  pale, 
Say  what  thou  canft,  I'll  go  along  with  thee. 
Beauty. 
Beauty  provoketh  thieves  fooner  than  gold. 
Woman  in  a  Man''s  Drefs. 
Wer't  not  better, 
Becaufc  that  I  am  more  than  common  tall, 
That  I  did  (uit  me  all  points  like  a  man  ? 
A  gallant  curtle-axe  upon  my  thigh, 
A  boar-fpear  in  my  hand,  and  (in  my  heart, 
Lie  there  what  hidden  woman's  fears  there 

will) 
I'll  have  a  fwaftiing  and  a  martial  outfide  ; 
As  many  other  mannish  cowards  have. 
That  do  outface  it  with  their  feniblances. 
Solitude  preferred  to  a  Court  Li/e,  and  the  Advan- 
tages  cf  Advnfity. 
Now,  my  co-mates  and  brothers  in  exile. 
Hath  not  old  cuftom  made  this  life  more  fweet 
Than  that  of  painted  pomp   ?  Are  not  thefe 

woods 
More  free  from  peril  than  the  enviouscourt  i 
Here  feel  we  but  the  penally  of  Adam, 
The  feafon's  difference  ;  as  the  icy  fang, 
And  churlifh  chiding  of  the  winter's  wind  ; 
Which,whenitbitesand  blows  upon  my  body, 
Even  till  I  Oirink  with  cold,  I  fmile  and  fay, 
"This  is  no  flattery  ;"  tliefc  are  counfellors. 
That  feelingly  perfuade  me  what  I  am. 
Sweet  are  the  ufes  of  adverfity. 
Which,  like  the  toad,  ugly  and  venomous, 
Wears  yet  a  precious  jewel  in  Ills  head  : 
And  this  our  life,  except  frq;ii  public  haunt, 
Finds  tongues  in  trees,  books  in  the  running 

brooks, 
Sernrtons  in  ftones,  and  good  in  every  thing. 
I  would  not  change  it! 

Amievs.  Happy  is  your  grace, 

That  can tranllate the (lubbornnefsof  fortune 

Into  fo  quiet  and  fo  fweet  a  llyle ! 

Refle^iom  on  a  wounded  Stag,  and  on  the  mdan- 

choly  Jaques. 

Come,  (hall  we  ;^o  .tad  kill  us  venifon? 


\nd  yet  it  irks  me,  the  poor  da^iplcd  fo.>U, 
Being  native  burghers  of  this  defert  city, 
Should  in  their   old  confines,    with"  forked 
Have  their  round  haunch.es  gored'.       [heads, 

\fl  Lord.  Indeed,  my  Lord, 
The  melancholy  Jaques  grieves  al  that; 
And,  in  that  kind  iwears,  you  do  more  ufiirp 
Than  doth  your  brother  who  hath  banifh'd 
To-day  my  lordof  Amiensandmyfelf,     [you. 
Did  fteal  behind  him,  as  he  lr\y  aloiTg 
Under  an  oak,  whofe  amiqne  roors  peep  out 
Upon  the  brook  that  brawls  along  thi:>  wood: 
To  the  which  place  a  poor  fequertcr'd  rtag,- 
That  trom  the  hunter's  aimhadta'en  a  hurt. 
Did  come  to  languifh  :  and,  indeed,  my  lord, 
Thewretched  animal  hcav'dforthfach  groans. 
That  their  difdharge  did  rtretch  hisleaihernt 

coat 
Almoft  to  burfting  ;  and  the  big  rouiid  tcart 
Cours'd  one  another  down  his  innocent  note 
In  pitevus  chace  ;  and  thus  the  hairy  fool ; 
Much  marked  of  the  melancholy  Jaques, 
Stood  on  th'extremeli  verge  of  thefwiftbrook, 
Augmenting  it  with  tears. 

Dukr,  f.     But  what  faid  Jique^  ? 
Did  he  not  moralize  this  fpectacle  ? 

ifi  Lord.   O  yes,  into  a  thouf.tnd  /imiles, 
Firrt,  for  his  weeping  in  the  needleTi  fheam- 
Poor  deer,  quoth  he,  thou  mak'rt  a  tellament 
As  worldlings  do,  giving  tliy  fum  of  more 
To  that  which  had  too  much.    Then,  being 

alone. 
Left  and  abandon'd  of  his  velvet  friends; 
'Tis  right,  quoth  he,  thus  mifery  datli  part 
The  flux  of  company.   Anon,  a  carelcfs  iiord'. 
Full  of  tlie  pafture,  jumps  along  by  him. 
And  never  ftays  to   greet   him:  Ay,  quoth 

Jaques, 
Sweep  on,  you  fat  and  greafy  citizens ; 
'Tis  jurt  the  fathion  ;    wherefore  do  you  look 
Upon  that  poor  and  broken  bankrupt  tiiere? 
Thus  moft  inventively  he  pierceih  through 
TJie  body  of  the  countiy,  city,  court. 
Yea,  and  of  this  our  life  ;   fwcaring  that  we 
Are  mere  ufurpers, tyrants, and  what's  worfe. 
To  fright  the  animals,  and  kill  them  up, 
In  their  aflign'd  and  native  dwelling-place. 
D.  f.   And  did  you  leave  him  in  this  con- 
templation? [menting 
Amiens.  We  did,  my  lord, weeping  and  com- 
Upon  the  fobbing  deer. 

D.  f  Shew  me  the  place  ; 
I  love  to  cope  him  in  thefe  fullca  fits. 
For  then  he  is  full  of  matter* 

Confpicuous  Virtue  expofdto  Envy. 

Adam.Whzt  I  my  young  mafter  ?  O  mygentic 

mafter, 
O  my  fweet  mafter !    O  you  memory 
Ofold  Sir  Rowland  !  why  what  make  you  here? 
Why  are  you  virtuous  f  Why  do  people  love 

you? 
And  wherefore  are  you  gentle, Hrong, and  va 
Whywould  you  be  fo  fond  to  overcome  [liant? 
Tliebonyprifcr  of  the  humorous  duke  ?   fyou. 
Y\nirprai(e  is  come  too  fwiftly  homebefcie 
Know  you  not,  malter,  to  ionic  kind  of  men 
Their  gr^tiferve  them  bvit  as  enemies? 

N  n  a  No 
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imni  yoarrirtuo.r.rntlemi/.lWhoUidhiradown.andbancMhiminthcfun, 
Imi  holy  iwiior*  to  >ou.     [ter,]  And  rail'd  on  lady  Fortune  in  good  term 


•  world  bl)iis«hcn  «>hJt  it  come.  | 
iMm  that  bctfs  ll  I  [iy 

What,  wouldlT  thou  have  me  go 
•ad  bee  my  food  r 
Or  « ii  h  a  Ufe  and  boiicfoas  Tm  or d  enforce 
A  ihuTillilhriaf  on  lilt  common  raid  f 

TJ,,.   \   muA  Ao.  or  kiu>w  fiot  v»  1  .t  lo  do— 

Yc 

I  r. 

0|.4*»  thcr. 


hundred 
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iir  Uiher, 
Kr  nuifc 
.  tiilolie  lame, 

gf&crt  ihrowrn. 
0^1  iKtf  ravens  feed, 


...v.int 
1  liidy  ; 


:>  \Iood) 
r.td  woo 


.  ucl:.  9\vA  .!'  : 

j»  a  luOy   V  1 
Let  mc  };u 
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XdMi.Maller, go  on{  and  1  will  follow  thee, 

To  the  lai  pfp,  with  trvth  and  loyally 

Trofn  ffTfritrrnvart  till  now  almolHomfcorc 
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-re  f*i4  make  tK  -> 

"  a»  I  do  now, 
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AArif«M«  •/•  FtU,  and  kit  Moralt  an  tkt  Tim. 
^Iifa<i.  Aa  I  do  Ut«  by  food,  1  met  a  lool  { 


In  good  fet  terms— and  yet  a  motley  fool. 
'Good.morrow,fool,'quoih  I :  'No  Sn, 'quoth 
he,  [tortunc. 

•Call  me  not  fool,  till  Heaven  hath  lent  m8 
And  then  he  drew  a  di;il  from  his  poke. 
And,  looking  on  it  with  lack.luflrc  eye. 
Says  very  wifelv,  'I  t  is  ten  o'clock :     [wagst 
•Thus  mavwr  fee,' quoth  he,  'how  the  world 
*'Tis  but  an  hour  ago  lince  it  was  nine  j 
•And  after  one  hour  more  'twill  be  eleven; 
•And  (o  from  hour  to  hour  wc  ripe  and  ripe, 
•And  then  from  hour  to  hour  we  rot  and  rot, 
•And  iheicby  hangsa  tale.'  When  I  did  hear 
1  he  molly  fool  thus  moral  on  the  time. 
My  lun.,s  began  to  crow  like  chanticleer, 
Tlut  fools  Ihould  be  fo  deep  contemplative  ; 
And  I  didlau^h,  fansiniermiffion. 
An  hour  by  hts  dial. 
DuAe.  What  fool  is  this?  [acourtic 

Jaqucs.  O  worthy  fool !   one  that  hath  be. 
And  fays,  if  ladies  be  but  young  and  fair, 
Theyhavetht  j;il't  to  know  it  :and  inliisbrair^ 
Which  is  as  dry  as  the  remainder  bifcuit     • 
After  a  voyage,  he    hath    ftrange    place* 

cramm'd 
With  obfervation.the  which  he  vents 
In  mangled  forms.     Oh  that  I  were  a  fool  I 
I  am  ambitious  for  a  motley  coat  f 
/I  FocPi  Liberty  of  Speech. 
Duke.  Thou  (halt  have  one. 
Ja^ufi.   It  is  my  only  fuit :  [ment* 

Provided  that  you  weed  your  better  judg- 
Of  all  opinion,  that  grows  rank  in  thtjxi, 
That  1  am  w  ife.     I  muft  have  liberty 
Withal ;  as  large  a  charter  as  the  wind, 
TohlowonwhomI  pleafe;  for  fo  fools  hav  - 
And  they  that  are  mod  galled  withmy  foi 
They  moll  mult  laugh.  Andwhy, Sir, mulltl. 
The  why  iiplainaswaytoparifh-churchtLlo  t 
He,  whom  a  fool  doth  very  wifely  hit, 
Doth  very  foolifhly,  although  he  fniart,  i 

Not  to  fcem  fenfelels  of  the  bob.     If  not,        | 
The  wife  man's  folly  is  anatomiz'd 
Kven  by  the  fquandcring  glances  of  the  fool." 
Invert  me  in  my  motley;  give  me  leave[through 
To  fpcak  my  mind,   and  I  will  through  and 
Cleanfe  the  foul  body  of  tl\'infctled  world. 
If  they  will  patiently  receive  my  medicine. 
DuAe.  Fie  on  thcc— 1  can  tell  what  thou 
wouldft  do.  [but  good  ? 

Joqutt.  What,   for  a  counter,  would  1  do 
Duke.  Mort  :     '   '  i.foul  (ill  in  chiding 

For  thou  thy!  i  u  libertine,       [fin 

As  fcnfual  as  i.„  ih  King  itfclf: 

And  all  th'imbotfed  lores  and  headed  evils. 
That  thou  with  licence  of  freefoot  haft  caught, 
Wouldil  thou  difgorgc  into  the  general  world. 
An  Apology  for  Satire. 
Jaqiitt.  Why,  who  cries  out  on  pride. 
That  can  thetein  tax  any  private  party  \ 
Doth  it  not  flow  at  hugely  as  the  fea. 
Till  that  the  very  means  do  ebb  ? 
What  woman  in  the  city  do  I  name. 
When  that  I  fay,  the  city  woman  bears 
The  cwft  of  princes  on  uaworthy  flioulders  ? 

Who 
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"Who  can  come  in  and  fay  tliat  I  mean  her, 
"When  fuch  a  one  as  fhe,riich  is  her  neighbour  i 
Or  wliat  is  he  of  bafell  funftion, 
That  fays,  his  bravery  is  not  on  my  co/1 ; 
(Tliinking  that  I  mean  him)  but  therein  fiiits 
His  folly  to  the  metal  of  my  fpecch  ?  [wherein 
There  ihen,how  then?  Whtitthen?  let  me  fee 
My  tongue  hath  vvrong'd  him.    If  it  do  him 

right. 
Then  he  hath  wrong'd  himfelf.  If  hebefree, 
"Why,  then,  my  taxing,  like  awildgoofe,flies 
Unclaim'd  of  any  man. 

Dijirf/s prevents  Ceremony. 

The  thorny  point 
Of  bared  iftrefs  hath  ta'en  from  me  the  fhow 
Offmooth  civility. 

J  tender  Petition  and  Reply. 

Orlando.  Speak  you  fo  gently  ?  Pardon  me,  I 
pray  you : 
I  thought  that  all  things  had  been  favage  here; 
And  therefore  put  I  on  the  countenance 
Of  (tern  commandment.  But  whate'er  you  are, 
That  in  this  defert  inaccefTible, 
Under  the  fhade  of  melancholy  boughs, 
Lofe  and  negleifl  the  creeping  hours  of  time ; 
If  ever  you  nave  look'd  on  better  days ; 
If  ever  been  where  bells  have   knoU'd  to 
If  ever  fat  at  any  good  man's  feaft  ;   [church; 
If  ever  from  your  eye-lids  wip'd  a  tear. 
And  know  what  'tis  to  pity  and  be  pitied — 
Let  gentlenefs  my  ftrong  enforcement  be  ; 
In  the  Vkrhichhopel  bluihjandhidemyfvvord. 

Z)«^(?.Trueitisthatwehavefeenbetterdays, 
And  have  with  holy  bell  been  knoll'd  to 

church, 
And  fat  at  good  men's  feafts;andwip'd  our  eyes 
Of  drops  that  facred  pity  hath  engender'd; 
And  therefore  fit  you  down  in  gentlenefs, 
And  take  upon  command  what  help  we  have, 
That  toyourwanting may  be  minifter'd. [while, 

Orlando.  Then  but  forbear  your  food  a  little 
"Whiles,  like  a  doe,  I  go  to  find  my  fawn, 
And  give  it  food.  There  is  an  old  poor  man, 
Who  after  me  hath  many  a  weary  ftep 
Limp'd  in  pure  love  ;  till  he  be  firft  fuffic'd, 
Opprefs'dwithtwoweakevils,age  and  hunger, 
I  will  not  touch  a  bit ! 

TAe  World  compared  to  a  Stage^ 

Thou  feeft  we  are  not  all  alone  unhappy — 
This  wide  and  univerfal  theatre 
Prefents  more  woeful  pageants  than  the  fcene 
Wherein  we  play. 

Jaqiies.   All  the  world's  a  ftagc, 
And  all  the  men  and  women  merely  players; 
They  have  their  exits  and  their  entrances  ; 
And  orte  man  in  his  time  playsmany  parts. 
His  ad^s  being  feven  ages.   At  firft,  the  infant, 
Mewling  and  puking  in  the  nurfe's  jUms: 
And  then  the  whining  fchool-boy,  with  his 

fatchel 
And  fliining  morningface,  creeping  like  fnail 
Umvillingly  to  fcliool.     And  then  the  lover  j 
Sighing  like  furnace,  with  a  woeful  ballad 
Made  to  liis  miftrefs's  eye-brow.    Then  the 

foldier. 
Full  of  ftrange  oaths, and  bearded  likethepard, 
Jcalousinhonoui  jfuddenand  quick  in  quarrel , 


Seeking  the  bubble  reputation  [jufTice, 

Even  in  the  cannon's  mouth.     And  then  the 
In  fair  round  belly  with  good  canon  lin'd. 
With  eyes  fevere,  and  beard  of  formal  cut. 
Full  of  wife  faws  and  modern  inftances, 
And  fo  he  plays  his  part.  The  fixth  age  fhifts 
Into  thellean  andflipper'd  pantaloon, 
With  fpecftacles  on's  nofeand  pouch  on'sfide; 
Hisyouthful  hofe,  well  fiv'd,aworld  too  wide 
For  his  (hrunk  fhanks ;  and  his  big  manly  voice, 
Turningagain  towards  childifli  treble,  pipes 
And  whiflles  in  his  found.    Laft  fcene  of  all. 
That  ends  this  ftrange  eventful  hiftory, 
Isfecond  childifhnefs,  and  mere  oblivion. 
Sans  teeth,fanseyes,fanstafte, fans  everything. 
Ingratitude.     A  Song. 

Blow,blow,  thou  winter-wind. 

Thou  art  not  fo  unkind 
As  man's  ingratitude: 

Thy  tooth  is  not  fo  keen, 

Becaufe  thou  art  not  feen, 

Although  thy  breath  be  rude. 

Freeze,  freeze,  thou  bitter  (ky, 

Thou  doft  not  bite  fo  nigh 
As  benefits  forgot: 

Tho*  thou  the  waters  warp. 

Thy  fting  is  not  fo  ftiarp 

As  friend  remember'd  not. 

Scornful  Love. 

Sylvius. .         The  common  executioner, 

Whofe  heart  th'  accuftom'd  fight  of  death 

makes  hard. 
Falls  not  the  axe  upon  the  humble  neck, 
But  firftbegs  pardon:  will  you  fterner  be 
Than  he  that  dies  and  lives  by  bloody  drops  ? 
Phoebe.  I  would  not  be  thy  executioner; 
I  fly  thee,  for  I  would  not  injure  thee. 
Thou  tell'ft:  me  there  is  murder  in  mine  eye ; 
'Tis  pretty, fure, and  very  probable,    [things. 
That  eyes,  that  are  the  frail'll  and  fofteft 
Who  fliut  their  coward  gates  on  atomies, 
Should  be  call'd  tyrants, butchers, murderers! 
Now  1  do  frown  on  thee  with  all  my  heart  j 
And,  if  mine  eyes  can  wound,  now  let  them 
kill  thee:  [down; 

Now  counterfeit  to  fwoon;  why,  now  fall 
Or,  if  thou  canft  not, O, for  (hame,  for  fhame. 
Lie  not, to  faymi'neeyes  are  murderers,  [thee. 
Now  Oiew  the  wound  mine  eye  hath  made  ia 
Scratch  thee  but  with  a  pin, and  there  remaint 
Some  fear  of  it ;  lean  but  upon  a  rulh, 
The  cicatrice  and  capable  ijnprefTuie  [eyes, 
Thy  palm  fome  moment  keeps :  but  now  mine 
Which  I  have  darted  at  thee,  hurt  thee  not  5 
Nor,  I  am  fure,  there  is  no  force  in  eyes 
That  can  do  hurt  to  any. 

Sylvius.  O  dear  Phoebe, 

If  ever  (as  that  ever  may  be  near)        [fancy^ 
You  meet  in   fome  tVefh  cheek  tlie  power  of 
Then  fliall  you  know  the  wounds  invisible 
That  Love's  keen  arrows  make. 
Scorn  retorted. 
Od's  my  little  life! 
I  think  fhe  means  to  tangle  mine  eyes  too. 
No,  'faith,  proud  miftrefs!   hope  not  after  it, 
Tis  not  your  inky  brows,  your  black  filk  hair, 

Y^ur 
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And  with  indrnfH  glide*  did  flip  away 
Into  a  hurt) ;  undci  which  bufli's  (hade 
A  lionefs.wiih  udders  all  drawn  dry,  [watch 
Lay  couching,  head  on  ground,  with  cat-like 
When  that  ihe  flcepinjr  man  (hould  (lir  j  for 
The  royal  difpofiiion  of  that  beaft  ['tii 

To  prey  on  nothing  that  doih  fcem  as  dead. 
Ccnvrr/lcn. 
I  do  r.oi  ihamc 
To  tell  you  what  1  was,  fince  my  converfion 
So  fwcetljMaftcs*  being  ihc  thing  1  am. 
Love, 
Phaht.  Good  (hcphcrd,  tell  this  youth  what 
*tis  to  love.  [tears; 

Sylvius.  It   is  to  be*  all  made  of  figns  and 
It  is  to  be  al!  made  of  faith  and  fervicc  ; 
It  is  to  be  all  made  of  fantafie, 
All  made  of  jafllon,  and  all  made  of wifhes: 
All  adoration,  duty,  and  obfervan'ce  : 
All  humblcnffs.all  patience  and  impatience: 
All  purity,  all  trial,  all  obfcrvance. 

Tkf  Uncertainty  of  Opinion  in  Anxifty.     [boy 
Duke.  D  ift  thou  brlievc, Orlando,  that  the 
Can  do  all  this  that  he  h  ith  promifed  f 
Orlantla.  I  fometimes  do  believe,  and  fome, 
times  do  not;  [fear. 

As  thofc  that  fear,  they  hope,  and  know  ihcy 
Song.  On  Matrinony. 
Wedding  is  great  Jtino's  crown  ; 

O  blclfed  bond  of  board  and  bed  I 
'Tis  Hymen  peoples  every  town, 

High  wedlock  then  b^  honoured  : 
Honour,  high  honour  and  renown. 
To  Hynacu,  god  of  every  town  I 
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§  i.  THE  COMEDY  OF  ERRORS, 

SnAKSFEARC. 

Child.bearin;^  prettily  exprejfed. 
Hejfcif  almoft  at  fainting  under 
Th?  pleafing  punilhment  that  women  bear. 

Chtati  U)ell  drfcribed. 
They  fay  this  town  is  full  of  cozenage  ; 
As  nimble  jugglers  that  deceive  the  eye, 
Dark-workingforcerers.that  change  the  mind, 
Soul. killing  witches,  that  deform  the  body, 
Difguifed  cheaters  prating  mountebanks, 
And  many  fuch.like  liberties  of  fin  I 
Man^s  Pre-eminence. 
Why  head-ftionglibarty  islafh'd  with  woe, 
There's  nothing  fituate  under  Heaven's  eye, 
But  hath  it*  bound,  inearth,  in  fc;»,  in  fky  ; 
The  hearts,  the  fiflies,  and  the  winged  fowls. 
Arc  their  male*'  fubjccU,  and  at  their  ton- 

trouls. 
Men,  more  divine,  the  mafler  of  all  thefe, 
Lord?  of  the  wide  world,  and  wild  watry  feas. 
Indued  with  intrllcdtual  fenfc  and  fouls, 
Of  more  prr-cmincnce  than  fifh  or  fowls, 
Are  mafters  to  their  females,  and  their  lords : 
Then  let  your  will  attend  on  their  accords. 
Patirnce  rjfitr  tau;^/it  than  praciifed. 
Patience  unmuved,  no  marvel  though  /he 
paufe; 
They  can  be  meek,  thatha^e  no  other  canf?. 
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A  wretched  foul,  bruis'd  with  adverfity, 
We  bid  be  quiet,  when  we  hear  it  cry  ; 
But,  were  we  burdened  with  like  weight  of 
pain,  [plain. 

Ai  much  or  more  we  (hould  ourfelvcs  com- 
Dfjamation. 
I  fee,  the  jewel  bed  enamelled 
Will  lofeits  beauty  ;  and  the'  gold  bides  ftill, 
That  others  touch  ;  yet  often  toucliing  will 
Wear  gold.    And  fo  no  man  that  hath  a  name, 
But  falfehood  and  corruption  doth  it  fliame. 
U'ifc'i  Exhortation  on  a  kujband's  Infidelity, 

Ay, ay,  Antipholus,  look  Itrange  and  frown; 
Some  other  mitbefs  hath  thy  fweet  alpefts  : 
I  am  not  Adriana,  nor  thy  wife,  [wouldft  vow, 
The  time  wa«   once   when  thou,    unurged, 
That  never  words  were  mufic  to  thine  ear, 
That  never  obje^  pleafing  in  thine  eye. 
That  never  touch  wellwelcome  to  thine  hand. 
That  never  meat  fweet  favour'd  in  thy  ta(te, 
Unlefs  I    fpake,  or  look'd,  or  touch'd,    or 
carv'd  to  thee.  [comes  it. 

How  comes  it  now,  my  hufband,  Oh,  how 
That  thou  art  then  eftranged  from  thyfelf  ? 
Thyfelf  I  call  it,  being  (Irange  to  me  : 
That,  undividable,  incorporate 
Am  better  than  thy  dear  felf's  better  part. 
Ah,  do  not  tear  away  thyfelf  from  me  : 
For  know,  my  love,  as  eafy  mayftthou  fall 
A  drop  ot  water  in  fhe  breaking  gulph,  ' 
And  take  unmingled  thence  that  drop  again, 
Without  addition  or  diminifhing, 
As  take  from  me  thyfelf,  and  not  me  too. 
How  dearly  would  it  touch  thee  to  the  quick, 
Should  thou  but  hear  I  were  licentious  ; 
And  that  this  body  confecrate  to  thee. 
By  ruffian  luft  (hould  be  contaminate  ! 
Wouldft  thou  not  fpit  at  me,  and  fpurnatme, 
And  hurl  the  name  of  hulband  in  my  face. 
And  tear  the  ftain'd  Ikin  otF  my  harlot  brow, 
And  frommy  falfe  hand  cut  the  wedding-ring, 
And  break  it  with  a  deep  divorcing  vow  ? 
I  know  thou  canftj  and  therefore  feethoudo  it. 
I  am  pofleft  with  an  adulterate  blot. 
My  blood  is  mingled  with  the  crime  of  luft  , 
For  if  we  two  be  one,  and  thou  play  falfe, 
I  do  digeft  the  poifon  of  thy  flefh. 

Being  ftrumpeted  by  thy  contagion. 

A  RffpeEl  to  Decency  and  the  Opinion  of  the  Worldy 
an  excellent  Bulwark  to  our  Virtues. 
Have  patience.   Sir  ;   O,  let  it  not  be  fo  ; 
Herein  you  war  againft  your  reputation, 
And  draw  within  the  compafs  of  fufpeft 
Th'inviolated  honour  of  your  wife, 
Once  this— Your  long  experience  of  herwif- 
Her  fobcr  virtues,  years,  and  modefty,  [dom. 
Plead  onher  part  fome  caufe  to  you  unknown; 
And  doubt  not.  Sir,  but  ftie  will  wellexcufc 
\Vhy  at  this  time  the  doors  are  nuide  againft 
B^rul'd  by  me  ;  depart  in  patience,      [you. 
And  let  us  to  the  Tiger  all  to  dinner ; 
And,  about  evening,  come  yourfclf  alone, 
To  know  the  reafon  of  this  ftrange  reftraint. 
Ifby  ftrong  hand  you  oftcrto  break  in. 
Now  in  the  ftirring  padaof^  of  the  day, 
A  vulgar    comnient  will  be  made  of  it  ; 
And  that  fuppofcd  by  the  common  rout 


Againft  your  yet  ungallcd  reputation. 
That  may  with  foul  intrufion  enter  in, 


you  are 
[dead 


And  dwell   upon  your  grave  when 
For  rtandcr  lives  upon  Aicceilion ; 
For  ever  hous'd  where  it  once  gets  poftcftion. 
Document  for   Wives,    and  the  ill  Fffc£ls  af 
Jcabify. 
Abbefs.  Hath   he  not  loll  much  wealth  by 
wreck  at  fea.  [eye 

Buried  fome  dear    friend  !    Hath  not  elfe  his 
Stray'd  hisaftcclion  in  unlawful  love  ? 
A  fin  prevailing  mucli  in  youthful  men, 
Whogive  tiicireyes  the  liberty  of  gazing. 
VVliich  of  thefe  forrows  is  he  fubjeift  to  > 
Adriana.  To  none  of  thefe,  except  it  be 
the  laft  ? 
Namely,  fome  love  that  drew  him  off  from 
home.  [ed  him, 

Ahbcfs.  You  fhould  for  that  have  reprehend- 
Adriana.  Why  fo  I  did. 
Abbefs.  But  not  rough  enough.       [let  me. 
A(lfiana.  Asrouglily  as  my  modefty  would 
Ahbcfs.   Haply  in  private. 
Adriana.    And  in  alfemblies  too. 
Abbeji.   But  not  enough.  [ence: 

Adriana.  It  was  the  copy  of  our   confer- 
In  bed,  he  flept  not  for  my  urging  it  ; 
At  board,  he  fed  not  for  my  urging  it  ; 
Alone,  it  was  the  fubjefl  of  my  theme; 
In  company,  I  often  glanced  at  it : 
Still  did  I  tell  him  it  was  vile  and  bad. 
Abbfs.  And  therefore  came  it  that  the  man 
wasm^d. 
The  venom  clamours  of  a  jealous  woman 
Poifon  more  deadly  than  a  mad-dog's  tooth. 
It   feems  his  lleeps   were    hinder'd  by  thy 

railing: 
And  therefore  comesitthat  his  head  islight. 
Thou  fay'ft  his  meat  wasfauc'd  with  thy  up- 
Unquiet  meals  make  ill  digefttons, [braidings ; 
Thereof  the  raging  fire  of  fever  bred  ; 
And  what's  a  fever,  but  a  fit  of  madnefs  ? 
Thou  fay'ft  his  fports  were  hindered  by  thy 

brawls: 
Sweet  recreation  barr'd,  what  dolh  enfue 
But  moody  and  dull  melancholy, 
Kinfman  to  grim  and  comfortlefs  defpair? 
And,  at  her  lieels,  a  huge  infectious  troop 
Of  pale  diftemperatures  and  foes  to  life. 
///  Deeds  and  ill  I  fords,  double  Wrong. 
'Tis  double  wrong  to  truant  with  your  bed. 
And  let  her  read  it  in  your  looks  at  board: 
Shame  hath  a  baftard  fame  well  managed  ; 
111  deeds  are  doubled  with  an  evil  word. 
Pajfionate  Lovrr^s  Addrefs  to  his  Mtfrrfs. 
Sing,  Syren,  for  thyfelf,  and  I  will  dote; 

Spread  o' ertliefilver  waves  thygolden  hairs: 
And  as  a  bed  I'll  take  them,  and  there  lie; 
And  in  that  glorious  fuppolition  tiiink  [die! 
He  gains  bydeath,  that  hith  fuch  means  to 
Drfcriptiun  of  a  beggarly  Conjurer  ^  or  a  Fortune- 
Teller: 
A  hungry,  lean-fac'd  villain, 
A  mere  anatomy,  a  mountebank, 
A  thread-bare  juggler,  and  a  fortune  teller, 
A  needy,  hollow-ey'd,  fharp-looking wretch, 
1  A  living  dead-man:  this  pernicious  ilave, 

Forfooth 


s$» 


ELEGANT  EXTRACTS, 


Book  III. 


Forfoetlit  t*ok  ea  him  3%  a  ronjtirer ; 
And  gAiing  in  my  rN  •  iv  puife, 

Aikl  with  no  face A»    :  :4«.u)groey 

Crmout,  IwMpoticit. 

Ntt  kapwimy  voice  I  O  time's  eitmnity, 
Hfti  iboM  (o  crack'd  and  fplittcd  my  poor 

lafcvoi  Aort  yean,  thathm*  nv  onlv  fon 
KawtROC  my  f*vMe  kcv  .  f  u  ituD  il  rarcs? 
Tlieoihn*  :  mine  b«  hid 

1«  fapTfPr;  i.-.i  (not«', 

Ao^alfliir  CO. 
Ytt  luih  my  ai» 

ilffohcir: 
I  cinnot  err,— . 
'ic*l  tac,  tlwu  Alt  ray  fmi,  Antipholut. 

S  ♦.  LOVE'»  LABOUR  LOST. 

Z'  Shakhpeare. 


^  ftt  Fa» 


^*%'  T  «T  Fame,  that  atl hunt  alter  in  their 
'^     live*. 

T  *T«  rfr.iff'tM 


^cn  our  hmzrn  tombs, 

•'  '     f  death; 

; ;   ;,  cirnr, 
1.1V  buy 


1  ;»"  ♦•ntlrjvuur  of  fiuij.tcrcnt  b:. 
Thai  honour  %ihich  (hall  batv 


his  liNlhc's 


( s  of  4II  eternity- 
c  conqnrrort '  for  fo  you  are 
f  your  ownailcv  fion^, 
'!  mv  of  the  %lrorU^t^icliret{— 
•  »ct  ihall  flrongly  iand  in  force. 
il  be  the  wonder  Sf  the  world  t 
ii'M  i.M.ri  tbjll  bea  little  aeademc. 
•till and  contemplative  in  livin.,,  ..it. 
UmgmviU*.   I  am  refoU'd;   'ti.^  hut  a  three 
^rar»*  fart ; 
T^*•m•f•-^f^•;•«h^^.7tt^tT^ou^^t?•  •'    .''vpir.r- 


id  die : 


•int  but  that  moH 


^^,  a!! 
winch,  wuh  pain  purchat'd,  doth  inhe 


lu 


I  I 


inherit 

rioutfunJIooks; 
•  ^'d  with  faucy 
ver  won 
!^  !>nok«: 
'  Shts, 


•t     r.„  niorr  pfoTM  Ol    \  \\r\t    I*   ' 

Than  thofc  that  walk,  and  w 


"Too 
An-i 


know  nought  hut 
vc  a  name. 


vcrmorc  U  OTtrfhot) 


While  it  doth  ft udy  to  hare  wh^tt  it  would. 

It  doth  forget  to  do  tke  things  it  (hould  : 

And  when  it  hath  the  thing  it  hunteth  moft, 

•Tiswon,  as  towns  with  fire;  fo  won,  fo  loll. 

Frcft, 

An  envious  fneaping  froft, 

That  bites  the  6rft-born  infants  of  the  fpring. 

The  FoUy  and  Danj^er  oftnakinir  f'ouAs. 

NccelTity  will  makeusall  forlworn  [fpaces 
Three  thoufand  times  within  thefe  three  years 

For  every  man  with  his  affects  is  born, 
Not  by  might  mafter'd,  but  by  fpccial  grace  t 
If  I  bif  '    '    •':  'his  word  fhalWpeak  for  mc, 
I  am  f I  :  mere  ncccllity. 

yf  con  iicr,  or  Man  of  Compliments, 

Our  court,  you  know,  is  haunted 

With  a  refined  traveller  of  Spain;  , 

A  man  in  all  the  world'sncw  fafhion planted, 

That  hath  a  mint  of  phrafcs  in  his  brain: 
One  whom  the  mufjc  of  his  own  v.iin  tongue 

Doth  ravifii,  like  enchanting  harmony  : 
A  man  of  compli:iicnts,w  horn  right  and  wrong 

Have  chofe  as  umpire  of  their  mutiny. 
This  child  of  fancy,  that  Armado  hight. 

For  interim  to  our  (ludies.  (hall  relate 
In  high-boriijwords  the  worthofmanyak  night. 

From  tawny  Spain,  loft  in  the  word's  debate, 
Ho*v  you  delight,  my  lords,   I  know  not,  I  j 
But,  I   proteft,   I  love  to^ hear  him  lie. 
And  I  will  ufe  him  for  my  minltrelfy. 

hiron.  Armado  is  a  moft  illuftrious  wight, 
A  manof tire.ncw  words,  falhion'sown  knight, 
Beavty. 
My  beauty  though  but  mean, 
Needs  not  the  painted  flourilh  of  your  praife  t 
Beauty  isbought  by  judgment  of  the  eye. 
Nor  uttered  by  bafe  falcofchapmen's  tongues* 

4  mt. 

In  Normandy  faw  I  this  Longavillet 
A  man  of  fovcrc-gn  part§  he  is  eftcem'd; 
Well  fitted  in  the  arts,  glorious  inarms: 
Nothing  becomes  him  ill,  that  he  would  well  t 
The  only  foil  of  his  fair  virtue's  glofs 
(If  virtue's  glofs  will  ft  lin  with  any  foil) 
isa  Ibarpwit  match'd  with  too  blunt  a  will ; 
Whofc  edge  hath  pow'r  to  cut,  whofe  will 
ft  ill  wills  [power. 

It  ftiould  none  fpare  that  come  within  his 
Ph.  S^omcmerrymocking lord,  belike; is'ifot 
Af<ir.   They  fay  fo   moft,  that  moft  his  luu 
mours  know."  [g^ow, 

PrL  Such  ftiort-liv'd  wits  do  wither  as  they 
A  merry  Man. 
A  merrier  man, 
Wtthin  the  limit  of  becoming  mirth, 
r  never  fpcnt  an  hour  's  talk  withal. 
His  eye  begets  occafion  for  his  wit  ; 
For  every  objeQ  that  the  one  doth  catrh         « 
The  other  turns  to  a  mirth-moving  jcft  j 
\yjurh  his  fair  tongue  (conceit's  expofitor) 
^"   '       '^  in  fuch  apt  and  gracious  words, 

'  d  cars  play  truant  at  his  talcs, 
....  ;,uunger  hearings  arc  quite  raviflu'd  ; 
So  fweet  and  voluble  is  hi^  difcourfe. 
A  romkal  Dffcription  cf  Cupid  or  love, 
O  !  and  I  forfooth,  in  love! 
i|  that  have  been  love's  whip  ; 

A  very 
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A  very  beadle  to  a  humorous  figh  : 
Atntic;  nay,  a  night-watch  conftablc; 
A  domineering  pedant  o'er  the  boy, 
Than  whom  no  mortal  more  magnificent! 
This  whimpled,  whining,  purblind,    way- 
ward boy. 
This  Signior  Julio's  giant  dwarf,  Dan  Cupid, 
Regent  of  love-rhymes,  lord  of  folded  arms, 
Th'anointed  fovereign  of  fighs  and  groans  ; 
I.iege  of  all  loiterers  and  malecontents  ; 
Sole  imperator,  and  great  general 
Of  trotting  'paritors  :  (O  my  little  heart) 
And  I  to  be  a  corporal  of  his  file. 
And  wear  hiscolours!  iikea  tumbler's  hoop! 
What  ?   I !   .1  love  I   I  fue  !  I  feek  a  wife  ! 
A  woman,  that  is  like  a  German  clock, 
t*till  a-repairing;  ever  out  of  frame. 
And  never  going  right,  being  a  watch, 
Uut  being  watch'd,  that  itmay  flill  go  right  ? 

///  Deeds  often  done  for  the  Sake  of  Fame. 

A  giving  hand,   though  foul,   fhall   have 
fairpaife—  IX^^^t 

But   come,  the  bow  : — Now  mercy  goes  to 
And  (hooting  well  is  then  accounted  ill. 
Thus  will  I  favc  my  credit  in  the  flioot : 
Not  wounding,  pity  would  not  let  me  do't  ; 
If  wounding,  then  it  was  to  fhew  my  (kill. 
That  more  for  praife  than'purpofe  meant  to 
And,  outof  que(tion,  fo  itis(ometimes;  [kill. 
Glory  growsguiltyof  detefted  crimes;  [part, 
Wi^en,  for  fame's  fake,  for  praife,  an  outward 
We  bend  to  that  the  working  of  the  heart  : 
As  I,  for  praife  alone,  now  feek  to  fpill  [ill. 
The  poor  deer's  blood  that  my  heart  means  no 

bonnet. 
Did  not  the  heavenly  rhetoric  of  thine  eye 

('Gainll  whom  the  world  cannot  holdargu- 
Perfuade  my  heart  to  this  falfe  perjury;  [ment) 

Vows,  for  thee  broke,  deferve  not  puni(h- 
A  woman  I  forfwore ;  but  I  Avill  prove  [ment. 

(Thoubeingagoddefs)I  forfwore  not  thee. 
My  vow  was  earthly,  thou  a  heavenly  love: 

Thy  grace  being  gain'd  cures  all  difgruce  in 
me. 
Vows  are  but  breath,  and  breath  a  vapour  is; 

Then  thou,  fair  fun,  which  on  my  earth  do(t 
Exhal'ft  this  vapour  vow  ;  in  theeitis:[(liine, 

If  broken  then,  it  is  no  fault  of  mine; 
Jfby  me  broke,  what  fool  is  not  fb  wife, 

To  lofe  an  oatli  to  win  a  paradife  ? 
Another. 

On  a  day,  (alack  the  day  !) 
■  Love,  whofe  month  is  ever  May, 
Spy'd  a  blolfom  palfing  fair 
playing  in  the  wanton  air: 
Through  the  velvet  leaves  the  wind, 
All  unfeen,  'gan  palTagefind; 
That  the  lover,  fick  to  death, 
Wi(h'd  himfelf  the  heaven's  breath. 
Air,  quoth  he,  thy  cheeks  may  blow;— 
Air,  would  I  might  triumph  fo  I 
But,  alack!  my  liand  js  fworn. 
Ne'er  to  pluck  thee  from  thy  thorn. 
Vow,  alack!   for  youth  unmeet. 
Youth  fo  apt  to  pluck  a  fvvect, 
Po  not  call  it  fm  in  me, 
That  i  am  forfvvgrji  for  thee ; 


Thou  for  whom  ev*n  Jove  would  fwcar 
Juno  but  an  Ethiope  were; 
And  deny  himfelf  for  Jove, 
Turning  mortal  for  thy  love. 

Commanding  Beauty, 

—Who  fees  the  heavenly  Rofalln^, 
That,  like  a  rude  and  favage  man  of  Ind% 

At  the  firft  opening  of  the  gorgeous  eaft. 
Bows  not  his  valfal  head,  and,  ftrucken  blind, 

K ilTes  the  bafe  ground  with  obedient  breaftJ 
What  peremptory  eagle  fighted  eye 

Dares  look  upon  the  heaven  of  her  hron^ 
That  is  not  blinded  by  her  majelty  i 
The  Power  of  Love, 

Why  unlverfal  plodding  prifons  up 
The  nimble  fpirits  in  the  arteries, 
As  motion  and  long  during  action  tires 
The  finewy  vigour  of  the  traveller. 

Whenvvouldyou,  my  liege, -oryou — oryoc— 
In  leaden  contemplation,  have  found  out 
Such  fiery  numbers,  as  the  prompting  eye» 
Of  beauteous  tutors  have  enrich'dyou  withi 
Other  (low  arts  entirely  keep  the  brain; 
And  therefore  finding  barren  practifers. 
Scarce  (liew  a  harveil  of  their  heavy  toils 
But  love  firft  learned  in  a  lady's  eyes. 
Lives  not  alone  immured  in  the  brain; 
But,  with  the  motion  of  all  elements, 
Courfes  as  fwift  as  thought  in  every  pow''r  j 
And  gives  to  every  pow'r  a  double  pow'r; 
Above  their  fun^^ions  and  their  offices. 
It  adds  a  precious  feeing  to  the  eye  ; 
A  lover's  eyes  will  gaze  an  eagle  blind  r 
A  lover's  ears  will  hear  the  loweft  found. 
When  the  fufpicious  head  of  theft  is  (lopt. 
Love's  feeling  is  more  foft  and  fenfible 
Than  are  the  tender  horns  of  cockled  fnails. 
Love's  tongue  proves  dainty  Bacchus grofs  in 
For  valour,  is  not  love  a  Hercules.       ftafte* 
Still  climbing  trees  in  the  Hefperides? 
Subtle  as  Sphinx  ;  as  fweet  and  mufical 
As  bright  Apollo's  lute,  ftrungwith  his  hairs 
And  when  love  fpeaks,  the  voice  of  all  the 
Makes  heaven  drowfy  with  the  harmony."[gods 
Never  durft  poet  touch  a  pen  to  write. 
Until  his  ink  were  tempered  with  love's  fighs: 
O  then  his  eyes  would  ravidi  favage  ears. 
And  plant  in  tyrants  mild  humility. 
From  women's  eyes  this  docbine  I  derive  : 
Theyfparkle  dill  the  right  Promethean  fire  : 
They  are  the  books,  the  arts,  the  academes, 
That  (hew,  contain,  and  nourifh  all  the  world; 
Elfe,  none  at  all  in  aught  proves  excellent. 
Wife  Men  greatejl  Fools  in  Love, 

Ri.  None  are  fo  furely  caught,  when  they 
arccatch'd 
As  wit  turn'dfool  i  folly  in  wifdom  hatch'd, 
Hath  wifdom's  warrant, and  the  help  of  fchool. 
And  wit's  own  grace  to  grace  a  learned  fool. 

Rofs.  The  blood  of  youth  burns  not  with 
fuchexcefs 
As  gravity's  revolt  to  wantonnefs.  [note. 

Mar.   Folly  in  fools  bears  not  fo  ftrange  a 
As  foolery  in  the  wife,   when  wit  doth  dotej 
Since  all  the  power  thereof  it  doth  apply. 
To  prove  by  wit,  worth  infjmpHcity.^ 

Ki^cnihfs 
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Tlw  %o9^m%  of  nockinz  «»cnchc»  areas 
At  U  the  ratocN  «4jje  Invifibic.  [keen 

Cutttng  'ht»Ruyb«|H|i 

Ahorctht  .  .jfcnfible      ]■ 

bccQMth  lh<ii  lonurcncci  tkcir  concclcnath 

rUcUf  th4A  Arrovi,  bttllctt,  wind,  thought, 
fwifttrlhiMt. 

Fj  (k*d  are  rofiit  in  the  bud ; 

commixture 


Arcanceli  veiling  cIoud»,  or  mfc 


Tki»Celiow  pecks  upwi 
Ami  uttrr»  it  agun  when 
I 


.  blown. 

Ujhrr. 

n$  pcafe ; 
th  pieafe : 
his  wares 
market  s.fairs. 


pedUr  I  and  rei 
uMlwaffchtntecti 
Ami  wc  tlul    fell  by  groft,  the  Lord  doth 
knoti^  [fhow, 

Have  apt  the  grace  to  grace  it  ^^ith   fuch 
This  gallant  pins  the  wenches  on  his  Heeve  ; 
HaH  hr  brrn  Adam  he  had  lemntrd  Eve. 
i  .e  too,  and  lifp:  Why  tins  is  he 

1  h:i  hand  away  In  courtcfy  ; 

rm,  Monficur  the  nice, 
tables,  cht clr*  the  dice 
in  ronovirjDir  trnn*. :   nay  '• 

A  »e«n  mod  m«anly  :  and 

^frn<4  Kimw  i...  <•  J-.     ffielad.;.-  «       \  fwfCti 

on  them  k lis  his  feet. 

»t  fmilcs  on  rvrry  one, 
*l '.  h  A>whitea}wh.«l'- hivbone: 

A    1  .  that  will  notd.r  ii  rlcbt, 

Faj  htm  tnr  uue  of  hotsey.tonguM  Uoyet. 

8c«  where  if  comes  \  Behariour  ^^  h^x  wert 
thou  fnow? 

Till  ihit  man  (hewd  thee  }  and  w  h  «t  ui  t  ihou 
tUgmC0m^im(*i  ta  a  Lady. 

F*fr.  Rrnilr.  r-f't,         [greet 

'h:  when  we 

t-rycye. 

•  I  \4|Mi tty 

r  hQgen>>rc  fpoor. 

^  ludrich  things  but 

[liow  • 

Thaff,v,  ...  ,.^f^,^„ow 

"^^  intents 

.  I'  i..»iiii'jtu   J1JM--  ;  io.;  torm  in 

f^  ^'h»  [Wrth. 

\\  hrn  grcjt  »f  mrt  libouring  pcriflt  in  their 

For  y«iii  A  P  negteded  ti  me, 

Fl'y'dfovLfilij^irtth  uur  uachsi  your  beauty, 

ladif^.  [mour» 

,,.., .     .-..._....    '-    ,r,in-iurhu. 


n»cnt»; 


A*. 
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Which  party  coloured  prcfcncc  of  loofe  love. 
Put  on  by  us,  if,  in  your  heavenly  eyes, 
•T  hath  ijufbccom'dour  oaths  and  gravities, 
Thofe  heavenly    eyes  that  look  into  thefc 

faults 
Suggeftcd  us  to  make  them :  therefore,  ladies. 
Our  love  being  yours,  the  error  that  love 
Is  likcwife  yours.  [makes 

Trial  of  Love. 

If  this  auftere,  infociable  life 
Chanpjc  not  youroflcr  made  in  heat  of  blood; 
If  frolls,  andU(ls,hard  lodgingand  thin  weeds, 
Nip  not  the  gaudy  blolToms  of  your  love, 
But  that  it  bear  this  trial,  and  laft  love ; 
Then,  at  the  expiration  of  the  year. 
Come  challenge  me. 

Jcji  and  Jefter, 

Rof.  Oft  have  I  heard  of  you,  my  lord  Biron, 
Before  I  faw  you:  and  the  world's  large  tongue 
Proclaims  you  for  a  man  replete  with  mocks 
Full  of  comparifons,  and  wounding  flouts  ; 
Which  you  on  all  eftates  will  execute, 
That  liewithin  the  mercy  of  your  wit:  [brain. 
To  weed  this  wormwood  from  your  fruitful 
And  therewithal  to  win  me,  if  you  plcafe, 
(Without  the  which  I  am  not  to  be  won)  [day. 
You  fliall  this  twelvemonth  term,  from  day  to 
Vifit  the  fpcechlcfs  Tick,  and  Hill  converfe 
With  croaning  wretches:  andyour  tafk  ftiall 
With  all  theficrceendeavourotyour  wit,  [be, 
T'enforcc  the  pained  impotent  tofmile. 

Bir.  To  move  wild  laughter  in  the  throat 
of death  ? 
Ttcannot^e,  it  is  impoflTible: 
Mirth  cannot  move  a  foul  in  agony,   [fpirit, 

Rof.  Why,  that's  the  way  to  choak  a  gibing 
Whofc  influence  is  begot  of  that  loofe  grace 
Which  fhallow  laughing  hearers  give  to  fools; 
A  jeft'b  profperity  lies  in  the  ear 
Of  him  tnat  hears  it,   never  in  the  tongue 
Of  him  that  makes  it.  Then,  if  fickly  ears, 
Deaft  with  the  clamours  of  their  own  dear 

groans, 
Will  hear  your  idle  fcorns,  continue  then. 
And  I  will  have  you,  and  that  fa\ilt  witha!; 
But  if  thcv  will  not,  throw  away  tliat  fpirit. 
And  I  fhall  find  you  empty  of  that  fault. 
Right  joyful  of  your  reformation. 

Spring.     A  Son  jr. 
When  daifies  pied,  and  violets  blue. 

And  lady.f mocks  all  (ilver  white. 
And  cuckow  buds  of  yellow  hue, 

Do  paint  the  meadows  with  delight  : 
The  cuckow,  then,  on  every  tree. 
Mocks  married  men :   for  thus  rm;rs  he, 
Cuckow!  **        ' 

Cuckaw?  Cuckow 


^b  fver)  VAry*dob)ift  in  lii>^Ufic«i 


O  word  of  fear, 
unpieanng  to  a  marncd  ear  ! 
When  (hephcrds  pipe  on  oaten  rtraws. 

And  merry  larks  arc  ploughmen's  clocks: 
When  turtles  tread,  and  rooks  and  daws  ; 

And  maidens  bleach  their  fninmer  fmocks: 
1  he  cuckow  then,  on  every  tree, 
Mucks  marriedinefi ;  for  thus  fmgs  he, 
Cuckow  ! 

Cntkow  I   Cuckow!   O  word  of  foar, 
V.'pleaftng  to  a  uun ied  ^ar  ! 
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JVinter.  A  Song. 
When  icicles  hang  by  the  wall. 

And  Dick  the  (hepherd  blows  his  nail ; 
And  Tom  bears  logs  into  the  hall, 

And  milk  comes  frozen  home  in  pail  ; 
When  blood  is  nipt,    and  ways  be  foul. 
Then  nightly  (ings  the  llaring  owl 
To-whoo! 

Tu-whit,  to-whoo,  a  merry  note, 
While  greafy  Joan  doth  keel  the  pot, 
When  all  aloud  the  wind  doth  blow. 

And  coughing  drowns  the  parfon's  faw  j 
An»i  birds  (it  brooding  in  the  fnow, 

And  Marian's  nofe  looks  red  vind  raw  : 
When  roafted  crabs  hifs  in  the  bowl, 
Then  nightly  fings  the  ftaring  owl 
To-whoo  ! 

Tu-whit,  to-whoo,  a  merry  note, 
While  greafy  Joan  doth  keel  the  pot. 

§  5.  MEASURE  FOR  MEASURE. 

Shakspeare. 

Virtue  given  to  Be  exerted. 
nPHERE  is  a  kind  of  character  in  thy  life, 
-*•      That,  to  the  obferver,  doth  thy  hillory 
Fully  unfold  :  thyfelf  and  thy  belongings 
Are  not  thine  own  fo  proper,  as  to  waftc 
Thyfelf  \ipon  thy  virtues,  them  on  thee. 
Hcav'n  doth  with  us  as  we  with  torches  do, 
Not  light  them  forthemfelves:  for  if  our  vir. 

tues 
Did  not  go  forth  of  uSjtwere  all  alike[touch'd, 
As  if  we  had  them  not.   Spirits  are  not  finely 
But  to  fine  ilTues :  nor  nature  never  lends 
The  fmalleft  fcrupleof  her  excellence. 
But,  like  a  thrifty  goddefs,  (he  determines 
Herfelf  the  glory  of  a  creditor. 
Both  thanks  and  ufe. 

Dijliie  of  Popularity, 

I  love  the  people, 
But  do  not  like  to  ftage  me  to  their  eyes: 
Though  it  do  well,  I  do  not  relifh  well 
Their  loud  applaufe  and  ave's. vehement: 
Nor  do  I  think  the  man  of  fafe  difcretion 
That  does  affea  it. 

Authority. 
Thus  can  the  demi-god  authority. 
Make  us  pay  down  for  our  offence  by  weight. 
The  words  of  Heay'n:  On  whom  it  will, it  will; 
On  whom  it  will  not  fo  ;   yet  (till  'tis  juft. 
llie  Confequftice  of  Liberty  indulged. 
Lucio.   Why  how   now,  Claudio  ?  whence 

comes  this  reftraint  ? 
Claud.  From  too  much  liberty,  my  Lucio, 
As  fiirfeit  is  the  father  of  much  faft  [liberty: 
So  every  fcope,  by  the  iunuoderate  ufe, 
Turns  to  reftraint.  Our  natures  do  purfue, 
Like  rats  that  raven  down  their  proper  bane, 
A  thirfty  evilj  and  when  we  drink  we  die. 
NcglcBed  Laws, 

This  new  governor. 
Awakes  me  all  th'enrolled  penalties, 
Which  have,  like  i^nfcpur'd   armour   hung 
by  the  wall  [round, 

So   long,  thai  nineteen  zodiacs  have   gope 


And  none  of  them  been  worn  ;  and  for  a 
Now  puts  the  drowfy  andneglei.^leda6l[namc, 
Frefhly  on  me  :  'tis  furely  for  a  name. 
Eloquence  and  Beauty. 
In  her  youth 
There  is  a  prone  and  fpeechlefs  dialed, 
Such  as  moves  men;  belide  (he  hath  a  prof« 

p'rous  art, 
When  (he  will  play  with  reafonand  difcourfe. 
And  well  (he  can  pcrfuade: 
Retired  Life, 
My  holy  Sir,  none  better  knows  than  you 
How  I  have  ever  lov'd  the  life  remov'd : 
And  held  in  idle  price  to  haunt  airemblies 
Where  youth,  and  coft,  and  witk'fs  bravery 

keeps. 
Licentioufnefs  the  Confequence  of  unexecuted  Laxvs» 
We   have  ftrid  ftatutes,  and  mod  biting 
laws.  [ftecds) 

(The  needful  bits  and  curbs"  to  hcad-ftrong 
Which  for  thefe  nineteen  years  we  have  let 
Even  like  an  o'ergrown  lion  in  a  cave,[fleepj 
That  goes  not  out  to  prey :  now  as  fond  fa- 
thers birch. 
Having  bound  up  the  threat'ning  twigs  of 
Only  to  ftick  it  in  their  children's  light 
For  terror,  not  for  ufe ;  in  time  the  rod  [crees. 
Becomes  more  mock'd  tiian  fear'd;  foourde- 
Dead  to  infliflion,  to  themfelves  are  dead; 
And  liberty  plucks  juftice  by  the  nofe  : 
The  baby  beats  the  nurfe,  and  quite  athwart 
Goes  all  decorum. 

Pardon y  the  SanBion  ofWickednefs, 
For  we  bid  this  be  done, 
When  evil  deeds  have  their  permillive  pafs. 
And  ftot  the  punifhment. 

A  fever e  faint-like  Governor, 

Lord  Angeloisprecifea 
Stands  at  a  gu.ird  with  envy :   Icarce  confclTc* 
That  his  blood  flows,  or  that  his  appetite 
Is  more  to  bread  than  llone:  hence  fliallwe  fee. 
If  pow'r  change  purpofe,  what  ourfeemcrs  be. 

A  Virgin  addrcjfed. 
Hail,  virgin,  if  you  be  ;  as  thofe  chcek-rofc^ 
Proclaim  you  are  no  Icfs  ! 

A  religious  prof cf. 
I  hold  you  as  a  thing  enfky'd  and  fainted  > 
By  your  renouncement,  an  immortal  fpirit. 
And  to  be  talk'd  with  in  (incerity, 
As  with  a  faint. 

Eml'  :cing. 
Your  brother  and  his  lover  have  embraced : 
As  thofe  that  feed  grow  full;  as  blolTomin^ 

time*, 
That  from  the  feednefs  the  bare  fallow  brings 
To  teeming  foyfon  ;  fo  her  plenteous  womb 
ExpreHeth  his  full  tilth  and  hufbandry, 
Scliool fellows. 
Luc.  Is  (he  your  couHn  ?  [their  names^^ 

Ifab.    Adoptedly,    as  fchoolmaids  change 
By  vain  though  apt  aftc(^tion. 
Rfolvtion, 
Our  doubts  are  traitors; 
And  make  us  lofe  the  good  we  oft  might  win, 
By  fearing  to  attempt. 


I5«  ELEGANTE 

G«t*lor<l  Anirlo, 
A»a  \t\  him  karn  to  know,  whm  maldent 
O***...         .  [4n<iluierl, 

M«i  five  likego4«;  btif  whr n   rhcy  Weep 
All  Jkmrpttiliomarc  their* 

A*  Acy  llMmltlvo  x^  ;  i.cro. 

AH»>  ^»  nm*  not  make  a  fcArccrow  of 
the  bw, 
Setting  it  up  lo  fcare  the  birds  of  j  rr-v, 

Aiid  Irt  i(  krrn  oiv  fhapedll  cuftom  luAeit 
**y  their  terror. 

jUtuibckcca,  ttivU  r«th<TCiitaIift]c, 
TEaa  fall,  aftd  bruilc  tu  death:  aUi,  this  gen- 

tleman. 
Whom  I  would  fave,  had  a  moA  noble  father. 
Lei  but  your  honour  know, 
CWhom  I  bflicvc  to  be  moA  Ai  ah  in  virtue) 
That  in  ih^workin^  of  your  ow  a  aHcCtion>, 
Ha4  lime  coher'd  with  plact,  or  place  with 

«    Tf'J*^  refolule  aflingof  your  blood 
eottl4  have  attained  th'etfea   of  your  own 

IHirpofc, 
whether  vou  had  not  fome  time  in  your  life 
«rird  in  thw  point,  which  now  yon  ccnfurc 
Aad  ran  d  the  law  upon  you.  rhim, 

-  ^•f^-  ,!••'»•«•  rhing  to  be  tempted,  tfca- 
1  not  deny,         [lu», 
■he  prii'ner*  life, 
\  '  tvea  thicfor  two 

^vhat's  (>}  en  made 
jj  '    .>.*«».    Wh^t  know 

Tll^'.'^vf^Jo  naf.  00  thieve..  ^^IT^^ 

>Vt  irtad  upon,       •  ,.f  ,,        ' 

Yoonmyaotfo  ,  / 

f^or  I  have  had  f .  .,.  ..,i..r  f'.M  .«. 

,  "    IthatCcr  Ofooflr.,.!. 

Aod  nothiof  come  m  iMriuf.  [death, 

K!Sl*f  T./*^'^'  «»«toft  look,  fo, 
^V^ joorgood  corre«ion,  1  have  Teen 


XTRACTS, 
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judgment  hath 


When,  after  execut.  .,, 
R«p<ntcd  o'er  hit  doom. 

Condemn  fhefjul I,  »nA^.»  .i,.  .n^^^f 
,*  tone: 

A    :  ^  6«e  **«ud»  jn  record, 


•  'h-tf  fo  c^**!! 


-  -  .......  wtii,  onf^  ,i.»if  f,j  ,    , 

«ncrcydoc5.     If  he  had  been 


•ed  fword, 


And  you  as  he,  you   would  have  nipt  like 

out  he,  like  you,  would  not   have  been  fo 
TAe  Duty  o/mMtnal  Forsiveneri, 

Afas !  ala^i  I  "^ 

Why,  all   the  (ouU  that  were,  were  forfeit 

A   ji.**"^..^'  [*ook. 

And  he  that  might  the  vintage  bcft  have 
Found  out  the  remedy.  How  would  you  be, 
n  he,  which  is  the  top  ofjudgnient,  Should 
But  judge  you  as  you  are?  Oh!  think  on  that: 
Andmercy  then  will  breathe  within  your  lips, 
Like  nun  neiv  made. 

Unprepared  Death. 
^3.  To-morrow!   O,  that's fudden  I  fpare 
him,  (pare him:  [kitchens 

He  s  not  prcparM  for  death  !  Even  for  our 
We  kill  the  fowl  of  feafon ;  (hallwe  ferve  Hea- 
With  lefs  refpea  than  we  do  minider  [vea 
To  our  grofs  fclvcs?   Good,  good  my  lord. 

bethink  you; 
Who  is  it  that  hath  dy'd  for  this  offence  f 
—  I  here's  many  have  committed  it. 
yl»^.  The  law  hath  not  been  dead,  though 
It  hath  flept ;  »  g  • 

Thofe  many  had  not  dar'd  to  do  that  evil. 
It  the  firft  man  that  did  th'  edid  infringe 
Had  anfwered  for  his  deed  :  now,  'tis  awake ; 
1  akcs  note  of  what  is  done ;  and,  like  a  pro. 

phet,  ^ 

Looks  in  aglafs,  that  fhowswhat  future  evils 
C^»"  new,  or  by  lemifTnefs  new  concciv'd. 
And  fo  in  progrefsto  be  hatch'd  and  born) 
Arc  now  to  have  no  fuccenivc  degrees. 
But,  ere  they  live,  to  end. 
rr  t    \r     ^  JHfiice, 

ifab.  Yet  Aiew  fome  pity.  [tice  t 

^".c.  I  Jhcw  it  moftof  all,  when  1  /hew  juf. 
For  then  I  p.ty  thofe  I  do  not  Jcnow, 
A   a\'  \.^'^n"f^'d  offence  would  after  gall  ; 
And  do  him  right,  that,  anfwcring  one  foul 
Lives  not  to  aO  another.  ^  [wrong, 

nfc  ..•      '^^\f^'*f' of  Authority, 

To  .  r^.  ?.p"»'5  ^rength  I    but  it  is  tyraii- 
loufeit  likeagiant. 

Great  Men's  Ahufe  of  Power. 
Could  great  men  thunder,  [quiet ; 

As  Jove  h.mfclf  does,  Jove  would  nc^er  be 
WomU  ^yrY'^'^^^^^^yo^ccr  [but  thunder  1 
Would  ufc  his  heaVn  for  thunder!  Nothing 
Thou  n  .k      ^.^r^'»"">  Hcav'n  !  [boft 

Si^wV^h     '''"';  '^y  ft^^rpand  fulphuious 
Th  n  hi  r  r^^'^^pble  ana  gnarled  oak, 
Drrft      /r?  7^yr'<=-0»but  man !  proud  nun, 
^refl.n  a  little  brief  authority. 
Moa  Ignorant  of  what  he's  mod  afTur'd, 

A.^„Lke»^  r^-^"'^  't''^'  befCre^^igh  Heav'n 
WoSd?l  H  ?"g^''*^cepi  who,  with  our 
>^ouldallthemfelvcslaughniortar.[fplecns. 

W.  .  ^ru'^lrHe  of  Authority.   • 

GiTat  ^T""'  ^^■P'i""'-  brother  with  ourfelf. 
B.r  „,h"T7  \'^r'^'  ^'^'"^^^  'ti^vvit  in 
That  n  »h         ''  ^°"'  profanation.        [them  , 

Whi^.h  in^h"^/ m'^'^  ^"*  ^  ^^^'^^^'^^  ^vord, 
I  Which  in  the  foJdier  is  flat  blafphemy. 

ConfciQufn-fs 
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Confcioufnefi  of  our  cwn  faults  Jhould  makt  us 

merciJuL 

yfw/'.Whydoyou  put  thcfe  fayings  upon  me? 

Ifal.  Bccaiifc  authority,  though  it  err  like 

Hath  yet  a  kind  of  medicine  in  itlelf,    [others, 

That  flcims  the  voice  o'  the  top:  go  to  your 

bofom : 
Knock  there  ;    and  aflc  your  heart,  what  it 

doth  know 
That's  like  my  brother's  fault:  if  it  confefs 
A  natural  guiltinefs,  fuchas  is  his, 
Let  it  not  found  a  thought  upon  your  tongue 
Againft  my  brother's  life. 

Honejl  Bribery. 
Ifab.  Hark  how   I'll  bribe  you  !  Good  my 
Ang.  How  1  bribe  me  ?     [Lord,  turn  back. 
^i.Notwith  fond  fhekels  of  the  tefted  gold, 
Or  ftones  whofe  rate  is  either  ricli  or  poor 
As  fancy  values  them  ;  but  with  true  prayers. 
That  (hall  be  up  at  heaven  and  enter  there 
Ere  the  funrife -.prayers  from  preferved  fouls, 
From  farting  maids  whofe  minds  are  dedicate 
To  nothing  temporal. 

The  Power  of  virtuous  Beauty. 
Ifab.  Save  your  honour  !  [J^^it  I/a6. 

Anff.  From  thee  ;  even  from  thy  virtue!  — 
What's  this  ?  What's  this  ?  Is  this  her  fault, 
or  mine  ?  [l»a  ! 

The  tempter,  or  the  tempted,who  fins  moft  ? 
Not  flic  ;  nor  doth  (he  tempt  ;  but  it  is  I, 
That,  lying  by  the  violet,  in  the  fun. 
Do,  as  the  carrion  does,  not  as  the  flower, 
Corrupt  with  virtuous  feafon.     Can  it  be, 
That  modefty  may  more  betray  our  fenfe 
Than  woman' s  lightnefs?  Having  wafte  ground 
Shall  we  defire  to  rafethe  fan^uary,  [enough. 
And  pitch  our  evils  there  ?  Oh,  fie,  fie,  fie, 
What  doft  thou,  or  what  art  thou,  Angclo  ? 
Doftthou  defire  her  foully,  for  thofe  things 
That  make  her  good?  Oh, let  her  brother  live: 
Thieves,  for  their  robbery  have  authority, 
"Whenjudgesftealthemfelves.WhatldoI  love 
That  I  delire  to  hear  her  fpeak  again,    [her, 
And  feall  upon  her  eyes  ?  What  is't  I  dream 
Oh  cunning  enemy,that  to  catch  a  faint,  [on? 
With  faints  doft  bait  thy  hook  I  Moft  dange- 
Is  that  temptation,that  does  goad  us  on  [rous 
To  fin   in  loving  virtue:    n'er  could   the 

(trumpet. 
With  all  her  double  vigour,  art,  and  nature. 
Once  ftir  my  temper  :  but  this  virtuous  maid 

Subdues  me  quite. 

True  Repentance.  [carry  ? 

Duke.  Repent  you  fair  one,  of  the  I'm  you 
yu/.ldo;  and  bear  the  fhame  mod  patiently. 
Duke.  I'll  teach  you  how  you  ihall  arraign 
your  confcience, 
^  And  try  your  penitence,  if  It  be  found, 
Or  hollowly  put  on. 
Jul.  I'll  gladly  learn. 
Duke.  Love  you  the  man  that  wrong'd  you  ? 
Jul.  Yes,  as  1  love  the  woman  that  wrong'd 

him. 

Duke.  So  thm,it  feems,  your  moft  ofFeneeful 

Was  mutually  committed  ?  [aft 

yuL  Mutually.  [than  his. 

Puke.  Then  was  four  fin  •€  heavier  kind 


Jut.  I  do  confefs  it,  and  repent,  father; 
Duke.    'Tis  meet  fo,  daugnter:  but — lefl 
you  do  repent 
As  that  the  fin  hath  brought  you  to  this  fliame. 
Which  forrow  is  always  to  ourfclves,  not 

Heaven  ; 
Shewing  we  would  not  fpare  Heaven,  as  wc 
But  as  we  (tand  in  fear——  [love  it, 

yul.  I  do  repent  me  as  it  isanrvil; 
And  take  tlie  (hanie  with  joy. 
Duke.   There  reft. 

Love  in  a  grave  fevere  Governor. 
When  I  would  pray  and  think,  I  think  an4 
pray  [words : 

To  fev'ral  fubjecls  :  Heav*n  hath  my  empty 
Whilft  my  invention,  hearing  not  my  tongue. 
Anchors  on  Ifabel.  Heav'n  's  in  my  mouth. 
As  if  I  did  but  only  chew  his  name  ; 
And  in  my  heart  theftrong  and  fwellingevil 
Of  myconception :  the  ftate  whereon  I  ftudicd. 
Is  like  a  good  thing,  being  often  read. 
Grown  fear'd  and  tedious  ;  yea,  my  gravity. 
Wherein  (let  no  man  hear  me)I  take  pride. 
Could  I  witli  boot,  change  for  an  idle  plume 
Which  the  air  beats  for  vain.    O  place  !   O 

form  ! 
How^  often  doft  thou  with  thy  cafe,  thy  habit. 
Wrench  awe  from  fools,  and  tie  thewifer  fouls 
To  thy  falfe  feeming  I   Blood,  thou  ftill  art 

blood ! 
Let's  write  good  angel  on  the  devil's  horn  ;— 
'Tis  not  the  devil's  creft. 

A  Simile  on  the  Pr fence  if  ike  beloved  ObjeS* 

O  Heavens! 

Why  does  my  blood  thus  mufter  to  my  hearty 

Making  both  it  unable  for  itfelf. 

And  difpofefling  all  my  other  parts 

Of  neceirary  fitnefs  ? 

So  play  the  foolifh   throngs  with   one  that 

fwoons ; 
Come  all  to  help  him,  and  thus  ftop  the  air 
By  which  he  (hould  revive  :  and  even  fo 
The  gen'ral  fubject  to  a  well-wiflf  d  kino^. 
Quit  their  own  part,  and  in  obfequlous  K)nd- 
nefs  [love 

Crowd  to  his  prefence,  where  their  untaught 
Muft  needs  appear  ofience. 

Fornication  and  Murder  equalled. 
Fie,  thcfe  tilthy  vices  !  —  It  were  as  good. 
To  pardon  him  that  hath  from  nature'ftorn 
A  man   already  made,  as  to  remit 
Their  faucy  fweetnefs,  that  do  coin  Heaven's 
In  ftamps  that  are  forbid:  'tis  all  aseafy[imiige 
FaUi'ly  to  take  away  a  life  true  made. 
As  to  put  mettle  in  reftrained  means. 
To  make  a  falfe  one. 

Compelled  Fins. 

Our  compeird  fin» 
Stand  more  for  number  than  for  account. 

Loiolinefs  of  Mind.  [^ood. 

Ifab.  Let  me  be  ignorant,  and  in  nothin-^ 
But  graciouflytoknow  I  am  nobetter.fbrighr, 
Ang.  Thuswifdom  wifhes  to  appear  molt 
When  it  does  tax  itfelf:  as  thcfe  black  malks 
Proclaim  an  enfhiel'd  beauty  ten  tini'js  louder 
Than  beauty  could  difplay'd. 

Htrok 
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And  jrct  run'Atow'rdhim  fliil.  Thou  art  no: 

noble  ; 
For  all  the  accommodations  that  ihou  bear'il 
Arc  nur»*d  by  bafex>cf:> :  thou  art  by  nomeana 

valiant : 
For  thou  doft  fear  the  foft  and  tender  fork 
Ofa  poor  worm.     Thy  bcft  of  reft  ib  fleep. 
And  that  thou  oftprovok'ft  »  yet  grofly  fcar'ft 
Thy  death)  which  is  no  more.  Thou  art  not 

Ihyfelf, 
For  thou  exift'ft  on  many  a  thoufand  grains; 
That  iffue  out  of  duft.  Happy  thou  art  not  i 
Forwhat  thou  haft  not.ftill  thou  ftriv'ft  toget ; 
And  what  thou  haft, forge tt'ft.  Thou  art  not 
certain ; 


Atx*  Admit  oa  other  w J  i  life 

CA»  I  fubJcr  U  n.;l    ihjtor^.,    ,    ..    ; , 

BvtiiiiKcI  .ilMcyou  hit  fiftcr, 

PiadiAfyi*'  iiKh  a  prrfon, 

Whok  cr«da  wUU  tUc  judgr,  or  own  great 

Coold  fetch  your  brother  from  thr  m.rnaclei 
0{  the  all  binding  law  t  and  th^it  thric  were 
No  eanhljr  mean  to  fave  him,  but  that  cither 
Vou  mutt  Uy  down  the  trcafuirt  uf  your 

body. 
To  thii  fuupofcdfor  elfc  to  let  hint  infteri* 
%'lMit  would  you  do  ? 

li(ii.A«inticlilbriQ]rpoorbroth«r  .i>  inyfelf; 
TbM  b,  were  I  under  the  terms  ot  ac.it h, 
1  H'  «nipreCon  of  ke«n  whip».^*d  wear  as  nu 
:rip  myfelf  to  death  UJMM  bed       bies, 
longing  I  have  been  ■»   for,  ere  I'd 
P  to  (hame.  [yield 

.{   .     .    rtrmuft  your  brother  die. 
ijii.  Ami   iwrrc  the  cheaper  w;iy: 
Better  it  were  a  biothcr  died  at  unce, 
Than  that  a  tiDer,  by  redeeming  hiiii 
bhould  die  forever. 

Mmjf.  Were  not  you  then  at  caiel  as  the 
That  you  have  flandcr'd  fo  t  Ici.tcncc 

t/U.  Ani|;nominous  raiifora,  and  iicc  par- 
Are  of  two  huufc«(  lawful  mercy, lure,  [uon, 
Jioothini;  kin  to  foul  redemption. 

{'  •  ijlUoMt,      fwhatwcmean: 

Tohavrwr.ji  wr  .  •  ipcak  not 

I  fomelhing  do.  I  hate, 

For  I.:.  a.« vantage  ;....  .  ...,..;  .vvc. 

ffViMa'i  Frailty, 

^^*- Nay.  Women  are  frail  too. 

(M-  Ay.  aithe  glalTe*  wheic  ti(y   view 
tbemfelvet  i 
Which  are  akcafy  broke  at  thry  t,  i-     i   rms. 
Homcn*    help  Heaven i    inentlu..    m   ..'jun 

I^n  profiting  by  themr  nay  call  u.  tea  timc» 

Icxlooi.iir, 


For  fi 
Andv 


^^ 


briirve  the*",  I'  ' 


your  own  report, 


'  mtfTjhlc  have  no  other  mcdrciae 

^*  (mthrmnifyfi/tJ/t, 

'S  either  death  or  life 

f^^'f.     Reafon  thus 

"»g     [w.ihl.fc: 


i  w  -^IhwttUbourttbytbyBijiht  to  ftiun. 


For  thy  complexion  fniftsto  ftrangeeffed^s. 
Alter  the  moon.     If  thou  art  rich,  thou'rt 

poor; 
For,likeanafs,whofe  back  with  ingots  bows. 
Thou  bcar'ft  thy  heavy  riches  but  a  journey. 
And  death  unloads  ihec.    Friend  thou  haft 

none  j 
For  thine  own  bowels,which  do  call  thee  fire, 
The  mere  eflfufionof  thy  proper  loins. 
Do  cuifc  the  gout,  ferpigo,and  the  rheum, 
lor  ending  thee  no  fooner.     Thou   haft  nor 

youth  nor  age, 
But  as  it  were  an  after-dinner's  fleep. 
Dreaming  on  both  ;  for  all  thy  blelTed  youtk 
Bccomcsasagcd,  and  doth  beg  the  alms  [rich. 
Of  palfied  eld;    and  when  thou  art  old  and 
Thou  haft  neither  heat,  aft"eaion,  limb  nor 

beauty,  [this, 

Fo  make  thy  riches  plcafant.  What's  yet  in 
That  hears  the  name  of  life  \  Yet  in  this  life 
Lie  hid  more  thoufand  deaths  :  yet  death  we 
That  makes  thcfe  odds  all  even.  [fear. 

The  Terrors  of  Death  mojl  in  Apprehenjion. 
Clakd.  Is  there  no  remedy  ?  [head, 

Ifab.  None  but  fuch  remedy  as,  lo  lave  a 
Would  cleave  a  heart  in  twain. 
Ciaud.  But  is  there  any  ? 

/>J»*.0,ldofearthce,Claudio;  andlquakcj 
Left  thou  a  fcv'rous  life  Ihouldft  entertain. 
And  hx  orfevcn  winters  morerefpcft 
Than  a  perpetual  honour.  Dar'ft  thou  die  ? 
The  fcnfc  of  death  is  nioft  in  apprehcnfion  j 
And  xhv  prw,,  1,,'cflc  that  we  tread  upon, 
0  ftelsapangas  great 

Htjdtaion  from  a  Sm/e  cf  Honour. 

rhnik  you  1  caharefolutionfetch 
l-rofji  flowVy  tendcrnefs  f  If  I  muft  die, 
r  will  encounter  darknefsas  a  bride. 

J^ai>.  Fherc  fpakc  my  brother ;  there  my  fa. 
Did  utter  forth  a  voice. 

//•  t  '^  fainted  Hypocrite^ 

IJab,  ^cs  thou  mult  dies 

rhou  art  too  noble  to  conferve  a  life    [putv 

Ww''?''.^h""J-  1  hi,  outward  faintedde- 
VV  hofc  fettled  v.fag«  and  delib'rate  word 
N.ps youth  I  th'h.ad.and  folUe.doth  emmew 
A*  falcon dolh  the  fowl,  i^  yet  a  devil  : 

His 
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His  filth  within  being  cafl,  he  would  appear 
A  pond  as  deep  as  hell. 

Claud.  The  princely  Angelo  ? 

IJab.  O,  'tis  the  cunning  livery  of  hell, 
Thcdamned'ft  body  to  invelland  cover 
In  princely  guards  I 

The  Terrors  of  Death, 

IJab.  O,  were  it  but  my  life, 
I'd  throw  it  down  for  your  deliverance 
As  frankly  as  a  pin  ! 

Claud.  Ah,  Ifabel ! 
'  IJab.  What  fays  my  brother  ? 

Claud. Death's  a  fearful  thing. 

IJab.  And  Ihamed  life  a  hateful,  [[where  ; 

Claud.  Ah,  but  to  die,  and  go  we  know  not 
To  lie  in  cold  obftrudlion,  and  to  rot ; 
This  fenfible  warm  motion  to  become 
A  kneaded  cold  ;  and  the  delighted  fpirit 
To  bathe  in  fiery  floods,  or  to  refide 
In  thrilling  regions  of  thick-ribbed  ice  : 
To  be  imprifon'd  in  the  viewlefs  winds, 
And  blown  with  reftlefs  violence  round  about 
The  pendant  world  ;  or  tobe  worfe  thanworft 
Of  thofe,  that  lawlefsand  incertain  thoughts 
Imagine  howling!  'tis  too  horrible  !   , 
The  wearieft  and  moft  loathed  worldly  life 
That  age,  ache;  penury,  imprifbiiment, 
Can  lay  on  nature,  is  a  paradife  • 
To  what  we  fear  of  death. 

Cowardly  Apprehenfion  of  Death  reproached. 

Ifab.    O,  faithlefs  coward  I    O,    difoeneft 
wretch ! 
Wilt  thou  be  made  a  man  out  of  my  vice  ? 
Is  't  not  a  kind  of  inceft,  to  take  life  [think  ? 
From  thine  own  fifter  s  fhame  ?  What  fhould  I 
Heaven  grant  mymother  play'd  my  father  fair  1 
For  fuch  a  warped  flip  of  wildernefs  [ance — 
Ke'er  ifTued  from  his  blood — Take  my  defi- 
Die,  perifh  !  mi^ht  but  my  bending  down 
Kepri«ve    thee  from  thy  fate,  it  Ihould  pro- 
Oh,  fie,  fie,  fie  !  [ceed — 

Thy  fin's  not  accidental,  but  a  trade  ; 
Merey  to  thee  would  prove  itfelf  a  bawd  ; 
'Twere  beft  thou  dieft  quickly  } 
Virtue  and  Goodnefs. 

Virtue  is  bold,  and  goodnefs  never  fearful. 
A  Bawd. 

Fie,  firrah  !  a  bawd — a  wicked  bawd  ? 
The  evil  that  thou  caufeftto  be  done. 
That  is  thy  means  to  live.  Doft  thou  but  think 
What  'tis  to  cram  a  maw,  or  clothe  a  back, 
From  fuch  a  filthy  vice  ?  Say  to  thyfclf, 
From  their  abominable  and  beartly  touches 

I  drink,  I  eat,  array  myfelf,  and  live. 

Canfl  thou  believe  thy  living  is  a  life 
So  ftinkinglydepending  ?  Go,mend ;  go  mend ! 
Calumny  unavoidable. 

No  might  nor  greatnefs  in  mortality 
Cancenfure  'fcape  :  back-wounding  calumny 
The  whiteft:  virtue  firikcs.     What  king  fo 

ftrong, 
Can  tie  the  gall  up  in  the  fland'rous  tongue  ? 
Good  Example  nccejfary  in  Rulers. 

He,  who  the  fwordot  Heaven  will  bear, 
Should  be  as  hoW  as  fcvere  j 
Pattern  in  hinnfelf"  to  kwow, 


Grace  to  (land,  and  virtue  go  ; 
More  or  Icfs  to  others  paymg, 
Than  by  felf  offences  weighing  : 
Shame  to  him,  whofe  cruel  firiking 
Kills  for  faults  of  his  own  liking  '. 
Twice  treble  Ihame  on  Angclo, 
To  weed  my  vice  and  let  his  grow  ? 
O,  what  may  man  within  him  hide. 
Though  angel  on  the  outward  fide  I 
How  may  likenefs  made  in  crimes. 
Mocking  pratSlice  on  the  times. 
To  draw  with  idle  fpiders'  firings, 
Moft  pond'rous  and  fubft:antial  things  ? 
A  beautiful  Song, 
Take,  O  take  thofe  lips  away. 

That  fo  fweetly  wereforfworn  ; 
And  thofe  eyes,  the  break  of  day, 

Lights  that  do  miflead  the  morn  : 
But  my  kilfes  bring  again  ; 
Seals  of  love,  but  feal'd  in  vaira- 
Hide,  O  hide  thofe  hills  of  fnow. 

Which  thy  frozen  bofom  bears. 
On  whofe  tops  the  pinks  that  grow 

Are  of  thofe  that  April  wears  ; 
But  my  poor  heart  firft  fet  free. 
Bound  in  thofe  icy  chains  by  ihee. 
Guilty  Diligence. 
With  whifperingand  moft  guiltydiligcnce, 
In  aiTtion  all  of  precept,  he  did  ftiew  mie 
The  way  twice  o'er. 

GreatnfsfubjeB  to  Cenjure. 
O  place  and  greatnefs  \  millions  offalfe  eyes 
Are  ftruck  upon  thee;  volumes  of  report 
Run  with  thcfc  falfe  and  moft  contrarioui 

quefts 
Upon  thy  doings  r  thoufand  Tcapes  of  wit 
Make  thee  the  father  of  their  idle  dream^ 
And  rack  thee  in  their  fancies. 

Execution  finely  expreffed. 
By  eight  to-morrow 
Thou  muft  be  made  immortal  I 
Sound  Sleep. 
As  faft  lock'd  up  in  fleep,asguiltlefs  labour 
When  it  lies  ftarkly  in  the  traveller's  bonesv 
Upright  Governor fuppofed. 
Prov.  It  is  a  bitter  deputy. 
Duke.  Not  fo,  not  fo;  his  life  is  parallel'd 
Even  with  the  ftroke  and  line  of  his  great  juf- 

tice ; 
He  doth  with  holy  abftinence  fubdue 
That  inhimfelf,  whichhe  fpursonhis  power 
To  qualify  in  others:  where  he  meal'd 
Witii  that  which  he  coneds,  than  where  he 
But  thisbeingfo,  he's  juft,  [tyrannous 

Good  Jailor, 
This  is  a  gentle  provoft  ;  fcldom,  when 
The  fteeled  jyilor  is  the  friend  of  men. 
Confortfroin  Defpair 
But  I  will  keep  her  ignorant  of  her  good. 
To  make  her  heavenly  comforts  of  defpair. 
When  it  is  leaftexpe£ted. 

Complaining  ufrlef. 
^^.Injuriousworld  !  moftdamned  Angelo  ! 
Duke.  This  nor  hurts  him, nor  profits  you  a 
jot  : 

Forbear  it  therefore,  give  your  C3ufe  to  Hea- 
ven! Ckar::d-:r 
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TlMf«U«aoik<t 

Tlui  thou  neglect  tnc  nol,i»iiii  i'>ai  it>iUiou 

That  !  ivn  louch'd  with  madncl, .  niJtc  not 
o(!iblc  Cfiblr 

'>  but  frrim unlike  t  'lit  not iaipor. 

I  '  e  wickrilcfl  caHlfon  thr  (j^round, 

t%  fhy,  aigiaTCfMJult.  jtabfolute, 

/  :  rvrn  fo  m4V  An. /  •  '. 

I 

1 

lihe  kxlcii,  lie  &  (ujthmg  ,  Lut  I 

■ad  I  more  name*  for  Mdncf*. 
Bt/p*a  du  to  PUu. 
XefpeA  to  your  great  place  t- 

It foiBCtimf I  booor'd  fur  h\-  V*  ■ 

ApiaMnll  i«ofeyou  to  ui.|  <  . 
tWuld  IbekMel  down.tn  mercv  vi  thi»  tVif), 
Her  broiher'tghoft  hit  paved  bed  would 
Aad  take  hv  hcact  in  homjy  [break, 

Theyfayliell  men  are  moulded  oist  offaultst 
Aad  for  tK«  moft,  become  much  more  the 

belter 

For  being  a  little  bad  i   fo  may  my  hufband. 

hinU  wttff  fxtufahh  then  .Ids, 

His  a  A  did  not  o'eruke  his  bad  intent  | 

And  mufl  ^>'"  \^^iriff\  fiiit  I*  111  i.frnf . 

That  per  no 

bi.-  ts; 


rdevil 

r.llct  the 
: throne, 

.  .    her. 


S  <•   THB  MERCHANT  OF  VKNICE. 
^llAKsrEAal. 
Kttmni  Prt/tntmm  ffiml/»tiy  feinted  #»(; 
mU  m  Cmtnfl  ^  m  ther/ul  and  mlMcholy 
Urn. 
Jht,  fir  fbofh,  f  know  not  why  lam  fo  bad  t 
*  It  wearies  me:  vou  fay, it  wrjrict  you: 
fm  hnw  t  caught  it,  found  it,  or  cimcby  it, 
•V  Ml*  oiadc  of,  whereof  it  it  born, 
ifn. 
/*  •  a  want.wit  fadnefa  m>Vft  of  me, 

I  !  4t   I  hx^e  much  ado  to  know  myfelf. 

ScUt,  Your  mind  ii  toAngon  ihe  ocean, 
TtMM  vhcrt  your  argoHei  with  )>ortlv  fail, 
lik«ftgiiion  and  rich  burgher  I  on  the  flood. 
Or  a«  it  were  the  pageants  of  the  fca,— ^ 
Do  ovrr.pfvr  the  petty  iraflBrVTi, 
TluHcttnfirv  toihrt 
At  thtylybythen.  '  ,. 

•MM*   BCliOVa  mCf^ii ,  ••^li       hhm   vrrnureS 

TbtbctttrpartofairafcOiom  would  [forth, 
B«  wttk  m  hopca  abroaid.     1  (hould  be  a  ill 
FUiCkiM  iht  graft,  to  k«»w  were  fits  the 
V'm'  I  [roads ; 

Ficrlllg  in  Bapt,  for  ports,  and   piers,  and 
Aai«t«y  o^t,  that  might  make  me  fear 
MiiftmvM  10  ny  ventures,  out  of  doubt. 
Would  make  me  fad. 

Sa/4»r.  My  wind,  cooling  my  broth. 
Would  blow  me  to  an  ague,  whan  I  thovght 
What  harm  a  wind  too  great  might  do  at  fea. 
1  ftould  not  Ice  the  faody  hour  gUia  nui| 


Rut  1  Hiould  think  of  (ImIIoWs  and  of  flats  t 
my  wealthy  Andrew  dockd  infand, 

:'.  her  high  lop  lower  than  her  ribs, 
li>  kifs  her  burial.     Should  1  go  to  church. 
And  fee  the  holy  edifice  of  (lone,        [rocks. 
And  not   bethink   me  ftraight  of  dangerous 
Which  touchin"  but  my  gentle  vcird's  fide. 
Would  fcattcr  all  her  fpiccs  on  the  ftreamt 
Enrobe  the  roaring  waters  with  my  filks : 
And,  in  a  word,  but  even  now  worth  this, 
And  now  worth  nothing  ?  Shall  I  have  the 

thought 
To  think  ofthis  ?  and  fhall  I  lack  the  thought 
That  fucha  thing  bechanc'd, would  make  nic 
But  tell  not  me  ;  I  know  Anthonio         [fad? 
Is  fad  to  think  upon  his  merchandize.       [it. 
Ant.  Believe  me,  no:  I  thank  my  fortune  for 
My  ventures  are  not  in  one  bottom  trufled. 
Nor  to  one  place  ;  nor  is  my  whole  eflatc 
Upon  the  fortune  of  this  prefent  year  : 
Tncreforc  my  merchandize  makes  me  not  fad» 
Sal.  Why  then  you  arc  in  love. 
Ant.   Fie,  fie. 
Sal,  Not  in  love  neither  ?  Then  let  us  fay 

vou  are  fad,  [eafy 

Becaufe  you  are  not  meny  :  and  'twere  as 
For  you  to  laugh,  and  leap,  and  fay  you  are 

merry,  [cd  Janus, 

Becaufe  you  are  not  fad.    Now  by  two  heada 
Nature   hath  fram'd  ftrange  fellows  in  hd 

time:  eyes. 

Some  that  will  evermore  peep  through  their 
And  h'.ugh  like  parrots  at  a  bag  piper  ; 
And  others  of  fuch  vinegar  afpeft,     [fmile. 
That  they  '11  not  (hew  their  teeth  in  way  of 
Though  Neftor  fwcar  the  jeft  be  laughable. 
The  Imprndcnct  of  ftttinif  too  great  a  Valut,  up<m 
the  World. 
You  have  too  much   refpe^  upon  the 

world  ; 
They  lofe  it  that  do  buy  it  with  much  care. 
The  true  Value  of  the  World, 
I  hold  the  world  but  as  the  world,  Gra. 

tiano  \ 
A  fiage,  where  every  man  muft  play  his  part ; 
And  mine  a  fad  one  I 

CKetrftdneft  and  affeCled  Gravity  contrafled. 

Let  me  play  the  fool : 

With  mirth   and  laughter  let  old   wrinkles 

come; 
And  let  my  liver  father  heat  with  wine 
Tlianmy  heart  cool  with  mortifying  groanx. 
Why  flioulda  man  whofe  blood  iswarmwith- 
Sit  like  hit  grandfire  cut  in  alabafter  ?      [in, 
Sleep  when   he  wakes,  and  creep   into  the 

jaundice  [nio. 

By  being  pecvifh?  I  tell  thee  what,   Antho- 
I  love  thcc,  and  it  is  my  love  that  fpeaksj 
There  are  a  fort  of  men,  whofe  vifages 
Do  cream  and  mantle  like  a  (landing  pond| 
And  do  a  wilful  (lilnefs  entertain, 
With  purpofc  to  be  dreft  in  an  opinion 
Of  wildom,  gravity,  profound  conceit ) 
As  who  (hould  fay,  "  I  am  Sir  Oracle, 
And  when  1  ope  my  lips  let  no  dog  bark.** 
O,  my  Anthonio,  1  do  know  of  thofe, 
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That  therefore  only  are  reputed  wife, 
For  faying  nothing ;  who,  I  am  very  fure. 
If  they  fboiild  hear,  would  almoll  damn  thofc 

ears, 
Which,  hearing  them,  would  call  their  bro- 
thers fools. 
I'll  tell  thee  more  of  this  another  time  ; 
But  fifh  not  with  this  melancholy  bait, 
For  this  fool  gudgeon,  this  opinion. 

Jocoft  Satire  on  Silence, 
Silence  is  only  commendable  [dible. 

In  a  neat's  tongue  dried,  and  a  maid  not  vcn- 

Generoui  and  dijinterejled  Friendjhip. 

vfnf.l  pray  you  good  BaffaniOjlet  me  knowit: 
And,  if  it  ftand,  as  you  yourfelf  ilill  do, 
Within  the  eye  of  honour,  be  alfur'd 
My  purfe,  roy  perfon,  my  extremelt  means, 
Lie  all  unlock'd  to  your  occafions. 

Bajjf.  In  myfchool-daysjwheni  hadloftone 
I  fhot  hisfellowofthefelf-fame  flight  [fhaft, 
The  felf-fame  way,  with  more  advifed  watch, 
To  find  theother;  and,  byadvent'ring  botii, 
I  oft  found  both  :    I  urge  this  childhood  proof, 
Becaufe  what  follows  is  pure  innocence. 
I  owe  you  mu^h  ;  and,  like  a  wilful  youth, 
That  which  I  owe  is  loft  :    but  if  you  pleafc 
To  ftioot  another  arrow  that  felf  way 
Which  you  did  flioot  the  firit,  I  do  not  doubt — 
As  I  will  watch  the  aim, — or  to  find  both, 
Or  bring  your  latter  hazard  back  itgain, 
And  thankfully  reftdebtor  for  the  firft.  [time, 

^n^  You  knowmewell ;  and  herein  fpend  but 
To  wind  about  my  love  with  circumftance  ; 
And,  out  of  doubt,  you  do  me  now  more 
In  maki  ng  queftion  of  my  uttermoft,  [wrong, 
Than  if  you  had  made  wafte  of  all  I  have. 
Then  do  but  fay  to  me  what  I  fliould  do, 
That  in  your  knowledge  may  by  me  be  done, 
And  I  am  preft  unto  it :  therefore,  fpeak. 


— T  hou  know'ft  that  all  my  fortunes  are  at  fea 
Neither  have  I  money,  nor  commodity 
To  raife  a  prefent  fum  :  therefore  go  forth, 
Try  what  my  credit  can  in  Venice  do; 
That  fliall  be  rack'd  even  to  the  uttermoft, 
To  furnilh  thee  to  Belmont,  to  fair  Portia. 
Go,  prefently  enquire,  and  fo  will  I, 
Where  money  is;  and  I  no  queftion  make 
To  have  it  of  my  truft,  or  for  my  fake. 

A  Jew's  Malice. 

Bajf.  This  is  (ignior  Anthonio. 

A'4>'/. How  like  a  fawning  publicanhc  looks  ! 
I  hate  him,  for  he  is  a  Chriftjan:  \_AJide. 

But  more,  for  that, in  low  fimpliclty, 
lie  lends  out  money  gratis,  and  brings  down 
The  rate  of  ufance  here  with  us  in  Venice. 
If  1  can  catch  him  once  upon  the  hip 
I  will  feed  fat  the  ancient  grudge  1  bear  him. 
He  iiates  our  facred  nation  ;    and  he  rails 
Ev'n  ^lere,  where  merchants  moft  do   con- 

gregate, 
On  me,  my  bargains,  and  my  well-won  thrift, 
Whicji  he  calls  inteveft.  C'virfed  be  my  tribe, 
^f  I  forgive  hUu  ! 


A  Jew's  SiinCity  and  Hypocrify. 
Skyl.  When  Jacob  graz'd  his  uncle  Laban's 
fheep, — 
This  Jacob  from  our  holy  Abraham  was 
(As  his  wife  mother  wrought  in  liis  behalf) 
The  third  poflTeiror  ;  ay,  he  was  the  third. 
Ant.  And  whatofhim  ?  didhe  takeintereft  ? 
Shyl.  No,not  takeintereft;  not,as  you  would 
Directly intereft;  maikwhat Jacobdid:  [fay. 
When  Labanand  himfelf  were  compromis'd. 
That  all  the  eanlings,  which  were  ftrcak'd 
and  py'd,  [rank. 

Should  fall  as  Jacob's  hire, — the  ewes  being 
In  end  of  autumn  turned  to  the  rams : 
And  when  the  work  of  generation  was 
Between  thofe  woolley  breeders  in  the  afb. 
The  (kilfuHhephcrd  peel'dme  certain  wands. 
And,  in  the  doing  of  the  deed  of  kind. 
He  (truck  theiti  up  before  the  fulfonie  ewes; 
Who  then  conceiving,  did  in  eaningtime 
Fall   party-colour'd  lambs,  and  thofe  v/ere 

Jacob's. 
This  was  a  way  to  thrive,  and  he  was  bleft ; 
And  thrift  is  blefling,  if  men  fteal  it  not. 
Ant.  This  was  a  venture.  Sir,   that  Jacob 
ferv'd  for; 
A  thing  not  in  his  power  to  brin'g  to  pafs, 
Butfway'd  and  faftiion'd  by  the  hand  of  H^a- 
Was  this  inferted  to  make  intereft  good !   [vcn. 
Or  is  your  gold  and  filver  ewes  and  rams  ? 

Skyl.  I  cannot  tell  ;  I  make  it  breed  as  faft : 
But  note  me,  iignior, — 

Ant.  Mark  you  this,  Baftanio, 
The  devil  can  cite  fcripture  for  his  purpofe. 
An  evil  foul,  producing  holy  witnels. 
Is  like  a  villain  with  a  fmiling  check; 
A  goodly  apple,  rotten  at  the  heart : 
O,  what  a  goodly  outfuie  falfehood  hath  I 
The  Jew's  Fxpojlulation. 
Signior  Anthonio,  many  a  time  and  oft 
In  the  Rialto  you  have  rated  me 
About  my  monies  and  my  ufances  : 
Still  have  I  borne  it  with  a  patient  flirug^^ 
For  fufterance  i§  the  badge  of  all  our  tribe. 
You  call  me  milbeliever  cut-throat  dog. 
And  fpit  upon  my  J';wifh  gabardine. 
And  all  for  ufc  of  that  which  is  my  own. 
Well   then,    it  now  appears  you   need   my 

help  : — 
Go  to  then; — you  come  to  me,  and  you  fay, 
*'Shylock,wevvould  have  monies; — you  fay  fo; 
You, that  did  void  yourrheumuponmybeard. 
And  foot  me,  as  you  fpurn  a  ftrangcr-cur 
Overyourthreftiold  : — Monies  isyourfuit. — 
What  ftiould  I  fay  to  you  } — Should  I  not  fay,. 
"Hath  a  dog  money  ? — Is  it  poUible 
A  cur  can  lend  three  thoufand  ducats  ?" — or 
Shall  I  bend  low,  and,  in  a  bondman's  key, 
With 'bated   breath  and  whifp'rijig  humble- 

nefs. 
Say  this:  "Fair  Sir,  you  fpit  on  me  on  Wed- 

nefday  laft ; 
You  fpurn'd  nve  fuch  a  day  ^  another  time 
You  caird  me  dog;  and  for  thefe  courtelies  * 
ril  lend  you  thus  much  laojiies  *. 
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1  like  not  fair  term*,  and  a  vilL.n  t 
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And  die  ikith  grieving. 

Crmvitf  0fmmtd. 

j^f. But  bear  thee,  Gratianoj  'voice i 

:' '     TOO  rude,    ami  bold  of 
■'•  happily  cmm^h, 
.lira  appear  nut  t.iuitt  I 
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■"  t.ikr  pain 
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place  1  go  tu,[h4Viour, 
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Let  not  the  found  of  (hallow  foppery  enter 
My  lober  houfe. 

Shieci's  Defcrittion  of  hit  Servant. 

Si//,  file  patch  is  kind  enough  ;  but  a  huge 
feeder, 
Snail.flow  in  profit,  and  heflecps  by  day  [mc: 
More  ihanthe  wildcat.   Droneshive  notwith 
T!  '  :  .»rtwith  him;  and  part  with  him 

T  ,  I  would  have  him  help  to  wafte 

Hu ;  inufc. 

FruitioHmorc  languid  than  Expe^alion. 

O,  ten  times  falicr  Venub'  pe^ionsfly 
To  fcal  love's  bonds  new  made,  than  they  are 
To  keep  obliged  faith  unforfeited.        [wont 

Who  rileth  from  a  feaft 

With  that  keen  appetite  that  he  fits  down  ? 
Where  is  the  horfc  that  doth  urjread  again 
His  tedious mcafurcswiththeunbaitcdfire[are. 
That  he  did  pace  them  fir(t?   All  things  that 
Are  with  more  fpirit  chafed  thanenjoy'd. 
How  like  a  younker,  or  a  prodigal, 
The  fcarfed  bark  puts  from  her  native  bay, 
Hugg'd  and  embraced  by  the  llrumpet  wind  I 
How  like  a  prodigal  doth  (he  return  ; 
Withovcr-weather'd  ribs,  and  ragged  fails. 
Lean,  rent,  and  bcggar'd  by  the  ftrumpet  wind! 
Portia's  Suitors. 

From  the  four  corners  of  the  earth  thcycome 
Tokifsthis  fhrine,thismortalbreathingfaint. 
Th'  Hyrtanian  deferts,  and  the  vafty  wilds 
Of  wide  Arabia,  are  as  thoroiighfaies 
Now,  for  princes  to  tome  view  fair  Portia. 
The  wafry  kingdom,  whofe  ambitious  hca4 
Spits  in  the  face  of  heaven,  is  no  bar 
To  flop  the  foreign  fpirits;  but  they  come, 
As  o'er  a  brook,  to  (^ee  fair  Portia, 
Tke  Parting  of  Friends. 

I  faw  BafTanio  and  Ant honio part: 
BafTanio  told  him,  he  would  make  jfome  fpeed 
Of  his  icturn:  he  anfwer'd,  *'Do  not  fo; 
Slubber  not  bufincfs  for  my  fake,  BafFanio, 
But  ftay  the  very  riping  of  the  time : 
And  for  the  J''w's  bond,  which  he  hath  of  me, 
Let  it  not  enter  in  your  mind  of  love. 
Be  merry;  and  employ  your  chiefcfl  thoughts 
To  courtfliip,  and  fnch  fairodonts  of  love 
As  (hall  conveniently  become  you  there." 
And  even  there  his  eye  being  big  with  tears, 
Turning  hisf.tce,he  put  his  hand  behind  him. 
And  wjth  affection  wondrous  lenlible 
He  \uung  Balfanio's  hand,  and  fo  they  parted. 
fa  ft  Jydgmtnl  ff  the  Many, 
Fortune  now, 
To  my  heart's  hope  ! — Gold,  filvcr,  and  bafe 
lead.  [hath."' 

**Who  choofeth  me.murt  give  and  hazard  all  he 
You  (hall  look  fairer,  ere  I  give  or  hazard. 
Wliatlaysthegoldcncheft  ?   ha!  let  me  fee: — 
••Who  choofcth  me,  Ihall   gain  what  many 
men  dtfire.''  [meant 

What  many  mcndcfircl — That  many  may  be 
Of  the  fool  multitude,  that  choole  by  fliQw, 
Not  learninK  more  than  the  fond  eye  dotji 
teach:  [martlet. 

Which  pries  not  to  the  interior,  but,  like  the 
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Builds  in  the  weather  on  the  outward  wall, 
Even  in  the  force  and  roud  of  cufuality. 
I  will  notchoofe  what  many  mendelirc, 
Becaufe  I  will  not  jump  withcommonfpirits, 
And  rank  me  with  the  barbarous  multitudes. 
Honour  ought  to  Be  conferred  on  Merit  only. 
Why    then  to  thee,  thou  liWer  treafure- 
houfe; 
Tell  me  once  more  what  title  thou  dofl  bear: 
**\Vho  choofeth  me,  (hall  get  as  much  as  he 

deferves.'* 
And  well  faid  too;  for  who  {hall  go  about 
To  cozen  fortune  and  be  honourable      [fume 
Without  the  (tamp  of  merit  ?     Let  none  pre- 
To  wear  an  unde(erved  dignity. 
O,  that  eftates,  degrees,  and  offices    [honour 
Were  not  deriv'd  corruptly!    and  that  clear 
Were  purchas'd  by  the  merit  of  the  wearer  ! 
How  many  then  (hould  cover,that  (land  bare ! 
How  many  be  commanded,  that  command! 
Howmuchlowpeafantrywouldthenbeglean'd 
From  the  true  feed  of  honour !  and  how  nuich 

honour 
Pick'd  from  the  chafFand  ruin  of  the  times 
7'o  benew.varni(h'd ! 

Love's  Mtjfenger  compared  to  an  April  Day. 
I  have  not  ktw 
So  likely  an  ambalTador  of  love  ; 
A  day  in  April  never  came  lb  fweet, 
To  (hew  how  coftly  fummerwasat  hand 
As  this  fore-fpurrer  comes  before  hi^  lord. 

Mujic.  [choice ! 

Let  mufic  found,  while  he  doth  make  his 
Then,  if  he  lofe,  he  makes  a  fwan-like  end. 
Fading  in  mufic- — That  the  comparKbn 
May  (land  more  proper,  my  eye  (hall  be  the 

(I  ream 
And  watVy  death-bed  for  him  :    he  may  win; 
And  what  is  mufic  then  ?   Then  mufic  is, 
•Even  as  the  flouridi,  when  true  (ubjeifls  bow 
To  a  new  crowned  monarch  :   fuch  it  is 
As  are  thofe  dulcet  founds  in  break  of  day, 
That  creep  into  the  dreaming   bridegroom's 

And  fummon  him  to  marriage [ear, 

Now  he  goes  [love. 

With  no  lefs  prefence,  but  with  much  more 
Than  young  Alcides,  when  he  did  redeem 
The  virgin  tribute  paid  by  howling  Troy 
To  the  fea-mon(ler :   I  (land  for  facrifice  ; 
The  red  aloof  are  the  Dardanian  wives, 
With  bleared  vifagcs,  come  forth  to  view 
The  ilTue  of  the  exploit. 

A  Seng.     On  Fancy. 

Tell  me,  where  is  fancy  bred, 
Qrin  the  heart,  or  in  the  head  ? 
How  begot,  how  nourilhed  ? 
Reply. 
II. 
It  is  engender'd  in  the  eyes ; 
With  gazing  fed;  and  fancy  dies 
Jn  the  cradle  where  it  lies : 

Let  us  all  ring  fancy's  knell : 
V\\  begin  it, — Dingdong,  bell. 


The  Deceit  of  Ornament  or  Appearances. 
So  may  the  outward  fliows  be  leaft  thenu 
(elves. 
The  world  is  (lill  deceiv'd  with  ornament. 
In  law,  what  plea  fo  tainted  and  corrupt. 
But,  being  feafon'd  with  a  gracious  voice, 
Obfcurcs  tile  (how  of  evil  ?   In  religion, 
What  damned  error,  but  fome  fober  brow 
Will  blefs  ii,  and  approve  it  with  a  text. 
Hiding  the  grollhefs  with  fair  ornament  ? 
There  is  no  vice  fo  fimple,  but  alfumes 
Some  mark  of  virtue  on  his  outward  parts. 
How  many  CO  wards,  whofe  hearts  are  all  asfajfe 
As  (lairs  of  fand,  wear  yet  upon  their  chins 
The  beards  of  Hercules,  and  frowning  Mars; 
Wiio,   inward  learch'd,  have  livers  white  as 

milk! 
And  thefe  affume  but  valour's  excrement. 
To  render  them  redoubted.    Look  on  beauty. 
And  you  fhall  fee 'tis  purchas'd  by  the  weight. 
Which  therein  works  a  miracle  in  natiire, 
Making  them  lighted  that  wear  moll  of  it. 
So  are  thofe  crifped,  fnaky,  golden  locks. 
Which  make  fuch  wanton  gambols  with  the 
Upon  fuppofed  fairnefs,  often  known     [wind 
To  be  the  dowry  of  a  fecond  head, 
The  fcull  that  bred  them  in  the  fepulchre. 
Thus  ornament  is  but  theguilded  (hare 
To  a  mod  dangerous  fea  ;   the  beauteous  fcarf 
Veiling  an  Indian  beauty?  in  a  word,         [on 
The  feeming  truth  which  cunning  times  put 
T'  entrap   the  wifed — Therefore  thou  gaudy- 
Hard  food  for  Midas,  I  will  none  of  thee:  [gold. 
Nor  none  of  thee,  thou  pale  and  pomraon 
drudge  [lead, 

'Tween  man  and  man:  but  thou, thou  meagre 
Which   rather  threat'ned  than  doll  promife 

aught, 
Thy  plainnefs  moves  me  more  than  eloquence. 
And  here  choofe  I  ;  joy  be  the  confequence  * 

Joy  on  Succefs. 
How  all  the  other  pallions  fleet  to  air, 
As  doubtful  thoughts,  and  ra(h    embrac'd 
defpair,  [loufy  | 

And    fhuddering  fear,    and  green-eyed  jea, 

0  love,  be  moderate,  allay  thy  ecdacy. 
In  meaCure  rein  thy  joy,  fcant  this  excefs; 

1  feel  too  much  thy  bleding,  make  it  lefs. 
For  fear  I  furfcit! 

Portia's  Figure,    ^ 
What  f^nd  I  here  ?  "^ 

Fair  Portia's  counterfeit  ?  Whatdemi-god 
Hath  come  (b near  creation?  Move the(e  eyes? 
Or  whether,  riding  on  the  balls  of  mine. 
Seem  they  in  motion?  Here  are  fever'd  lips  . 
Parted  with  fugar  breath  ;  fo  fweet  a  bar  [hairs 
Should funderfuchfweet^ends:  Herein  her 
The  painter  plays  the fpider;  andhath  woven 
A  golden  mefii  t'intrap  tl>e  hearts  of  men,  - 
Fader  than  gnats  in  cobwebs :  but  her  eyes, -^^ 
How  could  he  fee  to  do  them?  Having  nude 
one  [his, 

Methinksit  diould  have  powei:  to  (leal  both. 
And  leave  itfelfunfurniflied, 

0  Q  i  SuCCffSm 


5^ 


ELEGANT    EXTRACTS.      Book  III, 


of  |wocooicndii^(  in  J  |<ritc, 
'I  ^  he  hath  Aow.  well  in  people's 

It,-,..  »..l#.   *rwl   ..nvrrfal  fS.Mit,    [cyC», 

Iwih-    •  o  orqoi 

So*  lluic«  Uti  Uuy  tUnu  1  cvcA  t  >. 

^dttU.^^'l'.  if  alone 

I  wookl  aot  be  .  a  m)  wi  h, 

To  VI  ft  my  elfmiuh  l><-t(crt  yet  ti.r  you 
1  would  tie  irrblcd  i»eniy  limes  m   iclfj 
A  il|Mi/«ad  limc>  more  t'air,  ten  tiiouland 
Jtiae*  mofc  rich  t 

T>»J*  ontv  to  Har.J  h' .h  'r\  your  jccotint, 
I  ^^  liv; ',}•,,  tricnds, 

*  r'lill  f>!iij  iif  ine 

t        Till  in  grofs, 
,u    pruCti»'d: 

I  TIC  ;  ^  v\j\  jct  I"  "11 

-in  i  happier  than  litis,  in  that 
i  To  dull  but  (he  cm  learn  \ 


How  tnic  a  rcntlenian  yoii  feiul  relief, 
How  dear  a  lovtr  of  my  lord  your  hutbond, 
I  know  you  would  be  prouder  of  ihc  work 
Thincu.tomary  bounty  can  enforce  you. 
Por.  I  never  did  repent  tor  doing  good, 
Nor  ihall  not  now  :  tor  in  companions 
That  do  converic and  w.if^^  the  time  toj^cthcr, 
Whofc  fouUdobcuran  equal  yoke  ot  love, 

Th  ^  ^e  needs  a  like  proportion 

(j  ^,  of  manners,  and  of  fpirit ; 

\V : cs  me  think  that  this  Anthonio, 

Being  the  bofom  lover  of  my  lord. 
Mult  ncedsi  be  like  my  lord  :  if  it  be  fo, 
Ho*v  little  is  the  coft  1  have  bcftow'd 
In  purchaling  the  fcmblance  of  my  foul 
From  qut  the  ftate  of  hcllKh  cruelty  ! 
This  comes  too  near  the  prailing  of  myfelf ; 
Ihcrcforc  no  more  of  it. 


hj  T 


t' 

fit   have 
I'll  Il*rc  my  bor 


A  pert t  bra/^f^ing  Toulh. 
I'll  hold  tlicc  any  wager, 
Whenwe  arc  both  accoutred  like  young  men, 
I'll  prove  the  prettier  fellow  of  the  two, 
Ana  wear  my  dagger  with  a  braver  grace; 
And  fpeak,  between  the  change  of  man  aad 
boy,  [Ucps 

With  a  reed  voice  ;  and  turn  two  mincing 
Intoa  manly  ftride  ;  and  fpeak  of  frays. 
Like  a  fine  bragging  youth :  and  tell  quaint 

lies, 
How  honourable  ladies  fought  my  love. 
Which  I  denying,  they  fell  fick  and  died  ; 
I  could  not  do  with  all  ;  then  I'll  repent. 
And  wifh,  for  all  that,  that  I  had  not  kill'd 

'cm ! 

And  twentv  of  thcfe  puny  lies  I'll  tell ; 
That  men  mall  fwearl'vcdifcontinuedfchool 
Above  a  twelvemonth :  I  have  within  my 

mind 
A  thoufand  raw  tricks  of  thefe  bragging  jacka 
Which  I  will  praaifc. 

AJftSation  in  Words. 
O  dear  difcretion,  how  his  words  are  failed  I 
The  fool  hath  planted  in  his  memory 
An  army  of  good  words  ;  and  I  do  know 
A  many  fools  that  (land  in  better  place, 
Garnifh'd  like  him,  that  for  a  trickfy  word 
Defy  the  matter. 

Portia  s  Merit. 
Tt  is  very  meet  , 

The  lord  BaflTanio  live  an  upright  life  ; 
For,  having  fnch  a  blcding  in  his  lady, 
lie  finds  the  joys  of  heaven  here  on  earth  ; 
And,  if  on  earth  he  do  not  menn  it,  it 
J,  and  thcicforc  fpeak  po  1 1*  reafon  he  fhould  never  come  to  heaven. 

Why,  iftwogodslhould  play  fome  hcav'nly 
-•nd  dull^yed  fool  match, 

I,  and  figh,  and  yield    And  on  the  wagrr  lay  two  earthly  women, 

And  Portia  one — there  muftbcfomething  elf« 
Pawn'd  with  the  other j  for  the  poor  rude 
Hath  not  her  fellow.  [world 

Tht  Jfto's  Heafon  for  his  Rrvengf. 
StjrI.   I  have  poiicii'd  your  grace  of  what  I 
purpofe; 
A:»d  by  our  holy  fahbath  have  T  fworn 
To  have  the  due  and  forfeit  of  my  bond. 


HaffMkof  all  if,  that  her  crn'lr  fpiril 
'Coflmiiia  itfcif to  voun  to  be  (ltie«!trd, 
At  ffom her  lord,  her  governor,  her  king. 
Itmt't  Tkmgiti  <0mpmrtd  tp  tit  tnattHulauytjs 
if*Cnm>d,  [words: 

B»Jf.  Madam,  you  have  bereft  me  of  all 
Oiilv  my  bicod  ffeaksto  you  in  inv  veins  t 
And  (here  i»  fuch  confufion  in  my  pjwers, 

\     .  jffrr    f.n  r  r>r->tiiin   ♦*«jrly    IpCikc 

c  doth  .ippear 
fed  inuhitude; 
uc«i»iftc,hein^  blent  together, 
i)  of  rtotfung,  (4VC  u!  juy 
en  .no  net  exprtd. 

VmlttUe  Ffund. 
Ptf    }%\x  vour  dear  friend  tlut  ii  thu*  in 
troubled  [man, 

"*  '     ■^^  to  m*-,  the  kindelt 
\  unwr  ,r  '  (i  fpirit 

'1'^  .u'pears 
.  It.ilv. 
'  Jcw> 
.1  ducatl. 


ml,  and  He f 


r  the  bondj 
"hlffthat, 

lo'ji  fault. 

[fpeak. 

not  hear  thee 


'^.M.idirr..^';hor,;li  I  ^''•ak  it  tnvonr  ore- 


.'»  f  "  .>hf  rv<-t  )<.jr  lord. 
kne*  to  whom  you   C>cw  ihi« 
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If  you  deny  it,  let  the  danger  light 
Upon  your  charter  and  your  city's  freedom. 
You'll  afk  me,  why  1  rather  choofe  to  have 
A  weight  of  carrion  flcfh,  than  to  receive 
Three  thoufand  ducats:   I'll  not  anfwer  that ; 
But,  fay,  it  is  my  humour.  Is  it  anfwer'd  ? 
What  if  my  houfe  be  troubled  with  a  rat. 
And  I  be  pleas'd  to  give  ten  thoufand  ducats 
To  have  it  baned  ?     What,  are  you  anfwer'd 

yet  ? 
Some  men  tliere  are,  love  not  a  gaping  pig; 
Some  that  are  mad  if  they  behold  a  cat; 
And  others, when  thebag.pipelingsi'th'  nofe, 
Cannot  contain  their  urine  for  affci^tion: 
Mafters  of  paflion  fway  it  to  the  mood 
Of  what  it  likes,  or  loaths.     Now,  for  your 

anfwer : 
As  there  is  no  firm  reafonto  berender'd, 
Why  he  cannot  abide  a  gaping  pig ; 
Why  he,  a  harmlefs  necelfary  cat ; 
Why  he,  a  woollen  bag-pipe  ;  but  offeree 
Muft  yield  to  fuch  inevitable  fliame 
As  to  offend,  himfelf  being  offended; 
So  can  I  give  no  reafon,  nor  I  will  not, 
More  than  a  lodg'd  hate,  and  a  certain loath- 
I  bear  Anthonio,  that  I  follow  thus  [ing 

A  lofmg  fuit  againft  him.  Are  you  anfwer'd? 
Unfeeling  Revenge. 
You  may  as  well  go  ftand'upon  the  beach, 
And  bidthe  main  flood  bate  his  ufual  height; 
You  may  as  well  ufe  quelHons  with  the  wolf, 
Why  he  hath  made  the  ewe  bleat  for  the  lamb  ; 
You  may  as  well  forbid  the  mountain  pines 
To  wag  their  high  tops,  andtomakeno  noife 
When  they   are  fretted   with    the    gufls  of 

heaven  ; 
You  may  as  well  do  any  thing  mod  hard. 
As  feek  to  fofien  that   (than  which  what's 
His  Jewifh  heart.  [harder?) 

Retaliation. 

Duke,  How  ftialt  thou  hope  for  mercy  ren- 
d'ring  none  ? 

Shyl.  What  judgment  fliall  I  dread,  doing 
no  wrong  ? 
You  have  among  you  many  a  purchas'd  flave , 
Which,    like  your  affes,    and  your  dogs  and 
You  ufe  inabje£l  and  in  (lavifli  parts,  [mules, 
Becaufe  you  bought  them  :   fhall  I  fay  to  you, 
Let  them  be  free,  marry  them  to  you  heirs  ; 
Whyfweat  theyunder  burthens?  let  theirbeds 
Be  made  as  foft  as  yours,  and  let  their  palates 
Be  feafon'dwith  fuch  viands;  you  will  aufwer, 
The  (laves  are  yours.     So  do  I  anfwer  you  : 
The  pound  of  flelh, which  I  demand  of  him. 
Is  dearly  bought,  is  mine, and  I  will  have  itV 
If  you  deny  me,  fie  upon  your  law  ! 
There  is  no  force  in  the  decrees  of  Venice  : 
I  ftand  for  judgment :  awt'tvcr  ;  (hall  I  have  it  ? 
Jew's  woljijh  Spirit  J  an  Arguintnt  fcr  Tranfmi- 
gr alien. 

Gra  Oh,  be  thou  damn'd,  inexorable  dogl 
And  for  thy  life,  let  juftice  be  accus'd. 
Thou  almoli  mak'ft  me  waver  in  my  faith, 
To  hold  opinion  with  Pythagoras, 
That  fouls  of  animals  infufe  rhemfelvcs 


Into  the  trunks  of  men:  thycurrifh  fpirit  [tcr, 
Govern'dawolf,who,hang'dforhumanftaugh- 
Even  from  the  gallows  did  his  fell  foul  fleet. 
And, whilff  thou  lay'(linthyunhallow'^dam» 
Infus'd  itfelf  in  thee;  for  thy  defircs    .' 
Are  woffilhi  bloody,  ftarv'd,  and  ravenVDUs. 
S^yl.  Till   thou  canff  rail  the  feal  from  oflf 
my  bond, 
Thou  but  ojfend'ft  thy  lungs  to  fpeak  fo loud: 
Repair  thy  wit,  good  youth,  or  it  will  faH 
To  curelefs  ruin. I  ftand  here  for  law. 

Mercy. 
The  quality  of  mercy  is  not  (frain'd  ; 
It  droppeth,  as  a  gentle  rain  from  heavcrt 
Upon  the  place  beneath.   It  is  twice  blelfed  ; 
It  bleflethhim  that  gives,  and  him  that  takes. 
'  ris  niighticliin  the  mightieft".;  it  becomes 
The  throned  monarch  better  than  hiscrOwn: 
His  fceptre  (liews  the  force  of  temporal  powc?. 
The  attribute  to  awe  and  majefty,' 
Wherein  doth  fit  the  dread  and  fear  of  Idngs"; 
But  mercy  is  above  the  fceptrcd  fway. 
It  is  enthroned  in  the  hearts  of  kings  ; 
It  is  an  attribute  to  God  himfelf; 
Andearthlypowerdoth  then (hewlikeft  God's, 
When  mercy  feafonsjuftice.  TherefoYe,  Jew, 
Though  jultice  be  thy  plea,  confider  this — 
That  in  tiiecourfe  uf  juftice,  none  of  us 
Should  fee  falvation  :  wedo  pray  for  mercy ; 
And   that   fame  prayer  doth  teach  us  all  ta 
The  deeds  of  mercy.  [render 

Jujlice  mujl  bt  impartial. 
I  befeech  you, 
Wreft  once  the  laws  to  your  authority  : 
To  do  a  great  right,  do  a  little  wrong ; 
And  curb  this  cruel  devil  of  his  will. 

Par.  Itmuftnotbe;  there  is  ho  poAver  iri 
Can  alter  a  decree  eftaljliflied  ;  [Venice 

'Twill  be  recorded  for  a  precedent ; 
And  many  an  error,  by  the  fame  example. 
Will  rufli  into  the  (late:  it  cannot  be. 
Cheerful  Rejignationy  with  fiendly  Tendernfs, 

Ant.  I  am  arm'd  and  well  ptepar'd 

Give  me  your  hand,  Bafianio  ;  fare  you  well ! 
Grieve  not  that  I  am  fallen  to  this  for  you  ; 
For  herein  fortune  (hews  herfelf  more  kind 
Than  is  her  cuftom.  —  It  is  (till  her  ufe 
To  let  the  wretched  man  outlive  his  wealth. 
To  view  with  hollow  eye, and  wrinkled  brow 
An  age  of  poverty;  from  which  lingering  pe- 
Of  fuch  a  milery  doth  (lie  cut  me  otF.   [nance 
Commend  me  to  your  honoiffrable  v/ife: 
Tell  h.er  the  procefsof  Anthonio'scnd  ! 
Say  how  I  lov'd  you,  (peak  me  fair  in  death  ; 
And,  when  the  tail  is  told,  bid  her  be  judge^ 
Whetiier  BalTanio  had  not  once  a  love. 
Repent  not  you  that  you  (hall  lofe  your  friend 
And  he  repents  not  |^at  he  pays  your  debt*  ' 
Ample  Payment. 
He  is  well  paid  that  is  well  fatisfied. 

Defcripticn  of  a  Moon-light  Night,  with  fne  Mujic^ 

Lor.  The  moon  (hines   bright:    in  fuch  a<^; 
*  night  as  this, 

When  the  fweet  v.inddid  gently  kifs  the  trees. 

And 
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An^  »h«>v  <4i.<  mikr  nA  noifr ;  in  (itch  ant};ht, 
.  UcdthrTroMM'kHall, 
^»rdlhcCifc«.»Antcni», 

Ui.v.  .t  night. 

Did  1  'ninp  the  dew  j 

And  i  iowerchimfclf, 

And  f  ^. 

Sioou  i  »low  in  her  bmd. 

Upon  iltct'  ^*  ami  ««ti  Iter  love 

Xor^^m^a  tiiagc. 

>  (he  enchanted  herb !i 

i  tiewetllhv  lew  : 

:  iit  Itfvc  did  niit  ii  ontVenice 


And  ne'er  4  trut 


.1  her  well; 

. ........   ,. ..     >•  !iith, 

nd  ne'er  j  true  one. 

l.r.  Ar.vi  ;  ^  UfTh  -i  niirJit, 

I  ticnu'-u', 

..     :    I  gave  It  hT. 

How  (mtftt  the  mootwlight  flecp^  upon  this 

hank! 
Ilrrt  will  we  fit,  and  let  the  founos  .t  imific 
C  rrr»  in  «  Drcam  fofc  flillners Mnd  ?! ^  night 
r  r  fotiche»  of  fweet  harmony, 

.   look,  how  the  floor  of  hcav'n 

K  iiiUid  with  ratines  of  bn.ht  >;old  ; 

♦  not  thefmallrft  orb  which  thou  be- 
tiut  in  hi»  motion  like. »  '        s  [^hold'ft, 

5ltll  quiring  to  the  yoi  '  cri:bira»: 

^.  r».  •-"'•"^ny  is  in  ink... ;.  uis; 

T  'his  muddy  vefturc  of  riec.iy  . 

I  ;y  clofe  it  in,  wr  cannot  lir.u  it,— 

f  «  n  r,  ho,  and  wake  Diana  with  a  hvmn; 
W'th    (vrriff^  tourhrt  pierce  your  niillrefk* 
A  r  i  •'  ■  '        .  -  ^par, 

''  /  I  ,  (wr'-tnniric. 

/    -  ;cii»tcntive: 

Fcr  •  ■  '!•  herd. 

Of  r.<  ird  cohs, 

f  etching  mad  bounds  beiiowing  and  neigh* 

tr»tj  loud, 
V  -).ehotcon()  '  '  •" '■u Mood; 

F  iwMtcr  but  .  r.pct  Toundi 

.<»T    wf  roWfiC  tOXn  It    »;.     I      t    I    *. 

»llperteiire  theinnukf  J  IV.    •  i'  fland, 

iivagceytt  lurn'd  to  4  tn.  .'  ./c 

»  >  'i.r  fwert  pow^of  mulic.  I  l»cr.  t 

l)»'i  f^i^tn  that   Orplteut  drew  ti  >, 


o€ki(h,hard,and  full  of  ra|^, 
:<.  T  U.7  time  dot hch;in|(rhii nature. 
that  hath  not  mol»c  in  hiinfcif, 
T \i  w  '  h  coa|ord  of  fwect  founds, 
'  -j^ms,  ami  fpoii.«; 
I  it  are  dull  as  night, 
Ar.^l  1  IS  jtlcct.uas  dj;:k  a«  Krcbus: 
Let  no  fttch  nun  be  trailed. 


A  "dod  Dtedcompitrtdio  a  Candle,  and  the  Iffc^i 

•  oJTmt^  Circumjlances,  (3c.    [beams  ! 

Per.  How  far  that  little  caudle  throws  his 
So  flnncs  a  good  deed  in  a  nauj^hty  world, 

Str.  When  the  mooQ  (lione  wc  did  not  fee 
the  candle. 

/*«r.  So  doth  the  fjrcatcr  glory  dim  thclefs: 
A  fubftiiule  Ihines  brightly  as  a  king, 
Until  a  kin£  be  by  ;    and  then  his  (late 
Empties  itfclf,  us  doth  an  infland  brook 
Into  the  nuiin  waters.     Mufic!   harlJ 

AVr.  It  is  your  muhc, madam, of  the  houfe. 

Per.  Nothmgisgood.l  fee,wiihoutrcfpecl ; 
Methink-sitfiuinUxmuch  fwcctcr  ihanby  day. 

AVr.  Silence    bcUuwi  that  viriiic   on   it, 
madam, 

Por.  The  crow  docs  fing  as  fweetly  as  the 
Whenneitheris  attemlcd  ;  and, I  think,  [lark 
The  nightingale,  if  fhc  (hould  ling  by  day, 
When  ev'ry  goofc  is    cackling,    woild    be 
Nobcitera  mulician than  the  wren,  [thought 
How  many  things  by  feafon  feafon'd  are 
To  their  right  praifc,  and  true  perfct'lion  I 
Peace,  boa!  the  moon  deeps  with  Endymion, 
And  \vould  not  be  awak'd  ! 

Mocn.li'^ht  Night. 

This  night,  niclhinks,  is  but  the  day-light 
It  looks  a  little  paler  i  'tisaday,  [fickj 

Such  as  the  day  is  when  the  fun  is  hid. 
Prflfrjficm  nctdlrfsy  where  intentions  are  fncert. 

Sir,  you  are  very  welcome  to  our  houfe  : 
It  muff  appear  in  other  ways  than  words. 
Therefore  I  fcant  this  breathing  courtefy. 
Elegant  Com/yliment, 

Fair  ladies,  you  drop  manna  in  the  way 
Of  ftarvcd  people. 

S  7.    MERRY  WIVES  OF  WINDSOR. 

Shaksvear^. 

Defcription  of  Spendthrifts  ^  who  feck  to  better  their 

Fortunes  by  rich  Wives. 
LJE  doth  objc^,  I  am  too  great  of  birth ; 
**  And  that,  my  ftate  being  gall'd  with  my 
I  feek  to  heal  it  only  by  Irs  wealth  ;   [expence, 
Beridesthefe,x)thcr  bars  he  lays  before  me— — 
iMy  riots  pa/l,my  wild  focicties; 
Ar>d  tells  me,  'tis  a  thing  impolhblc 
I  ihould  love  thee  but  as  a  property. 

A  valuable  Woman  loved  for  her  own  fake. 

Wooing  thee,  I  found  thee  of  more  value 

Than  Aamps  in  gold,  or  funis  in  fealcd  bags  ; 
An#'tts  the  very  riches  of  thylclf 
That  now  1  aim  at. 

Fairies^  thtir  Rrwnrds  and  Punijkments. 
Cricket,  to  Windfor':>  chinmics  fhalt  thou 
leap  :  [unlwept. 

Where  fires  thou  find'ft  unrak'd,  and  hearths 
There  pinch  the  maids  as  blue  as  bilberry. 
Our  radiant  queen  hates  llut^and  tluttery. 
Go  you,  and  whereVs  Pcde  i    you  find  a  maid 
That  ere  fhc  flcep  hath  thrice  her  prayers  faid. 
Rein  up  the  organs  of  her  fantafy  ; 
Sleep  (he  as  found  as  carelefs  infancy  ;     [fins. 
But  thofe  that  flecp,  and   think  not  on  their 
Pmch   them,  arms,    legs,   back,    IhouUcis, 
fidei  and  Ihins. 
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U.  AMIDSUMMERNIGHT'sDREAM. 

SHAKSfEARE. 

Tedioufnefs  of  ExpeQdtioli. 
Thtf. TJo\\  How  [my  defires, 

*  ^  This  old  moon  wanes!   fhe  lingcis 
T  ike  to  a  ftep-dumc,  or  a  dowager. 
Long  withering  out  a  young  mau'i  revenue. 
The  Witchcraft  of  Love 
My  giacious  duke, 
This  manhath  witch'd  the  hofotn  of  my  child : 
— Tiiou,  thoUjLyfander,  thou  ha(t  give«  her 

rhim<;s> 
And  interchang'd  love-tokens  with  my  child : 
Thou  halt  by  moon-light  at  her  window  lung, 
With  feigning  voice, verfes  of  feigning  lovej 
And  (torn  th'  imprelTion  of  her  fantafy     ^ 
With  bracelets  of  thy  hair,  riqgs,    gawds, 

conceits,  [fengers 

Knacks,  trifles,  nofegays,  fweetmeats   mef- 
()T  rirongprevailment  in  unliarden'd  youth: 
With   cunning  liad  thou  filch'd   my  daugh- 
ter's heart : 
Turn'd  lier  obedience,  which  is  due  to  me, 
To  llubborn  harttinefs. 

A  Fathn''s  Authority. 
To  you  your  father  (hould  be  as  a  god  ; 
One  that  composed  your  beauties  ;  yea,  and 
To  whom  you  are  but  as  a  rorm  in  wax    [one 
By  liim  imprinted;  and  within  his  power 
To  leave  the  figure,  or  disfigure  it. 
Nun. 
Thef.  Therefore,  fairHermia,  queftionyour 

defires, 
K  nowof  your  youth, examinewell  your  blood, 
Whether  (if  you  yield  not  to  your  father's 
You  can  endure  the  livery  of  a  nun;     [choice) 
For  aye  to  be  in  fhady  cloifler  mew'd, 
To  Uvea  barren  fitter  all  your  life. 
Chanting  faint  hymns  to   the  cold  fruitlefs 

moon, 
Thrice  blelTed  they, that  mafter  fo  their  blood, 
To  undergo  fuch  maiden  pilgrimage ! 
But  earthlier  happy  is  the  rofe  diftill'd, 
Than  that  which  withering  on   the    virgin 

thorn. 
Grows,  lives,  and  dies,  in  fingle  bleflednefs. 
Her.  $0  will  I  grow,fo  live,  To  die, my  lord. 
Ere  I  will  yield  my  virgin-patent  up 
Unto  his  lordfhip,  to  whofe  umvifh'd  yoke 
My  foul  confents  not  to  give  fovereignty. 
True  Love  ever  c.Yop:d. 
Lyf.Mx  me!  foraught  thatever  I  couldread. 
Could  ever  hear,  by  tale  or  hifiory, 
Thecourfeof  true  love  never  did  runfmooth: 
But  either  it  was  different  in  blood. 
Or  elfe  mifgrafted  in  refpe6l  of  years; 
Or  elfe  it  flood  upon  the  choice  of  friends  : 
Or,  if  there  were  a  fympathy  in  choice, 
"VS(ar,  dearth,  or  ficknefs,  did  lay  fiege  to  it ; 
Making  it  momentary  as  a  found, 
Swift  as  a  fhadow,  fhortiis  any  dream  ; 
Brief  as  the  lightning  in  the  collied  night, 
That,  in  a  fpleen,  unfolds  both  Heav'n  and 

earth : 
And,  ere  a  man  hathpow*r  to  fay—Behold  ! 


Thejawsof  darknefs  do  devour  it  up: 
So  quick  bright  things  come  to  confufion  I 

Her.  Then  let  us  teach  our  trial  patience, 

Becaufe  it  is  a  cuitomary  crofs,  [fig'js. 

As  due  to  love,  as  thoughts  and  dreams,  and 

Wilhes,  and  tears,  poor  fancy's  followers, 

Ajjignalioti. 

I  fwear  to  thee  by  Cupid's  ftrongefl  bow. 
By  his  beft  arrow  with  the  golden  head, 
By  the  fimplicity  of  Venus'  doves,       [loves; 
By   that  which  knitteth  fovils,  and  profpers 
And  by  that  fire  which  burnt  the  Carthage 

queen, 
When  the  falfe  Trojan  under  fail  was  feen  ; 
By  all  the  vows  that  ever  men  have  broke. 
In  number  more  than  ever  women  fpoke ; 
In  that  fan^e  place  thou  hafl  appointed  me^ 
To-morrow  truly  will  I  meet  with  thee. 

Modtjl  and  generous  Eulogium  of  a  Rival. 
ILL  Call  you  me  fair  ?That  fairagain  unfay: 
Demetrius  loves  you,  fair  ;  O  happy  fair ! 
Your  eyes  are  lode-ftars,  and  your  tongue 

fwret  air 
Ntore  tunable  than  lark  to  fiiepherd's  ear. 
When  wheat  is  green,  when  hawthorn  buds  ap- 
Sicknefs  is  catching:  O, were  favour  fo!.[pear. 
Yours  would  I  catch,  fair  Hermia,  ere  I  go  : 
My  ear  fhould  catch  your  voice,  my  eye  your 
eye  ;  [melody. 

My  tongue  fhould  catch  your  tongue's  fweet 
Were  the  world  mine,  Demetrius  being  bated. 
The  reft  I'll  give  to  be  to  you  tranfiated. 

0  teach  me  how  you  look;  and  with  what  art 
You  fway  the  motion  of  Demetrius'  heart. 

Moon-. 
When  Phcebe  doth  behold 
Her  filver  vifage  in  the  watery  glafs. 
Decking  with  liquid  pearl  the  bladed  grafs. 
Love. 
Things  bafe  and  vile,holding  no  quantity. 
Love  can  tranfpofe  to  form  and  dignity  : 
Love  looks  not  with  the  eyes,  but  with  the 

mind. 
And  therefore  is  wing'd  Cupid  painted  blind  ; 
Nor  hath  Love's  mind  of  any  judgment  tafte: 
Wings,  and  no  eyes,  figure  unheedy  hafte: 
And  therefore  is  Love  faid  to  be  a  child, 
Becaufe  in  choice  he  is  fo  oft  beguil'd  : 
As  waggifh  boys  in  game  themfelves  forfwear; 
So  the  boy  Love  is  perjur'd  everywhere. 
Cozv/lip''s,  and  Fairy  Employment . 
The  cow  flips  tall  her  penii  oners  be; 
In  their  gold  coats  fpots  you  feej 
Thofe  he  rubies,  fairy  favours; 
In  thofe  freckles  live  their  favours-; 

1  muff  go  feek  fome dew-drops  here, 
And  hang  a  pearl  in  every  cowflip's  ear,' 

Puck  J  or  Robin  Good  fellow. 
I  am  that  merry  wand'rerof  the  night. 
I  jcft  to  Obcron,  and  make  liim  fmile. 
When  I  a  fat  and  bean-fed  horfe beguile. 
Neighing  in  likenefs  of  a  filly  foal ; 
And  fbmetimes  lurk  Tina  goffip's  bowl. 
In  every  likenefs  of  a  roafled-crab  ; 
And^wiienfhe  drinks,againll  her  lips  I  bob, 

■  And 
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It  fell  upon  a  little  wcflcrh  flow'r,    [wound, 
Before  milk-white*  now  purpled  with  love's 
And  maidens  call  it,  "Love  in  Idlcncfs."  ^ 
l'trtuo»s  L-ovts  Proteclion  and  Rtliance. 


AiMlofthcr^ithcrd  dewlap  pniir  thr  alei 
'Xhcivikll  at>t>t.  trlliMf  t])r  iaddnt  tjlr, 
foiBCtiiar  U  -I  nitit Actlt  me  ; 

Tim  flip  I  •  .^ntci','lc»lfc«. 

A«dr^  "S'M    J 

Audit.  iJupsand 

lone: 
A**!  w«trn  m  th«»r  mir  ih,and  Off  ••  «• ,  ind  fwear 
i\  f  ^.'.  r  K...<r  M  •%  n^vtr  \«^P'-.i  tl  ere. 


Arvi  >  ^fpring, 

Met  «  .  .  iKO.id, 

B>  J4vr,i  JounJaiM,  r:  t>y  rtiiny  im.ok, 
Of  on  the  bcaChed  nurgent  of  the  fra, 
To  dinct  our  nnglcti  to  the  whiftlinc  wind, 
But  with  thy  brawU  thou  hafl  dtPvnbd  our 

fport I 
Therefore  lh«wind»,  pipinf|ou&  m  vain, 
A$  m  rrvcf^,  h*ve  fuck'd  ifjPwMn  the  fea 
t\-nr4gtou»  top*  ;  which  fjllinr!  iti  the  land, 
H  wc  et'ry   pelting  river  nude  lo  i  n.ud, 
I  hat  they  have  overborne  ihcii  «,v  ntinrnti.^ 
I  he  ox  ha»  therefore  ftietch'd  hi^  v<.k.f  invain, 
1  he  ploughman  loft  hitfwcali  aiul  the  green 

turn 
M  'V  r   ?-r<,nTttt  youth  aminM  a  heard: 

Anr.lficia. 

lunrtock: 
I  nr  n  ?.-■  r.K         .v>i  r;^  iv  ii;i  u  up  <%  ith  mild, 
And  the  qu  -nt  ni.iyes  in  the  wanton  iTrcen, 
?    '  Ijck  Ml  t!caJ  are  undtftin|;uilhjble. 

'  timan  mortah  want  their  winter  here; 
•tit  it  now  with  hymn  or  carol  hlcft: 
^he  moon,  tnegovemrl ot  floods^ 
:  an^,  warticjall  thr  .nr, 
1  it  <(  riirumalic  difeafet  do  abound. 
And,  thorough  this  diOemperaturr  we  fee 


Your  virtue  i?  my  privilege  lor  that. 
It  1$  not  night  when  1  do  fee  your  face, 
1  hcrefore  1  think  I  am  not  in  the  night : 
Nor  doth  this  wood  lack  worlds  of  company  ) 
For  you  in  my  rrfpedt  are  all  the  world. 
T  hen  how  can  it  be  faid,  I  am  alone. 
When  all  the  world  is  here  to  look  on  me  ? 

A  Fairy  Bank.  [blows, 

1  know  a  bank,  whereon  tlic  wild  thyme 
Where  ox-lips  and  the  nodding  violet  grows j 
Quite  ovcr-canopy'd  with  lufcious  woodbine, 
With  fwectmufk-rofes,  and  with  eglantine  : 
There  llecps  Titania,  fometime  of  the  nighf, 
Lull'd  in  thefe  flow'rs  with  dances  and 
delight. 

Fairy  CourtefieJ. 
Be  kind  and  couteous  to  this  gentleman; 
Hop  in  his  walks,  and  gambol  in  his  eyes; 
Feed  him  with  apricots  and  dewberries; 
With  purple   grapes,  green  figs,    and  mul- 
berries ;       ^ 
The  honey. baj^s  ftRl  from  the  humble- bees, 
And  for  nij;ht-lapers  crop  theirwaxen  thighs. 
And  light  them  at  the  fiery  glow-worm's  eyesj 
To  have  my  love  to  bed,  and  to  arife  ; 
And  pluck  the  wings  from  painted  butterflies. 
To  fan  the  moon-beams  from  his  fleeping  eyes  j 
Nod  to  him,  elves,  and  do  him  courtcfies.^ 

Sunftnrfs  of  Fairy* s  Motion. 


TK.  I^arnn*.  •> 

ll.r    . 

Kr.«r 

1 

r.  t 

- 

.\.- 

,\    fiortl 

Vail  in  thr 

'1  11  oils 

iirofei 

Afvl  on  ol«i 

•V 

^  > 

.  crown, 
i;urr-hud» 

'he  (timmer, 

* 

'• 

1 !»-»»' 

;d 

•  /   •.('»•    fill 

^  *\m 

i.^     .      <      II. V   It       i» 

I  go,  1  go,  look  how  I  |fo ; 
iwim 


which. 


t.-r  in  jj:, 


1 

*sn<r  pficr  f  faf 
And  hcar^i 
»'!lfTin>i  f 


^1'. 


lb'0»  •!     lot     lOV 


An.1 

At  it  ihi/uUl  pKrce  a 

PW  T    f  :       1.'    ;,r   NO,: 


breath 
I  lung  I 
their  (phcrc> 

^otiMf)  not) 
d  the  c.irth, 
he  took 

weft;   rbow, 

•     ■       .   M. 


wat'ry 
[  moon; 


lit  r. 
Vet 


J  Cupid  fell: 


ter  than  arrow  from  the  Tartar's  bow. 
Senfe  of  lUaring  quickened  by  Lofi  of  Sight. 
Dark  night,  that  from  the  eye  his  fun^Hion 
takes. 
The  ear  more  quick  of  apprehenfion  makes  j 
Wherein  it  doth  impair  the  feeing  fcnfe. 
It  payi  the  hearing  double  rccompenfc. 

Female  FriendfJiip, 
Isall  the  council  that  we  two  have  fhar'd, 
The  firtcr  vows,  the  hour*,  that  we  have  fpcnt. 
When  we  have  cliid  the  hafty-footcd  time 
Fur  parting  us  :  OI  and  ib  all  forcot  f 
All  fchool-day's  firiendniip,  childhood  inno- 
Wc,  llerinia,  like  twoaruficial  gods[ccncc? 
Ilavcwithour  needlcicreatedboth  one  flower. 
Both  on  one  fainplcr,  fitting  on  one  cufhion; 
Both  wathlinL'  ol  one  fong,  both  in  one  key  ; 
I  Asifotir  hands,  our  fides,  voices,  and  minds. 
Had  been  incorporate,  fo  we  grew  together, 
Like  to  a  double  cherry,  feennng  parted. 
But  yet  an  union  in  partition : 
Two  lovely  berries  moulded  on  one  flem  : 
So  with  two  fecming  bodies,  bin  one  heart: 
Tv  oof  the  firft  like  coats  in  heraldry, 
Due  but  to  one,  and  crowned  with  onecref?* 
And  will  you  rend  our  ancient  love  afnnder, 
To  join  with  men  in  fcorningyour  poor  friend? 
It  is  not  friendly,  'tis  not  maidenly  ; 

!  oiM- 
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Our  fex  as  well  as  1  may  cliide  you  for  it ; 
Though  I  alone  do  feel  the  injury. 
lover's  Hate  the  grcatejl  Harm. 
Whatcanyoudo  vo*-  greater  harmthanhate? 

Fi.malf  Timidity. 
I  prayyou,thoughyoumockme,  gentlemen, 
Let  her  not  hurt  me;  I  was  never  curft; 

1  have  no  gift  at  all  in  flirewiflmefs  j 

2  am  a  right  maid  for  my  cowardice. 

I^ay-break, 

Night's  fwift  dragons  cut  the  clouds  full 

And  yonder  ftiines  Aurora's  harbinger  ;  [faft, 

At  whofe  approach,  ghofts  wandering  here 

Troop  home  to  church-yards,     [and  there, 

Embracing. 
So  doth   the  woodbine   the  fweet  honey 
Gently  entwift — the  female  ivy  fo       [fuckle 
Enringsthe  barky  fingers  of  the  elm. 

Dew  in  Flowers. 
That  fame  dew,  which  fometime  on  the  buds 
Was  wont  to    l\vellj    like  round  and  orient 

pearls, 
Stood  now  within  the  pretty  flowret's  eyes 
Like  tears,  that  did  their  ov/ndifgrace  bewail. 
Hunting,  and  Hounds. 
*Thef.  We  will,  fair  queen,  up  to  the  moun- 
And  mark  the  mufical  confufion     [tain's  top 
Of  hounds  and  echo  in  conjunction. 

Hip.  I  was  with  Hercules  and  Cadmus  once, 
When  in  a  wood  of  Crete  they  bay'd  the  boar 
With  hounds  of  Sparta  ;  never  did  I  hear 
Such  gallant  chiding.  For,  befides  the  groves, 
The  Ikies,  the  fountains,  ev'ry  region  near 
Seem'dall  one  mutual  cry ;  I  never  heard 
So  mufical  a  difcord,  fuch  fweet  thunder. 
The/.  My  houndi  are  bred  out  of  the  Spar- 
tan kind, 
§0  flew'd,  fo  fanded;  and  their  heads  are  hung 
With  ears  that  fweep  away  the  morning  dew  ; 
Crook-kneed,  anddew-lapp'd,  likeThelTalian 
bulls,  [bells, 

Slow  in  purfuit,  but  match'd  in  mouth  like 
Each  under  each.     A  cry  more  tunable 
Was  never  holla'd  to,  nor  cheer'd  with  horn. 
Fairy  Motion. 
Then,  my  queen,  in  filencc  fad 
Trip  we  after  the  night's  (hade: 
We  the  globe  can  compafs  foon 
Swifter  than  the  wand'ring  moon. 

Confufed  Remembrance.  [able, 

Thcfethings  leem  fmall  andundiftinguifh- 
Like  far  off  mountains  turned  into  clouds. 
The  Power  of  Imagination. 
The  lunatic,  the  lover,  and  the  poet, 
'Are  of  imagination  all  compadl: 
One  fees  more  devils  than  vaft  hell  can  hold; 
Thaiisthemadman.  Thelover,all  asfrantic, 
Sees  Helen's  beauty  in  a  brow  of  Egypt. 
The  Poet's  eye,  in  a  fine  phrenfy  rolling, 
Doth  glance  from  heav'n  to  earth,  fromearth 
And,  as  imagination  bodies  forth  [toheav'n, 
The  forms  of  things  unknown,  the  poet's  pen 


Turns  them  to  fliapes,  and  gives  to  airy  no- 
A  local  habitation  and  a  name.  [thing 

Simplenefs  and  modeji  Duty  always  acceptable, 

Philoji.  No,  my  noble  lord, 
It  is  not  for  you.     I  have  heard  it  over. 
And  it  is  nothing,  nothing  in  the  world  ; 
Unlefsyou  can  find  fport  in  their  intents, 
Extremely  (tietch'd,  and  conn'd  with  cruel 
To  doyou  fervice.  [pain, 

Thef.  I  will  hear  that  play  : 
For  never  any  thing  can  be  amifs, 
When  fimplenefs  and  duty  tender  it. 

Hip.  I  love  not   to  fee   wretchednefs  oe'r- 
And  diit/ in  his  fervice  perifhing.  [charg'd, 

Thef.  Why,  gentle  fweet,  you  ftiall  fee  no 
fuch  thing. 
Our  fport  fliall  be  to  take  what  they  miftake: 
And  what  poor  duty  cannot  do. 
Noble  refped  takes  it  in  might,  not  merits' 
Where  I  have  come,  great  clerks  have  purpof- 
Togreetme  with  premeditated  welcomes;[ed 
Where  I  have  (ctw  them  fliiver  and  look  pale. 
Make  periods  in  the  midfl  of  fentcnces. 
Throttle  their  pradtifed  accents  in  their  fears. 
And  in  conclufion  durably  have  broke  off. 
Not  paying  me  a  welcome.   Trull  me  fweet. 
Out  of  this  filence.  yet,  I  pick'd  a  welcome; 
And  in  the  modefty  of  fearful  duty  ,, 

I  read  as  much,  as  from  the  rattling  tongu© 
Of  fancy  and  audacious  eloquence. 
Love,  therefore,and  tongue-ty'd  firaplicity. 
In  lead  fpeak  moft,  to  my  capacity. 

Clock.  [twelve. 

The     iron  tongue   of  midnight  hath  told 

Night 
Now  the  hungry  lion  roars, 

And  the  wolfbehowls  the  moon; 
W'hilft  the  heavy  ploughman  fnores. 

All  with  weary  taflc  fore-done. 
Now  the  waded  brands  do  glow, 

Whilft  the  fcreech-owl  fcreeching  loud. 
Puts  the  wretch,  that  lies  in  woe, 

In  remembrance  of  a  fliroud. 
Now  it  is  the  lime  of  night. 

That  the  graves,  all  gaping  wide, 
Every  one  lets  forth  his  fpright. 

In  the  church-yard  paths  to  glide, 
And  we  fairies  that  do  run. 

By  the  triple  Hecat's  team. 
From  the  prcfence  of  the  fun, 

Following  darknefs  like  a  dream, 
Now  are  frolic ;  not  a  moufe 
Shall  dilhirb  this  hallow'd  houfe ; 
I  am  fcnt  with  broom  before, 
To  fweep  the  dull  behind  the  door. 

f  9.  MUCH  ADO  ABOUT  NOTHING. 
Shakspeare. 

Peace  infpires  Love. 
Out    now   I   am   rcturn'd,  and  that   Woi 
^  thoughts 

Have  left  their  places  vacant,  in  their  rooms 
Come  thro<iging  foft  and  delicate  defires. 
All  prompting  me  how  fair  young  Hero  is. 

friend- 


nr  own 
(ungues, 


ana  one  on  tborc, 
raniaoi  atftt. 

1  not  fi>j 


5/0 

fru9Jj%tf  in  Utft. 
Fnrttd&tp  i*  CCnft^nf  jr»  i)t  o«hrr 
••vc  ta  the  oifice  a 
Tkffdwc  all  hea 
Ijettvtrytyt  i>fg«  js^i, 

A«d tnit  M  tfcm  «awiuh, 

AgwIfUlvbelecWtu  U«th  into  blood 

Mtrii  sftmn  modi/. 
Il  i»  the  «itorfft fiill  ot  cxccllenc v. 
To  pot  a  Qraofi  Cace  on  ht$  ovapctfrOion. 

Sifhaomo  -  >o  ino:r, 

lleowrrc 
Of  footMl^i. 

loOMtHf 

But  : 
And  br  '  sxkI  bonny, 

Convvrting  aU  your  Sounds  of  woe 
Imo  Hry  nonny  oonny. 

^BtmrUn<m»p*fed  te  }'  .  ^■?. 

— — Bid  her  Aralviflto t  bower, 

WImiv  honey.fuckJrt  riprncvi  by  tn-  Ihm, 
Forbid  the  fun  fo  enter  t  likefavoiintrs, 
Modt  proud  by  prince*,  that  advancr  thctr 
ApiaB  that  power  that  bred  it.  [  pride 

Siktm  t«  fMfUoaif  Bfotme. 
^  Lei  it  be  thy  y\\\ 

Torrilfc  htm  more  than ei^er  man  «li'l  mrrii.- 
to  thee  mufl  be,  how  Brnr.lu  k 
love  with  Beatrice :  Of  iK.i  nutier 
i<  Iiftu  Cupid'i  crafty  arrow  made, 
That  only  wound)  by  hcarfay. 

'  l^  ^lea^nt^i)  ttigltng  i$  to  ftt  th?  fi(h 
«  nt  with  her  golden  oan  the  Giver  ttrcim, 
And  greedily  devour  the  treacherous  bait : 
So  aagle  we  for  Beatrice. 

if  tttrn/y  §Md  fattricaJ  httaOj. 
Nature  ncirer  fram'd  i  woman**  heart 
Of  Mouder  fluff  than  that  of  BcatrUr. 
DiMain  and  fcoro  ride  fparkling  in  lirr  ryes, 
Mifprifinr  what  they  look  on  :  and  hot  nit 
Values  itlelfro  highly,  that  to  her 
All  nutter  elfe  fecms  weak  \  (he  cannot  love, 
Nor  take  no  Ihape,  nor  projcA  of  aHcaiun, 
Sh<i«  (o  leif^ndear'd. 

\  never  yet  (aw  man,      [tur'd 
Hew  wife,  how  noble,  young,  how  r^iclyfea- 
%m%  IW  would  IpcU  him  backwani  t  if  fair 
f«c»d  [fifler. 

She'd  fwaaf  the  gentleman  (hould  be  her 
of  an  antick. 
lance  ill-headed  t 
If  low,  an  agate  very  vilely  cut  t 
If  fpeaking,  why.  a  vane  blown  Mith  all  winds; 
If  blent,  why,  a  block,  moved  with  none. 
So  turns Omt  cvrry  man  the  wrong  iidc  out  ( 
And  never  gives  to  truth  imt  virtue  that 
Wlikh  fimpiei»rfsaod  merit  purchafeth. 
ilminrng  fie  OtjtA,  mWty  u  dt/lrty  Aff<aiom. 

No  I  rather  1  will  co  to  Benedick, 
And  counfcl  him  to  fight  againU  hii  paffioo: 
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And,  tnily,  1  Ml  dcvife  fome  honeft  flanders. 
To  rtain  my  coiifin  with;  one  doth  not  know 
How  much  an  ill  word  may  empoiron  liking. 

Actfime'i  Recantction. 
What  fire  is  in  mine  ears  ?    can  this  be  taie } 
Stand  1  condemned  for  pride  and  fcorn  io 
much? 
Contempt  farewell  land  maiden  pride  adieu  \ 

No  glory  lives  behind  the  back  of  fuch. 
And,   Benedick,  love  on,  I  will  requite  thee, 
Taminj^my  wild  lie.trt  to  tliy  loving  liand; 
Ifthoitdufl  ljve,n>ykindnefs  fhall  incite  thcc 

To  bind  oiirlovcs  up  in  a  holy  band: 
For  others  fay  thou  do(l  defervc  ;  and  I 
Believe  it  better  than  reportingly. 

Diffimulation. 
O,  what  authority  and  Jhew  of  truth 
Can  cunning  fin  cover  itfclf  withal  ! 
Comes  not  that  blood  as  moded  evidence 
To  witnefs  ixmplc  virtue?   Would   you   nut 

fwcar, 
All  you  that  fee  hef,  that  fhc  were  a  maid. 

By  th  '^^  or  fhews?  But  fheisnone: 

She  i^  at  of  a  luxurious  bed  ; 

Hcrbi— 1. ._  .,....iiiiefs,  not  modefty. 

FfwaU  Seeming. 
I  fl^er  tempted  her  with  word  too  lar^e ; 
But  asa  brother  to  a  fiftcrfhew'd 
Bafhful  finccrity,  and  comelv  loVe. 
HfT.  And  fecm'd  I  ever  otherwife  to 
Clau.  Out  on  thy  fccming!  I   will 
againft  it: 
You  feer.i  to  me  as  Dim  in  her  orb ; 
As  chaftc  as  is  the  hud  ere  it  be  blown; 
iJut  you  are  ntofft  intemperate  in  your  blood 
Than  Venus,  or  thofe  pamper'd  animals 
Thai  rage  infavage  fcnfuality. 

Ah  injured  Lover* t  abjuration  of  Love, 
O  Hero!  what  a  hero  hadft  thou  been, 
If  half  thy  outward  graces  had  been  plac'd 
Aboutthethoughtiandcounfclboftny  heart! 
But  fare  thee  well,  mod  foul,  moll  fair?  fare- 
Thou  purcimpiety,andimpiouspurit^l  [^cl. 


She'd  fwaaf  the  gentleman  fl 
If  black,  M%  Nature  drawing 
Made  a  foul  mot  i  if  tall,  a  lan< 


you  ? 
write 


For  thee  111  lock  up  all  the  ^ates  of  love. 
And  on  my  eye-lids  fliall  conjcdurchang, 
To  turn  all   beauty  into  thoujjhts  of  harm, 
And  never  Ihall  it  more  be  gracious. 
A  Father  lamenting  his  Daughter's  Infamy. 
Do  not  live  Herot  do  not  ope  thine  cyesi 
For,  did  1  think  thou  wouldfl  not  quickly  die, 
Thought  I  thy  fpirits  w  ere  flronger  than  thy 

(hames, 
Myfclf  would,  onthercarward  of  reproaches, 
Strike  at  thy  life.— Griev'd  I,  1  had  but  one? 
Chid  I  for  that  at  frugal  nature's  frame? 
O,  one  too  much  by  thee!  why  had  1  one? 
Why  ever  wart  thou  lovely  in  my  eyes  ?    . 
Why  had  1  not,  with  charitable  hand. 
Took  up  a  beggar's  illue  at  my  gates? 
Who  fmearcd  thus,  and  mir'd  with  infamy, 
I  might  havefaid,  •*  Nopartof  it  is  mine; 
This  fhame    derives   itielf    from  unknown 

loins."  [praiCd, 

But    mine,  a«d  mine  1  lov'd.  and  mine  I 

And 
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And  mine  that  I  was  proud  on;  minefomuch 
That  1  niyfelfwas  to  niyfelt  not  mine, 

Valuing  of  her  ;  why  Ihe O  flic  is  fallen 

Into  a  pit  of  ink,  tluit  the  wide  fea 
Hath  drops  too  few  to  wafh  her  clean  again! 
And  fait  loo  little,  which  may  feafon  give 
To  Jiei-foul  tainted  flelh  1 

Innocence  difcovcred  by  Countenance. 

1  have  mark'd 

A  thoufand  bliifhing  apparitions 

To  Hart  into  her  face ;   a  thoufand  innocent 

fhames, 
In  angel  whitenefs,  bear  away  thofe  blufhes; 
And  in  her  eye  there  hath  appear'd  a  fire 
To  burn  the  errors  that  thefe  princes  hold 
Againft  her  maiden  truth.     Call  me  a  fool; 
Truftnotmy  reading,  nor  my  obfervations, 
Which  with  experimental  feal  doth  warrant 
The  tenor  of  my  book;  truft  not  my  age. 
My  reverence,  calling,  nor  divinity. 
If  this  fvveet  lady  lie  not  guiltlefs  here 
Under  fome  biting  error. 

Rffolution. 
I  know  not:  if  they  fpeak  but  truth  of  her, 
Thefe  hands  (hall  tear  her:  If  they  wrong  her 

honour, 
Theproudeft  of  them  fhall  well  hear  of  it. 
Timehathnotyetfo  dried  this  blood  of  mine, 
Nor  age  fo  eat  up  my  invention, 
Nor  fortune  made  fuch  havoc  of  my  means, 
Nor  my  bad  life  reft  me  fo  much  of  friends, 
But  they  fliall  find,  awak'd  in  fuch  a  kind, 
Both  ftrength  of  limb,  and  policy  of  mind, 
Ability  in  means,  and  choice  of  friends, 
To  quit  me  of  them  throughly. 
The  Deftre  of  loved  ObjeBs  heightened  by  their  Lofs. 

This,  well  carried,  fliall,  on  her  behalf 
Change  (lander  to  remorfe;  that  is  fome  good: 
But  not  for  that  dream  I  on  this  ftrangecourfe, 
But  on  this  travail  look  for  greater  birth. 
She  dying,asitmuft  befomaintain'd. 
Upon  the  inftantthat  (he  was  accus'd. 
Shall  be  lamented,  pity'd,  and  excus'd 
Of  every  hearer.     For  it  fo  falls  out. 
That  what  we  have,  we  prize  not  to  the  worth 
While  we  enjoy  it;  but  being  lack'd  and  loft, 
Why,  then  we  rack  the  value ;  then  we  find 
Thf  virtue  that  polFeffion  would  not  (hew  us 
While  it  wasours.  So  will  itfare  with  Claudio: 
When  he  (hall  hear  (he  died  upon  his  words 
The  idea  of  her  life  (hall  fvveetly  creep  ' 

Intohis  (ludy  of  imagination; 
And  every  lovely  organof  her  life 
Shall  come  appareli'd  in  more  precious  habit 
More  moving,  delicate,  and  full  of  life         ' 
Into  the  eye  and  profpeit  of  his  foul 
Than  when  (lie  liv'd  indeed.    Then  (hall  he 
(Ifever  love  had  intereftin  his  liver)  [mourn 
AndwiHi  he  had  not  fo  accufed  her- 
No    though  he  thought  his  accufation  true. 

i-  A  M  •      '^'  ^"^  "^""^^  "°*  t)ut  fuccefs 
\\  111  talhion  the  event  in  better  (h 


Than 


ipe 


can  lay  it  down  in  likelihood. 
But,  if  all  aim  but  this  be  levelled  falfe 
1  he  luppofition  of  the  lady's  death        ' 


Will  quench  tjie  wonderofher  infamy; 
And,  if  it  fort  not  well,  yoti  may  conceal  her 
(As  bell  befits  her  wounded  reputation) 
In  foine  reclufire  and  religious  life, 
Out  of  all  eyes,  tongues,  minds,  andinjuries. 

Leon.   Being  that,  alas! 
I  flow  in  grief,thefmalleft  twine  may  lead  me. 

Counfel  of  no  Weight  in  Mifery, 
I  pray  thee,  ceafethy  counfel, 
Which  falls  into  my  ears  as  profitlefs 
As  water  in  a  fieve;  give  not  |||e  counfel ; 
Nor  let  no  comforter  delight  mihe  ear, 
But   fuch  a  one  whofc  wrongs  do  fuit  with 

mine. 
Bring  me  a  father  that  fo  lov'd  hfs  child, 
Whole  joy  of  her  is  overwhelmed  like  mine, 
And  bid  him  fpeak  of  patience:  [mine, 

Meafure  his  love  the  length  and  breadthof 
And  let  it  anfwer every  drain  for  drain; 
As  thus  for  thus,  and  fuch  a  grief  for  fuch. 
In  every  lineament,  branch,  (hape,  andform: 
If  fuch  a  one  will  fmile  and  droke  his  beard, 
Inforrowwag;  cry  hem!  when  he  (hould  groan; 
Patch  grief  with  proverbs;  make  misfortune 

drunk 
With  candle-waflers  ;  bring  him  yet  to  me. 
And  I  of  him  will  gather  patience. 
But  there  is  no  fuch  man;  for,  brother,  men 
Can  counfel,  and  give  comfort  to  that  grief 
Which  they  themfelves  not  feel ;  buttaltingit. 
Their  counfel  turns  to  paflion,  which  before 
Wouldgivepreceptial  medicine  to  rage; 
Fetter  drong  madnefs  in  a  filken  thread  ; 
Charm  ach  with  air,  and  agony  with  words. 
No,  no;  'tis  all  men's  office  to  fpeak  patience 
To  thofe  that  wring  under  theloadof  forrow; 
But  no  man's  virtue,  nor  fufficiency. 
To  be  fo  moral  when  he  (hall  endure        [fel; 
The  like  himfelf:  therefore  give  me  no  coun- 
My  griefs  cry  louder  than  advertifement. 
Ant,  Therein  do  menfrom  children  nothing 

differ.  [bloo' 

Leo.  I  pray  thee,  peace — I  will  be  fi'       '**^ 
For  there  was  never  yet  philofop'-        "*'*^  ^^^ 
That  could  endure  the  toot^     -u^^*  • 
However  they  have  wri'  ,.  '':fT  P^^'^^^^^i 
And  made  apifl,  at,  J^.^^VJ'^ir^/.S'ct' 

^An  aged  Zather^s  Refentment  of  Scandal. 
V  -.""!">  cudi,man!  neverfleerandjedat  me- 
^/pe;aK  not  like  a  dotard  nor  a  fool ;  ' 

As,  underprivilegeof  age,  tobrag[woulddo. 
What  I  have    done,  being  young,   or  what 
Were  I  not  old.    Know  Claudio,  to  thy  head. 
Thou  haft  fo  wrong'd  my  innocent  child  and 
Thatlamforc'dtolay  myrev'renceby;  fme 
And,  with  grey  hairs,  andbruifeof  many  days! 
To  challenge  thee  to  trial  of  a  man. 
I  (ay,  thou  had  belied  mine  innocent  child  j- 
Thy  (lander  hath  gone  through  and  through 

her  heart. 
And  (lie  lies  buried  with  her  anceftors :  ~^ 
O!  in  a  tomb  where  never  fcandal  (it^t^ 
Save  this  of  hers,  fram'd  by  thy  villainy. 
Talking  Braggarts. 
Cla,  Away,  I  will  not  have  to  do  with  you. 

IcbJ 


ELEGANT  EXTRACTS. 

thou  haft 


57* 

li0.  C*nA  tKo«t  fodafle 
kUl'd  my  child  t 
Vlhookiirft  mr.  boy.  choulhaWk>llatnan. 
Jai.  He  AmII  kill  t«o  of  us,  and  n^n  in- 

B»t  ilur»  M  matter;  let  him  kill  cnr  firfti— 
Wlii  m*  &im1  wear  n»e,— let  him  ji  (wcr  ine: 
Comr,  folUw  mr,  boy:  come,  bu  bov,  fol- 
low met  r  fence: 
Sir  boy,  I  *IUwhtp  yoti  from  vour  toyning 
h»j,  at  I  anV^ntlcman,  I  will. 

Uf.  Brother my  niece: 

,ftf.  Cmteot  vourfelf.  Gedknox^s,  I  lov'd 

4ma^  flandcred  to  dot  ft  bv  vil. 

twellanfwer  a  man  indeed/ lain»; 

A»  i  oirrtakeaf'"'^--*  '  "   thetonj'.m-  : 

Bovi,  ram,  brat  Kt,  milk-  fops '  — 

U0.  Brother  A:  :-  -   ,  [fh<m;  yea, 

^t.  Iloli!  you  content t  what,  man'  1  know 

And  whit  they  weigh,  even  to  tic    utinod 

fcniple:  [boyi, 

SramhltAjc,     out^^cinf,     iafhiotitnonp;ring 

r"  '  !  iTout,  depi.ivi  iiuillan* 

•  wardhidctail  H  JN.fder, 

jcen  daogeruiis  wtMds, 

Kurt  their  enemies,  if  they 
..    1   r  [durft: 

Iai  falfe  quarrel  there  i*  no  true  valottr* 

yUtsimU^emeUd. 
TTK'.rh  i«  the  villain  ?   let  me  (re  his  ryes  \ 
t  note  another  man  like  hill), 
I  .  .      Ihim. 

Dtfgt  M  Htr9*t  DtMtA  h  Sfontfer. 
Dooe  lod<-4th  hv  fl.nviVror.    toiuiics 
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prcy*d}  and  lo> 


vcr  dic4l 

mic 
:  i:nc  I 

'<  tlicgen- 


Bcfort  «nr  «M  tliof  T**^    *  '.about 

Daniel  the  drowfy  .  t    of  grey. 

She  dy*d,mylord,butwhilcfthei  11.1  nderliv'd. 

I  to.  TUB  TAMING  OF  THK  SHREW. 
SiiAatrtAHt. 

nrnx  boufidt  (hall  make  the  welkin  anfwcr 
*  them, 

And  letch  Ikhllechoef  from  the  hollowearth. 

♦ 

I>o(l  ihoulov  we  will  fetch  thcc 

Adoiris,  pjtntr^l  p>  4  running  brook ;rftraight 
And  Cithcria  all  tn  fcdgcs  hid,  [breath, 

Which  feem  to  move  and  wanton  with  her 
Bv*n  a»the  waving  fedgts  play  with  wind. 
Mink  «W  Mtrtimtm,  iu  Ait-ctitage, 
Seeing  tuo  much   fadnefa  hath  cungeal'd 
your  bloody 


And  melancholy  is  the  nurfecf  phrenfy. 
Therefore  they  thought  it  good  you  hear  a 
play,  [mcnr. 

And  frame  your  mind  to  mirth  and  merri- 
Which  bars  a  thoufand  harms  and  lengthens 
Tke  Vffs  ef  Travel  and  Study.        [life. 
Luc.  Tianio,  fincc — for  the  great  defirel  had 
To  fee  fair  Padua,  nurfery  of  arts — 
I  amarriv'dfrom  fruitful  Lombardy, 
The  pleafant  garden  of  great  Italy  ;    [arm'd 
And,  by    my   father's  love  and  leave,   ana 
With  his  good  will,  and  thy  good  company, 
My  trufty  fervant,  well  approv'd  in  all; 
Here  let  us  breathe,  and  happily  inftitutc 
A  courfe  of  learning  and  ingenious  Hudies. 
Pifa,  renowned  for  grave  citizens. 
Gave  me  my  being,  and  my  father  firfl, 
A  merchant  of  great  traffic  thro'  the  world, 
Vinccntio,  come  of  the  Bentivolii. 
Vicentio'sfon,  brought  up  in  Florence, 
It  Hiall  become,  to  fervc  all  hopes  conceiv'd. 
To  deck  his  fortune  with  hisvirti^ous  deed^: 
And  therefore,  Tranio,  for  the  timelftudy. 
Virtue,  and  that  part  of  philofophy 
Will  I  apply,  that  treats  of  happinef* 
By  virtue  fpeciuUy  to  be  achiev'd. 
Tell  mc  thy  mind:  fori  have  Pifa  left. 
And  am  to  Padua  come  ;  as  he  tl\at  leaves 
A  (hallow  nlafli,  to  plunge  him  in  the  deen. 
And  with  (atiety  fceks  to  quench  his  thirft. 

Tra.  Mi  per  donate  f  gentle  mafter  mine, 
1  am  in  all  aftciled  as  yourfelf ; 
Glad  that  you  thus  continue  your  refolve. 
To  fuck  the  fwects  of  fweet  pliilofophy. 
Only  good  mafter,  while  we  do  admire 
Thi»  virtue,  and  this  moral  difcipline. 
Let's  be  no  ftoics,  nor  no  (locks,  1  pray  ; 
pv  fo  devote  to  Ariftotlc's  checks. 
As  Ovid  be  anoutcaft  quite  abjur'd: 
Talk  loj^ic  with  acquaintance  that;  you  have. 
And  practice  rhetoric  in  your  common  talk  : 
MuJic  and  poefy  ufe  to  quicken  you  : 
The  mathematics,  and  the  metaphyfics,  [you: 
Fall  to  them  as  you  find  your  ftomach  ferves 
No  profit  grows  where  is' no  pleafure  ta'cn  ! — 
In  brief,  Sir,  (Uidy  what  you  moft  alfed. 
Love  atfrjl  Sight^ 
Tra,  I  pray,  Sir,  tell  me— is  it  pofHblc 
That  love  fhouldof  a  fudden  take  fuch  hold> 
Luc.  O,  Tranio,  till  I  found  it  to  be  true, 
I  never  thought  it  polfible  or  likely  ; 
But  feel  while  idly  1  rtood looking  on, 
1  found  the  eftea  of  love  in  idlencfs : 
And  now  in  plainncfs  do  confefs  to  thee,— 
That  art  to  me  as  fecrct  and  as  dear 
As  Anna  to  the  queen  of  Carthage  was— 
Tonio,  I  burn,  1  pine,  I  perifl),  Tranio, 
If  I  achievenot  this  young  modeft  girl : 
Coiinfel  me,  Tranio,  for  1  know  thou  Canft  j 
AfTift  me,  Tranio,  for  I  know  thou  wilt. 
Tra.  Mafler,  It  is  no  time  to  chide  you  now; 
Affedion  is  not  rated  from  the  heart :       [fo. 
If  love  have  touch'd  you, nought  remains  but 
Redime  te  captum  quam  queas  minimo. 
Travel. 
Such  wind  as  fcallers young  men  thro'  the 
world,  To 
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To  ftek  their  fortunes  farther  than  at  home, 
Where  Imall  experience  grows. 
I'Voman^s  Tongue, 

Think  you  a  little  din  can  daunt  my  ears  ? 
Have  I  not  in  my  time  lieard  lions  roar? 
Have  I  not  heard  the  fea,  puft"'d  up  with  winds 
Rage  like  an  angry  bovir,  chafed  with  fweat  ? 
Have  1  not  heard  great  ordnance  in  the  field? 
And  heaven's  artillery  thunder  in  the  Ikies? 
Have  I  not,  in  a  pitched  battle,  heard  [clang? 
Loud  'larums,  neighing  Iteeds,  and  trumpets 
And  do  you  tell  me  of  a  woman's  tongue. 
That  gives  not  half  fo  great  a  blow  to  th'ear 
As  will  acheftnut  in  a  farrtier's  tire. 
Extremes  cure  each  other. 

Where  two  raging  fires  meet  together,  [fury; 

They  do  confume  tlw  thing  that  feeds  their 

Tho' little  fire  grows  great  with  little  wind. 

Yet  extreme  gulls  will  blow  out  fire  and  all.. 

Beauty. 

Say  that  fhe  frown ;  I'  11  fay  (he  looks  as  clear 
As  morning  rofes  newly  wafh'd  withdew. 

Mufic. 
Prepofterous  afs!  that  never  read  fo  far, 
To  know  thecaufe  why  mufic  was  ordain'd! 
Was  it  not,  to  refrefli  the  mind  of  man 
After  his  ftudies,  or  his  ufual  pain  ?  , 

Then  give  me  leave  to  read  philofophy,  1 

And,  while  I  paufe,  ferve  in  your  harmony. 

Wife  married  to  all  her  Hujband^s  Fortunes. 

Tome  fhe' s  married, not  unto  my  clothes: 
Could  I  repair  what  (lie  will  wear  in  me. 
As  1  can  change  thefepoor  accoutrements, 
•Twere  well  for  Kate,  and  better  for  myfelf. 

Dcfcription  of  a  mad  Wedding. 
—When  the  prieft 
Did  aikifCatherinelhouldbehiswife;  [loud, 
•'Ay,  bygogs-vvoons,"quothhe,  andfworefo 
That,  all  amaz'd,  thepriefl  let  fall  the  book; 
And,  as  he  lloopt  again  to  take  it  up, 
This  mad  brain'd  bridegroom  took  him  fuch 
a  cuff  [and  priell ; 

That   down  fell  priefl   and  book,  and  book 
*' Now  take  them  up, "quoth  he,"if  any  lift." 
Tran.  What  (aid  the  wench  when  he  rofe 
*  up  again  ?  [llamp'd  and  fwore, 

Grem.   Trembled  and  fhook ;  for  why,  he 
As  if  the  vicar  meant  to  cozen  him. 
But,  after  many  ceremonies  done. 
He  calls  for  wine:  [aboard, 

*'A   health,"    quoth  he,  as   if  he  had  been 
Caroufing  to  his  mates  after  a  florm  : 
Quatf'dofl'themufcadel,  and  threw  the  fops 
All  in  thefexton's face;  havingno other reafon, 
But  that  his  beard  grewthinand  hungerly, 
^^n.dfeem'd  to  alk  hisfops  as  he  was  drinking. 
This  done,  he  took  the  bride  about  the  neck. 
And  kifs'd  her  lips  with  fuch  a  clamorous 

fniack. 
That,  at  the  parting,  all  the  church  did  echo. 
Petruc/ilo's  Trial  of  his  IV fe  in  the  Article  of  Drfs, 
Hal).  Here  is  the  capyour  worlhipdid  befpeak. 


Pet.  Why,  this  was  moulded  on  a  porringer, 
A  velvet  difh! — fie,  fie  !  'tis  lewd  and  filthy; 
Why,  'tis  a  cockle,  or  a  walnut-fhell, 
A  knack,  a  toy,  a  trick,  a  baby's  cap; 
Away  with  it :  come,"  let  me  have  a  bigger. 
Cath.  I'll  have  no  bigger;  this  doth  hi  the 

time. 
And  gentlewomen  wear  fuch  caps  as  thefe. 

Pet.  When  you  are  gentle,  you  fhall  have 
And  not  till  then.  [on^too. 

Nor.  That  will  not  be  in  hafte.        [fpeak; 
Cath.  Why,Sir,I  truft,  Imay havcleaveto 
And  fpeak  1  will;  I  am  no  child,  no  bube; 
Your  betters  have  cndur'd  me  fay  my  mind; 
And,  if  you  cannot,  beft  you  flop  your  ears. 
My  longue  will  tell  the  anger  of  my  heart  ; 
Or  elfe,  my  heart,  concealing  it,  will  breaks 
And,  rather  than  it  fhall,  I  will  be  free, 
Even  to  the  uttermofl,  as  I  pleafe,  in  words- 
Pet.  Why  thou  fay'fl  true:  it  is  a  paltry 
A  cuflard  coffin,  a  bauble,  afilken  pye:[capp 
I  love  thee  well,  in  that  thou  lik'fl  it  not, 

Cath.  Love  me  or  love  me  not,  I  like  the  cap  j 

And  it  I  will  have,  or  I  will  have  none. 

Pet.   Thy  gown  ?  why,  ay,  come  taylor, 

let  us  fee'  t. 

O,  mercy,  God  !  what  mafking  ftuffis  here! 

What's  this?  a  lleeve  ?  'tis  like  a  demi-can* 

non:  [tart? 


What  I  up  and  down,  carv'd  like  an  apple- 
Here's  fnip  and  nip,  and  cut,  and  llifh,  and 
Like  to  a  cenfer  in  a  barber's  fliop  :  [flafh. 
Why,  what,  o'devil's  name,  taylor,  call'fl 
thou  this  ?  '  [gown, 

Hor.  1  fee,  file's  like  to  have  neither  cap  nor 
Tayl.  You  bid  me  make  it  orderly  and  well. 
According  to  the  fafhion  and  the  time. 

Pet.  Marry,  and  did  ;  but  if  you  be  remem- 
I  did  not  bid  you  mar  it  to  the  time,     [bcr'd 
Go  hop  me  over  every  kennel  home. 
For  you  ihall  hop  without  my  cuflom,  Sir  : 
I'll  none  of  it  ;    hence !  make  your  bed  of  it. 
Cath.  I  never  faw  a  better  fafliioned  gown. 
More  quaint,  more  pleafing,  iijore  commend- 
able : 
Belike,  you  mean  to  make  a  puppet  of  me. 
The  Mind  alone  valuable. 
Pet.   Well,  come  my  Kate  ;  we  will  unto 
your  father's. 
Even  in  thefe  honefl  mean  habiliments; 
I  Our  purfes  fhall  be  proud,  our  garments  poor; 
For  'tis  the  mind  that  makes  tlie  body  rich: 
And  as  the  fun  breaks  thro'  the  darkeft  clouds. 
So  honour  peereth  inthemeanefl  habit* 
What,  is  the  jaymore  preciousthan  the  lark, 
Becaufe  his  feathers  are  more  beautiful  ? 
Or  is  the  adder  better  than  the  eel, 
Becaufe  his  painted  fkin  contents  tlie  eye? 
0,no,  good  Kate;  neither  art  thou  the  worft 
For  this  poor  furniture  and  mean  array. 
A  lovely  Woman. 
Fair,  lovely  maiden,  young  and  affable. 
More  clear  of  hue,  and  far  more  beautiful 
Than  precious  fardonyx,  or  purple  roeks 
Of  amethyfts,  or  glifiering  hyacinth : 
— Sweet  Cajharine,  this  lovely  woaian —  ' 


574 


ELEGANT    EXTRACTS,      BookIIL 

Ouirtrength  as  weak,  ourweaknefspad  com- 
pare; [art-. 
That  fccin  ing  to  bemofi,which  we  indeed  leu  It 
Then  fell  your  rtomachs,  for  it  is  no  boot ; 
And  place  your  hands  beneath  your  hulband's 
In  token  of  which  duty,  if  he  pleafe,  [foot: 
My  hand  is  ready — may  it  do  him  cafe ! 


Caii  Ti'^rAovfUU^v.htifiht  andciyftaUine, 

V  •  r.r  ey<'-'ra«n*dbird, 

.  wafiid  with  dew; 

Wiih.nwhofc  cyo  Jkc  take*    her  dawutAg 

bc*m«. 
Aim!  ifoldcn  fummer  fleeps  np^n  thy  i  lieeks  ; 
Wrap  up  ihy  r««iuiiioAs  m  fon  »  t!.  nd, 
7'*  ih:»f  t!:v  l>'-iarv  iTukc  lh;^  ir.tclytowo 
*  •  aonr, 

.  »y  lovtly  face. 
i::t.::i'..'. 
Haraily  I  .  d  ^t  l.tt 

Ualoihc  «ri(bril  luvcnof  my  blif^. 
OUir  I  mffmrti  ky  mnftlt  -s . 
He  chit  i*  giddy  thiolis  the  world  turns 


OSir,Ln<  imeforhi'^, 

Wkuhriin-. _;u!calcheiA 


'(•\l!ound, 
>v  iii$  maf- 


Mjf  ,  «ndlove,nr.i quiet  life, 

An  J  ■  itfupremuy  /h.ippy? 

Andy  lo  DC  invn,  wjut  not,  that'>  l«cci  and 

Tkt  h'l/r's  Dutjt  to  ker  Hujlarid. 

Fie?  6r  •  uuknit  tb^i  threat'ninj;,  uiUiind 
bf«>w. 
And  dart  not  fcornfu  I  glances  from  t !  -  o  f  c  eyes, 
T*  wound  thy  lord,  thy  king,  thy  ),ni.rnor; 
lrblol»  thy  beauty,  as  froOs  bite  tli  ujcads; 
Confounds  thyfame,as  whiilwinil>  lli.ikc  fair 
An^in  no  fcnfe  i\  meet  or  amiablr.  I)ud$, 
A  II  like  a  fountain  tr«)iibled, 

ns:,  thick,  bereft  o\  licautyj 


'Will.' 

Tbyh 

■  hy  head,  thy  fovcreign}  onctliai 
I  bee. 


y  or  thiiiiy 
lie  drop  of  it. 
J  lifc.thv  keeper, 
.uci  for 


And  for  thy  maintenance  commits  hi-,  body 
To  pAinftil  Ubourboth  bv  fr.i  and  l.irui ; 


T 
A 

n 
r 

Ant  when  I) 
And  not  oh*- 
WhatUflKbu 


i  \\  iiuold, 
tr  .indfafe, 

.i  t.'iy  h.itids, 

tcohrv!i<  ncej— 

>t  adehf. 

^  a  printo, 

fo  hrrhufband: 
lien,  four, 


1 
:  irhel 
lord? 


A«i  grtctlef^  traitor  to  her  lovmg  lo 
I  nntfliamM  that  wf.inrn  art  fo  fimple 
J«/>*^  -^y    fhould  kneel   for 

^.  ^ry.nrul  ruay,[neacc; 

^.  .  and  obey. 

,,  "dfrnooth, 

tiwj.i  ill  ioii  in.i  ifounic  in  \\\r  world. 
But  that  our  foft  conditions  and  our  heart*, 
•hould  well  j-rr#  w!fV  nir  /<*ir.  r. ,)  part}) 
rttoi,  cotnr  Ic  worms! 

My  mind  ha  yours, 

j^/y '^•'^  «^  };»  »« i  ni>  ic*ifon  Iwplyinore, 
y>  bandy  word  for  word,  and  frown  for  frown: 
Ji  t  now  i  fee  VIST  lances  are  butftrawsi 


\  II.  THE  TEMPEST.       shakspeare, 

Miranda  and  Profpero. 
.Mir.r\  I  havefufier'd  [vefTel, 

^^  With  thofe  that  I  faw  ftjfTer !  A  brave 
Who  had,  no  doubt,  fome  noble  creatures  in 
Dalh'd  all  to  pieces.  O  the  cry  did  knock[her, 
Againflniy  very  heart !  Poor  fouls  1  they  pc- 
Had  I  been  any  god  of  power,  I  would[rifh'd. 
Have  funk  the  fea  within  the  earth,  or  e'er 
It  fhould  the  good  Hiipfo  have  fwallow'd,  and 
The  freiehting  fouls  within  her. 

Pr^.Wipe  thou  thine  eyes,  have  comfort. 
The  direful   fpe«5tacle  of  the  wreck  which 
Thcvery  virtue  of  companion  in  thee, [touch'd 
I  have  with  fuch  proviiion  in  mine  art 
So  fafcly  order'd,  that  there  is  no  foul- 
No  not  lb  much  perdition  as  an  hair. 
Betid  to  any  creature  in  the  velfel  [fink. 

Which  thou  heard'fl  cry,  which  thou  law'fl 
Caliban  s  Cur/cs. 

As  wicked  dew,  as  e'er  my  mother  brufh'd 
With  raven's  feather  from  unwholefome  fen. 
Drop  on  you  both  !  a  fouth-well  blow  on  ye, 
And  bliftcr  you  all  o'er! 

I  mufleat  my  dinner. 

ThisiHand's  mine,  by  Sycorax  my  jnother. 
Whichthoutak'lUromme.  Whcnthou  camcft 
firfl,  [would'fl  give  me 

Thou  ftroak'dfl  me,  and  mad'fl  much  of  me; 
Water  with  berries  in^'t,  and  teach  me  how 
To  name  the  bigger  light,  and  how  the  lefs. 
That  burn  by  day  and  night:  and  then  I  lov*d 

thee. 
And  flicw'd  thee  all  the  qualities  o'th'  ifle, 
Thcfrcfhfprings,  brine-pits,  barren  place  and 

fertile; 
Curs'd  be  I,  that  I  did  fo  I  all  the  charms 
Of  Sycorax,  toads,  beetles,  bats,  light  on  you! 
For  I  am  all  t he  fubjcJls  that  you  have,  [ftyillQ 
Who  firft  was  mine  own  king;  and  here  yoii 
In  this  hard  rock,  whiles  you  do  keep  from 
The  reft  of  th*  idand.  [me 

Catihan't   Exultation  after   Profpero  tflb  him  he 
fouf'ht  to  violate  the  Honour  of  hit  Child. 
Oh,  ho,  ho,ho! — I  would  it  had  bccndonef 
Thou  didft  prevent  me,  1   liad  peopled  clfc 
This  ifle  with  Calibans. 
Pr<^.  Abhorred  flavc  I 
Which  any  print  of  goodnefs  will  not  take, 
Being  capaole  of  all  ill  !    I  pity'd  thee. 
Took  pains  to  make  thee  fpeak,  taught  thee 

each  hour 
One   thing  dr   other:  when  thou  didft   not 
favage,  [like 

Know  thine  own  meaning,  but  wouldft  gabble 
Athingmgftbrmifh,  1  endow 'd  thy  purpofes 

With 
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With  words  that  made  them  known:  but  thy 

vile  race,  [good-nature 

Thougli  thou  didfl  learn,  had  that  in't  which 

Could    not  abide  to  be  with;  therefore  wall 

Defervedly  confin'd  into  this  rock,        [thou 

VVlio  hadll  deferv'd  more  than  a  prifon 

Cal.  You    taught   ine    language;  and  my 

profit  on't  [you 

Is,  I  know  how  to  curfe;  the  red  phigue  rid 

For  learning  me  your  language! 

Mufic, 
Where  fhould  this  mufic  be?  in  air  or  earth? 
It  founds  no  more:  and  lure  it  waits  upon 
Some  god  of  th'  ifland.      Sitting  on  a  bank, 
Weeping  again  the  king  my  father's  wreck, 
This  mulic  crept  by  me  upon  the  waters  j 
Allaying  both  their  fury  and  my  paliion 
With  its  fweetair, 

AritVs  Song. 
Full  fathom  five  thy  father  lies; 

Of  his  bonesare  coral  made; 
Thofe  are  pearls  that  were  his  eyes ; 

Nothing  of  him  that  doth  fade 
But  doth  fuffer  a  fea  change 
Into  fomething  rich  and  strange. 
Sea  nymphs  hourly  ring  his  knell, 

Hark  now  I  hear  them,  ding,  dong,  bell. 

Aviiable  Simplicity  of  Miranda  on  Jirjl  View  of 

Ferdinand. 

Prof.  This  gallant,  which  thou  feefl, 

Was  in  the  wreck :  and,  but  he's  fomething 

ftainM  [call  him 

Withgrief,that'sbeauty'scanker,thoumight'/l 

A  goodly  perfon 

Mir.  1  might  call  him 
A  thing  divine  :  for  nothing  natural 
I  ever  law  fo  noble. 

Fcr.  Moll  fure,  the  goddefs 
On  whom  thefe  airs  attend  I 

Mir.   There's  nothino;  ill  can  dwell  in  fuch  a 
If  the  ill  fpirithavefofairahoufe,    [temple: 
Good  things  will  ftrive  to  dwell  with  't. 
A  Lover'' s  Speech. 

My  fpirits,  as  in  a  dream,  are  all  bound  up. 
My  father's  lofs,  the  weaknefs  which  I  feel, 
The  wreck  of  all  my  friends,  or  this  man's 

threats, 
TowhomI  am  fubdu'd,  are  but  lighttome, 
Might  I  but  thro' my   prifon  once  a  day 
Behold  this  maid:  all  corners  elfe  oVth' earth 
Let  liberty  make  ufe  of;   fpace  enough 
Have  I  in  fuch  a  prifon. 

Refignation  and  Gratitude. 

Befeechyou,  Sir,  be  merry:  you  have  can  fe 
{So  have  we  all)  of  joy  ;  for  our  efcape 
Is  much  beyond  our  lofs: our  hint  of  woe 
Is  common  ;  every  day  fome  failor's  wife, 
The'maller  of  fome  merchant,  and  the  mer- 
chant [racle, 
Have  jull  our  theme  of  woe:  but  for  the  mi- 
(I  mean  our  prefervation)  few  in  millions 
Can  fpeak   like  us  :  then  wifely,  good  Sir, 
Our  forrow  with  our  comfgrt,              [weigh 

Defcription  of  Ferdinand* sfivimming  afiorc, 
I  fiiw  him  beat  the  furges  unckr  Uim, 


And  vide  upon  thelrbacks:  he  trod  the  water, 
Whofe  enmity  he  flung  afide,  and  brealled 
Thelurge  moll  fvvoln  that  met  him  j  his  bold 
head  [oar'd 

'Bove  the  contentious  waves  he  kept,  and 
Himfelf  with  his  good  arms  in  lully  ftrokes 
To  th'  fhore;    that  o'er  his  wave-worn  bafi* 

bow'd, 
As  Hooping  to  relieve  him :    I  not  doubt 
He  came  alive  to  land. 

Too  fever  e  ReprooJ  animadverted  upon. 
The  truth  you  fpeak  doth  lack  fome  gentle- 
And  time  to  fpeak  it  in:  you  rub  the  fore[nefs. 
When  you  Ihould  find  the  plaiAer. 

Satire  on  Utopian  Forms  of  Government. 
I' the  commonwealth  I  would  by  contraries 
Execute  all  things  ;  for  no  kind  of  traffic 
Would  I  admit ;  no  name  of  niagiltrate  ; 
Letters  Ihould  not  be  known;  riches  poverty, 
Andufeoffervice,none;  contra<^ls,fuccelI]on, 
Bourn,  bound  of  land,  tilth,  vineyard,  olive 
No  life  of  metal,  corn,  or  wine,  or  oil:[none; 
No  occupation;  all  men  idle,  all: 
And  women  too,  but  innocent  and  pure: 
No  fovereignty : 

All  things  in  common  nature  Ihould  produce. 
Without  fweat  orendeavour:  treaLon,  felony, 
Sword,pike,  knife,  gun,  or  need  of  any  engine. 
Would  I  not  have;  but  nature  Ihould  bring  ^ 

forth 
Of  its  own  kind,  all  foifon,  all  abundance. 
To  feed  my  innocent  people. 
I  would  with  fuch  perfection  govern.  Sir, 
To  excel  the  golden  age. 
Sleep. 
Do  not  omit  the  heavy  offer  of  it. 
It  feldom  vilits  forrow  :  when  it  doth. 
It  is  a  comforter. 

A  fine  Apofiopefis. 
They  fell  together  all,  as  by  confent; 
They  dropp'd,  as  byathunder-llroke.  What 

might 
Worthy    Seballian?— O,   what   might  ? — no 
more.  [and 

And  yet,  methinks,  I  fee  it  in  thy  face. 
What  thou  Ihould'll  be  :  tii'occalion  Ipeaks 

thee; and 
My  llrong  imagination  fees  a  crown 
Dropping  upon  thy  head. 

Caliban'' s  Cvrfes. 

All  the  infeflions  that  the  fun  fucks  up 

From  bogs,  fens,  flats,  on  Profper  fall,  and 

make  him 
By  inch-meal  a  difeafe!  His  fpirits  hear  me. 
And  yet  I  needs  mull  curie.  But  they'll  not 
pinch,  [mire. 

Fright  me  with  urchin-lhews,  pitch  me  i'  th* 
Nor  lead  me  like  a  firebrand,  in  the  dark 
Out  of  my  way,  unlcfs  he  bid  them ;  but 
For  every  trifle  are  they  fet  upon  nje:      [me. 
Sometimes,  likeapes,  that moe and  chattcrat 
And  after  bite  me ;   then    like  hedge-hogs, 

which 

Lie  tumbling  in  mybare-footway,  and  mount 

Their  pricks  at  my  foot -fall ;    fometime  am  I 

All  wound  with   adders,  >vho  with  cloven 

tonguci  D« 
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i^Lo;  now,  low! 
and  to  totmcnt  me, 

ir:  I'll  fitlllati 

snd  ir.r. 


«6 

Po  }uU  me  into  nuHnrfi 
Htrc  eomti  a  fpi'  f  •>•'  H  ?» 

taclM^e,  he  *» 

1*11  Acw  ihcc  the  bed  fprin-      ill  pluck 
tbet  berriM  i 
rn till  for  thrc,  and  get  the  wooa  enough . 
A  •lAgucupoo  the  tyrant  that  I  fn  vc! 
1*11  bear  him  no  mure  Dicks  but  tuUowthee, 

TVoa  «oiid*rous  man. [gfov; 

1  prithee,  let  mc  biing  thr  n^  hnc  ciabs 
Aadlwith  royloftg  nail*  wiIldij;T!irri'i-. nuts; 
Shew  thee  a  jay*>  neft,  andinllnut  thrc  how 
Tofoare  the  nimble  marmoict:  I'M  bnnethcc 
T«cltti'ringfilberds  and  fonu  times ril  grt 
To«af  iM-melt  from  the  rocic .  [thee 

Tnt  nd  aiUisfed  AfftHitm*    f<rdinani bearing 

Tlwrebe  fome  fporti are  painful ;  but  then 
labour   ^  [nefs 

Drlight  in  them  fct»  offs  fome  kinls  of  bafe- 
Are  nobly  undergone  \  and  moit  poor  matters 
Pk>iM  to  rich  ends.  This  mymcantifk  would  be 
A»  heavy  to  me,  as 'tis  odious;  but  [dead, 
The  millrrft  whom  I  ferve,  quickens  what's 


() 


fhcis 

father's 

[move 

mull  re- 


And  makes  my  labours  pleafureN 
Tea  times  more   gentle  than   h 

crabbed  t 
And  he's  cumpot'd  of  harfhnefs. 
SomethourandsofihcfeIocs,an(l  pile  'em  up, 
Upon  a  fore  injun^^ion.     Mv  \\\cv\  miftrefs 
IVevpswhenfhe  fees  mc  work  ;  .uul  fays,  fuch 
Had  ne'er  like  executor.   1  for;:ct ;    fbafenefs 
But  thefe  fweet  thoughts  doevci  rrrVefh  my 
MoA  bufyJefs  when  1  do  it.  [  labours, 

AJmir'd  Miranda  I 
Indeed,  the  top  of  admiration  :  unrth 
What's  dearefttothe  world  I  Full  m.myalady 
I  have eyedwithbeft regard ;antl  nt.inyatime 
The    harmony  of  their  tongues  hath  into 
bondage  ftucs 

brought  my  two  diligent  ears  ;  Ln  frvcral  vir- 
Mare  I  lik'd  feveral  women  i  nrvcr  any 
With  fofull  foul,  but  fotne  dctca  in  her 
Did  quarrel  with  thenoblell  j;r.Kc  fhe  own'd, 
And  put  it  to  th<*  foil :  but  you,  O  you, 
3o  perfect,  «ml  fo  peerlef*,  are  created 
Of  every  creature's  beft. 

Iftraeia'i  fff<ri^^  tj  rtirrj  l^e  t  -» for  him  it 

If  you- 11  III  r.  [that, 

IMj  bcai   ycur  logs  the  ^jrnuc;  pray  give  me 
111  carry  it  to  the  pile, 

4^  MjUrtftdtt  kHf  ivmcnt  I 
'  I  am  a  fool, 
Towrcp  at  what  I  am  glad  of. 
I  am  your  wfr,  if  you  will  marry  me  t 
If  not,  I'll  die  yuur  maid  i  to  be  your  fellow 
You  HMy  deny  me  i  but  I'll  be  your  fervant, 
Whethr-f  yoM  will  or  no. 

The  p^w'fi,  fivi.y.u^,  wj\  lu-crting,  have 


Inccns'd  thefcas  and  (bores,  yea,  all  the  crea- 
.Againft  your  peace.  [tuies 

Guilty  Confcience, 
O,  it  is  monArous  !  monftrous  \  [it ; 

Mcthought  the  billows  fpoke,  aad  told  mc  of 
The  winds  did  fingit  to  me  ;  and  the  thunder. 
That   deep    and  dreadful  organ-pipe,    pro- 

nounc'd 
Tha  name  of  Profpcf.  It  did  biafs  my  trcfpafs. 
GoR.  All  three  of  them  arc  defperate ;  their 
great  giiilt, 
Like  poifon  given  to  work  a  great  time  after. 
Now  'gins  to  bite  the  fpirits. 

Profpero'i  Boajl  of  Miranda. 
O  Ferdinand, 
Do  not  fmilc  at  mc  that  1  boaft  her  off; 
For  thou  fhalt  find  fhe  will  outftrip  all  praifc. 
And  makr  it  halt  behind  her. 

Continence  before  Marri.i^e. 
Prof.  If  thou  dolt  break  her  virgin-knot,bc- 
AUfan^fimonious  ceremonies  may  [fore 

With  full  and  holy  rite  be  minifler'd. 
No  fweet    afperfion  fhall  the  heav'ns  let  fall 
To  make  this  contra^  grow;  but  barren  hat< 
Sour-eyed  difdain,  and  difcord,  (hallbeftrc 
The  union  of  your  bed  with  weeds  foloaihh  , 
That  you  (hall  hate  it  both  ;  therefore,  lake 
As  Hymen's  lamps  fhall  light  you.        [heed, 
A  Lover's  Protejlation. 
Fcrd,  As  I  hope 

For  quiet  days,  fair  ilTue,  and  long  life, 
Withfuch  love  as'tis  now  ;  the  murkielldcn. 
The  moft  opportune  place,  the  flrong'ft  fug* 

geflion 
Our  worfer  genius  can,  fhall  never  melt 
Mine  honour  into  luft  ;  to  take  away 
The  edge  of  that  day's  celebration, 
When  I  fhall  think,   or  Phoebus'    fteeds  arc 
Or  night  kept  chain'd below.       [foundcr'd, 
Paffion  toojlrong  for  Vows.       [liancc 
Prof.  Look  thou  be  true;  do  not  givedal- 
Too  much  the  rein ;   the  ftrongefl  oaths  aie 

flraw 
To  the  fire  i'  the  blood  :  be  moreabflemious. 
Or  elfe,  good-night  your  vow  ! 
Ferdinand's  Anfwer. 
I  warrant  you,  Sir  ; 
The  white,  cold,  virgin-fnowupon  my  heart 
Abates  the  ardor  of  my  liver. 

Vanity  of  Human  Nature. 
Prof.  Our  revels  now  are  ended ;  thefe  our 
adors 
(As  I  foretold  you)  were  all  fpirits,  and 
Arc  melted  into  air,  into  thin  air: 
And,  like  the  bafelefs  fabric  of  this  viiion, 
The  cloud. capt  towers, the  gorgrotis  palaces, 
Thefolenm  temples, the  great  globcitfelf, 
Yea  all  which  it  inherit,  (ball  diffolve; 
And,  like  this  infubftantial  pageant  faded, 
Leave  not  a  rack  behind  !   We  are  fuch  flu tTi 
As  drt-iiins  are  made  on ;  and  our  little  life 
Is  rounded  with  a  deep. 

Drunkards  ntchanted  by  Ariel, 
Ariel.  I  told  you.   Sir,   they  were  red  h 
V  ith  drinkini' ;  ' 

So  full  of  valour,  that  i  hey  fm.otc  the  air 
Kof  breMl.iagin  iheir  face*:  beat  the  groun 

For 
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For  kifltng  of  their  feet;  yet  always  bending 
Towards  their  proje<51.  Then  1  bcutmy  tabor; 
At  which,  like  unback'd  colts,  ihey  prick'J 

their  ears, 
Advanc'd  their  eye- Hd5?,liftcd  up  theirnoies, 
As  they  fmeltmulic:  fo  I  charni'd  their  ears, 
That,    calf-like,  they  my  lowing   follow'd, 

through 
Tooth'd  briers,  fharp  furzes,  pricking  gofs, 

and  thorns, 
Which  enter'd  their  frail  fkins:  atlaftl  left 'em 
r  th'  filthy  mantled  pool  beyond  your  cell. 
There  dancing  up  to  the  chins. 
Caliban. 
Prof.  A  devil,  a  born  devil,  on  whofe  nature 
Nurture  can  never  (lick  ;  on  whom  my  pains, 
Humanely  taken,  all,  all  loft,  quite  loft; 
And  as  with  age  his  body  uglier  grows, 
So  his  mind  cankers. 

Li/r/it  of  Frot. 
Pray  you,  treadfoftly,  that  the  blind  mole 
Hear  a  foot  fall.  [may  not 

Fine  Sentimtnt  of  Humanity  on  Repentance.  ^ 

Arid. The  king,  [ed  ; 

His  brother,  and  yours, abide  all  three  diftratl- 
And  the  remainder  mourning  over  them, 
Brim.full  of  forrow  and  difmay;  but  chiefly 
Him  that  you  term'd  the  good  old  lord  Gon- 
zalo;  [drops 

His  tears  run  down  his  beard,  like  winter's 
From  eaves  of  reeds:  your  charms  fo  ftrongly 

works  'em, 
That,  if  you  now  beheld  them,  your  affefl  ions 
Would  become  tender. 
Prof.  Doftthou  think  fo,  fpirif  ? 
Ariel.  Mine  would.  Sir,  were  1  human. 
Prof.  And  mine  Ihall. 
Haft  thou,  who  art  but  air,  a  touch,  a  feeling 
Of  their  affli6tions,  and  (hall  not  myfelf, 
One  of  their  kind, that  relifh  all  as  ftiarply, [art? 
Paf^ion  as  they,  be  kindlier  njov'd  than  thou 
Tho'  with  their  high  wrongs  I  am  ftruck  to 

the  quick. 
Yet  with  my  nobler  reafon,  'gainft  my  fury 
Do  I  take  part;  thp  rarer  aftio.i  is     [nitent. 
In  virtue  than  in  vengeance  :  they  being  pe. 
The  fole  drift  of  my  purpofe  doth  extend 
Not  a  frown  farther. 

Partes  and  Migic. 
Ye  elves  of  hills,   brooks,  ftanding  lakes, 
and  groves ; 
And  ye, that  on  the  funds  with  printlefs  foot 
Dochafethe  ebbing  Neptune,  and  do  fly  liim, 
"Wheii  he  comes  back;  youdemi-puppets,  that 
By  moon-fhinc   do  the   green  four  ringlets 

make. 
Whereof  the  evi-c  not  bites  j  and  you,  whofe 

paftime 
Is  to  make  midnight  mufhrooms  ;  that  rejoice 
To  hear  the  folemn  curfew  ;  by  whofe  aid 
(Weakmafters  tho'yebe)  I  have  bedimm'd 
The  Hoontide  fun,  call'd  forth  the  mutinous 

winds,  , 

And^wixt  the  green  feaand  thcazur'd  vault 
Set  roaring  Var :  to  the  dread  ra.ttlin(?thuQder 
Ha^e  1  giv'n  fire,  and  rifted  J ov«^s  (lout  oak 


With  his  owji  bolt :  the  ftrong.bas*d  pro- 
montory  ["P 

Have  1  made  (hake;  and  by  the  fpursplnck'd 
The  pine  and  cedar  t  graves  at  my  command 
Have  wak'd  their  (leepers;  oped  and  let  them 
By  my  fo  potent  art.  [forth 

Senfcs  returning. 
1  he  charm  dillolves  apace  : 
And  as  the  morning  deals  upon  the  night. 
Melting  the  darknefs,  fo  their  ri(ing  fenfes 
Begin  to  chale  the  ign'rant  fumes,  that  mantle 

Their  clearer  reafon 

Their  underftanding 
Begins  to  fwell ;  and  the  approaching  tide 
Will  (bortly  fill  the  reafonable  (hores, 
That  now  lie  foul  and  muddy. 
Ariel* s  Song. 
Where  the  bee  (ucks,  there  fuck  I ; 

In  a  cowdip's  bell  I   lie  : 
There  I  couch  when  on  Is  do  cry. 
On  the  bat's  back  I  do  fly 
After  funfet  merrily  : 
Merrily,  merrily,  (IkiII   I  live  now, 
Under  the  blolFom  that  hangs  on  the  bough* 

Patience. 
Alon.  Irreparable  is  the  lofs  j  and  patience 
Says,  it  is  paft  her  cure. 

Prof  I  rather  think,  [grace. 

You  have  not  fought  her  hel  p ;  of  whofe  foft 
For  the  like  lofs,  I  have  her  fovereign  aid. 
And  reft  myfelf  content. 


§  12.    TWELFTH    NIGHT,  or  WHAT 
YOU  WILL.  Shakspeare. 

Mufc  and  Love. 
T  F  mufic  be  the  food  of  love,  play  on, 
■••  Give  me  excefs  of  it  ;  that,  furfeiting. 
The  appetite  may  Hcken,  and  fodie. 
That  ftrain  again  ; — it  had  a  dying  fall : 
O,  it  came  o'er  my  ear,  like  the  fweet  fouth. 
That  breaths  upon  a  bank  of  violets, 

Stealing,  and  giving  odour. Enough  ;  no 

more  ; 
'Tis  not  Co  fweet  now  as  it  was  before. 
O  fpirit  of  love,  how  quick  and  fre(h  art  thou! 
That,  notwithftandingthy  capacity 
Receiveth  as  the  fea,  nought  enters  there, 
Of  what  validity  and  pitch  foever. 
But  falls  into  abatement  and  low  price, 
Kven  in  a  minute  !  So  full  of  (hapes  is  fancy. 
That  it  alone  is  highfantaftical. 

Love^  in  Reference  to  Hunting. 
O,  when  my  eyes  did  fee  Olivia  firft, 
Methoueht  (lie  purg'd  the  airof  peftilence ; 
That  i;A(tant  was  I  turn'd  into  a  hart? 
And  my  dellres,  like  fell  and  cruel  hounds. 
E'er  fince  purfue  me. 

Natural  AJfcBion  akin  to  Love. 
O,  (he,  that  hath  a  heart  of  that  fine  frame 
To  pay  this  debt  of  love  but  to  a  brother, 
How  will  (he  love,  when  the  rich  golden  (haft 
Hath  kill'd  the  flock  of  ill  affeaionsclfc 
That  live  in  her;  wheti  liter,  brain,  and  heart, 
Thefe    fovereign  thronSfc^  arc  all  fupplicd, 

and  fill'd 
(Her  fweet  perf€^ion3)Vi4h^ne  felf-kingl 
J  P  p  Di/ui£ti§n 
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tice) 


r  N»4vci, 


Vcuknow 
Wlui  fwat  ooMdo,  the  left  will  prattir  of. 

Ck         '  nvc^th. 

,capt.»in» 
Ancf.  »rnii-r  mur    i,.inirr    \\\xt\  a  Ir.tntrous 
Doth  oft  clofcin  pollution,  yet  of  tl.rr   wall 
\  *  ill  believe,  thou  '»   <^  «  fiindthat   fuifS 
th  thilthy  fair  J  dch^ivJtcr. 

A  h<^ 
Pe^rlad,  believe  u  j 
F«r  they  fh«U  yet  belie  tjiy  happy  >  «-a5  ^, 
Th.Jl  fay,  thou  an  a  man;  Di.iru's  lip 
It  not  laurc  ffr.ootlv>od  rubtou>i    tliv  fnull 

f«  !rn'»  organ,  fhrill  ari'l  found, 

.\.  r;;b!attve  a  woman's  pait. 

rMl»es«fTfn»?yblent,  whofercdancl  white 
Nj  r  andcMnninf;I'..!iui  luidon: 

1..  .  ruel'll  Ihc  aliv'*, 

Aad  leave  the  i^c: 

lx\ 
!  maOer  io-.  .  furb  love 

C<  ■  rccompen  yoiiwcre 

"ILc  ♦•wa|,4tcil  of  beamy.  li.iu\\«'d 

C^^rttf^rr  />/ a  nfhfe  Gmlftrfan . 
V  i '.ni  noble, 

f)f  .  youth  ; 

)o   vt'i":!  »^cii   i..>iii^u,  jitt,  i(..u  n'd,  and 

valiant. 
Ant',  in  erimrnfion,  and  the  fliapc  rf  Mature, 


A  butyet  I  c^innot  Invi  )iim; 

he  iii  his  anfwcr  lon^  i^o. 

RtMvtd  Lott 

(>!fr.      — —  ^^^Ti  whnt  would  yo\i  > 

;  vuiii  gale, 

A  ■■."»'[•; 

Wrif  f   j  »i  c..-.:  vc, 

t  night; 


AiHt(in|lhetnloi 

Holla  your  name  i- .       •    hillj 

And  make  the  babbling  gouip  o:  i)ic  air 


O.  yuu  (hould  not  refl 
'air  atMi  earth, 


Cry  a«f»  OU\ 

Between  the 

BttI  )t»u  (kc\ 

DifgUife.  I  fee,  ihou  ad  a  wickcdnefs, 

In  won.  "jr forms? 

I^VU^'  oi.f  tfttill)  tfc  th€i«iiii.,  not  we; 
^•f,  loch  •»  w*  are  m^te  of,  fuch  we  be. 


:ong, 
•  ctliought  it  did  relieve  my  paffiun  much ; 


More  than  light  airs  and  recolleaed  terms 
Of  theic  moft  briOt  and  giddy-pactd  tmics. 
True  Love. 
Dtike.  ComeKtther,  boy;  if  ever  thou  fh.ilt 
In  ihef^cei  pangs  of  it  remember  mc  :  [love. 
For  furh  as  I  am,  all  true  lovers  are  ; 
Unllaidand  (kittilh  in  all  motions  cHc, 
Save  in  the  connantiuvapc  ofihe  creature 
Thatisbelov'd  — llowdoftthoulikethistunc? 

Vic.  It  givcia  very  echo  to  tlicfcat 
"Where  love  it  thron'd. 

In  LrjCt  th^.  Women  Jhculd  beyounf^eji. 
Too  old,  by  heaven!  Let  ftili  the  woman 
take 
An  elder  ihan  hcrfelf;  fo  wears  flietohim, 
So  fwavs  (he  level  inlicr  hulband's  heart. 
For,  boy,  however  we  do  praifc  oiuTeivcs, 
Our  fancies  are  more  giddy  and  unfinu, 
Morclonging.wavering,  fooner  loll  and  worn, 
Than  women's  are. 
Vio.  1  think  it  well,  my  lord.         [thyfelf, 
Duke,  Thon  let  thy  love  be  younger  than 
Or  thy  affcition  cannot  hold  the  bent : 
For  women  a.e  as  rofes ;  whole  fair  flower, 
Being  once Hilplay'd,  doth  fall  thatvcryhour. 
CharaEler  of  en  old  b'oi\^. 
Mark  it,  Ccfario,  it  is  old  and  plain; 
The  fiunftcrs  and  the  knitters  in  the  fun. 
And  the  free  maids  that  weave  their  thread 

with  bones. 
Do  \ife  to  chant  it  ;  it  is  filly  footh. 
And  dallies  with  the  innocence  of  love 
Like  the  old  age. 

Sovg. 
Come  away,  come  away,  death. 

And  in  fad  cyprcfs  let  me  be  laid : 
Fly  away,  fly  away,  breath; 

I  am  flain  by  a  fair  cruel  maid. 
My  fhroud  of  white  lUick  all  with  yew, 

(),  prepare  it  ; 
My  part  ot  death  no  one  fo  true 

Did  Iliare  it. 
Not  a  flower,  not  a  flower  fwect. 

On  my  black  coffin  let  there  be  flrown  ; 
Not  a  friend,  not  a  friend  greet 

My  poor  corpfe,  where  my  bones  fliall  be 
Athoufand,  thoulnnd  fighs  to  fave,[thrown: 

Lay  mc,  O,  where 
Sad  true  lover  ne'er  find  my  grave,. 
To  weep  there. 

Concealed  Lee. 
Duke.  There  is  no  woman's  fides 
Can  bide  the  beating  of  fo  iUong  a  pafiion. 
As  love  doth  give  my  heart :  no  woman's 

heart 
Sobig,  to  hold  fo  much;  they  lack  retention. 
Alas,  their  love  may  be  call'd  appetite — 
No  motion  of  the  liver,   btit  the  palate, — 
That  fuflVrs  furfcit,  cloymcnt,  and  revolt! 
But  mine  is  alt  as  hungry  as  the  fea. 
And  can  digcft  as  much  :    make  no  compare 
Between  that  love  a  woman  can  bear  me, 
And  that  I  owe  Olivia. 
Vic.  Ay,  but  1  know— 
;)k/Ic.  What  doft  thou  know  ;  [owej 

Vit.  Toowcll  what  lovewomentt  racnmay 

in 
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In  faith,  they  are  as  true  of  heart  as  we. 
My  fatlier  had  a  daughter  lov'd  a  man, 
As  it  miglit  be,  perhaps,  were  1  a  woman, 
1  Ihould  your  lordfTiip. 

Duke.   And  what's  her  hiftory  ?  [love, 

Vio.  A  blank,  my  lord  :  (he  never  told  Ik-t 
Rut  let  conccahncnt,  like  a  worm  i'  th'  bud, 
Feed   on  her  dauiafk   cheek  :    Ihe  pin'd   in 

thought ; 
And,  with  a  green  and  yellow  me'ianch.oly, 
ijhe  iat  like  patience  on  a  monument, 
Smiling  at  grief. 

A  Jejler. 
This  fellow  is  wife  enough  to  play  the  fool ; 
And  to  do  that  well,  craves  a  kind  of  wit : 
Hemuft  obferve  their  mood  Oiiwhom  he  jeils, 
The  qu.ility  of  perfonsand  the  time  ; 
And,  like  the  haggard,  check  at  every  feather 
TliatcoHiei  before  his  eye.  This  is  a  practice, 
As  full  of  labour  as  a  wife  man's  art  : 
I'or  folly,  that  he  wifely  Ihews,  is  fit;  [wit. 
But  wife  men's  folly  feiU'n  quite  taints  their 
Flattery,  its  ill  EJfeas. 

My  fervant,  Sir!  'Twas  never  znerry  world. 
Since  lowly.feigning  was  call'd  compliment. 
Unjou^ht  Love. 

Cefario,  by  the  rofes  of  the  fpring, 
Bymaidhood,  honor,  truth,  andcvery  thing, 
I  love  thee  fo,  that,  maugre  all  thy  pride, 
Nor  wit,  nor  reafon,  can  my  pallion  hide. 
Do  not  extort  thy  reafonsfrom  this  claufe. 
For  that  I  woo,  thou  therefore  halt  no  caufe : 
But  rather  reafon  thus  with  reafon  fetcer: 
Lore  fought  is  good,  but  giv'n  unfought  is 
better. 

Ingratitude. 

Ant.  Is't  poflible,  that  my  deferts  to  you 
Can  lack  perfuaiion?  Do  not  tempt  mymifery, 
Left  that  it  make  me  fo  unfound  a  man. 
As  to  upbraid  you  with  thofe  kindnclFes 
That  I  have  done  for  you. 

Vio.   I  know  of  none; 
Nor  kriow  I  you  by  voice,  or  any  feature: 
1  hate  ingratitude  more  in  a  man. 
Than  lying,  vainnefs,  babbling  drunkennefs, 
Or  any  taint  of  vice,  whofe  ftrong  corruption 
Inhabits  our  frail  blood. 

Deformity  in  the  Mind. 
Ant.  But,  O,  how  vile  an  idol  proves  thisgod! 
Thou  haft,  Sebaftian, done  good  feature  /hanie. 
In  nature  there's  no  blemilh  but  the  mind  ; 
None  can  be  call'd deforra'd  but  the  unkind: 
Virtue  is  beauty  ;    but  the  beauteous  evil 
Arc  empty  trunks, o'  crflourifh'd  by  the  devil. 
ignorance    of  ourf elves : —One  Drunkard's   Re- 
flexion on  another. 
Then  he's  a  rogue,  and   a  pafly-meafures 
I  hate  a  drunken  rogue.  [pavin, 

§  X3.     THE   TWO  GENTLEMEM    OF 

VERONA.  Shakspeare. 

The  Advantage  of  Travel,  &c. 

/^42/.^£ASEtoperfuade,  my  loving  Proth^us; 

^   Home-keeping    youth     have     ever 

homely  wits: 


Wer't  not  afiedllon  chains  thy  tender  days 
To  the  fweet  glances  of  thy  honour'd  love, 
I  rather  wouUl  entreat  thy  company. 
To  fee  the  wonders  of  the  world  abroad, 
Than,  livirigdviUy  (luggardiz'd  at  home, 
Wear  out  thy  youth  with  fhapelcfs  idlenefs  : 
But,  fince  tliou  lov'lt,  love  flill,  and  thrive 

therein. 
Even  as  I  would,  when  I  to  love  begin,  [adleul 
Pro.  Wilt  thou  be  gone?  Sweet  Valentine, 
Think  on  thy  Prothcus,when  thou  haply  feed 
Some  rare,  note-worthy  objc6t  in  thy  travel  i 
Wifli  me  partaker  in  thy  happincfs. 
When  thou  doft  meet  good-hap;  and,  in  thy 
If  ever  danger  do  environ  thee,  [danger. 
Commend  thy  grievance  to  my  holy  prayers. 
For  I  will  be  thy  beadfman,  Valentine. 

The  Evils  of  being  in  Love. 
To  be  in  love,  where  fcorn  is  bought  with 
groans,  [moment's  mirth. 

Coy  looks,  with  heart-fore  fighs;  one  fading 
With  twenty  watchful,  weary,  tedious  nights. 
If  haply  won,  perhaps,  a  haplefs  gain: 
Iflofi:,  why  then  a  grievous  labour  won; 
However,  but  a  folly  bought  with  wit. 
Or  elfca  wit  by  folly  vanquifhed. 

L'^ve  co7nviended  and  difpraifed. 

Pro.  Yet  writers  fay,  as  in  the  fweeteft  bud 
The  eating  canker  dwells,  fo  eating  love 
Inhabits  in  the  hncft  wits  of  all. 

Val.  And  writefs  fay,  as  the  mod  forward 
Is  eaten  by  the  canker,  ere  it  blow,  [bud 

Even  fo  by  love  the  young  and  tender  wit 
Isturn'd  to  folly;   blafting  in  the  bud, 
Lofing  his  verdure  even  in  the  prime, 
And  all  the  fair  cffeds  of  future  hopes. 

Pro.  He  after  honour  hunts,  I  after  love  : 
He  leaves  his  friends,  to  dignify  them  more: 
1  leave  myfelf,  my  friends,  and  all  for  love. 
Thou,  Julia,  thou  haft  metamorphos'd  me  } 
Made  me  neglet^t  my  ftudies,  lofe  my  time. 
War  with  good   counfel,    fet  the  world  at 

nought; 
Made  wit  with  mufing  weak,  heart-fick  with 

"thougiit. 

Love  frozuard  and  diffemhling. 

Maids,  in  modefty,  fay  No,  to  that     [Ay. 
Which  they  would  have  the  proffer  conftrue 
Fie,  tie!  how  wayward  is thisfoolifh  love, 
That,  like  a  tefty  baby, will  fcratch  thenurfe. 
And  prefently,  all  humbled,  kifsthe  rod  I 
The  Advantages  cf  Travel, 

Pant.  He  wonder'd,  that  your  lordfhip 
Wouldfuffer  him  to  fpend  his  youth  at  home. 
While  other  men,  of  llender  reputation, 
Put  forth  their  ions  to  feck  preferment  out: 
Some,  to  the  wars,  to  try  their  fortune  there; 
Some,  to  difcover  illands  far  away : 
Some,  to  the  lludious  univerfities. 
For  any,  or  for  all  thele  exercifes. 
He  faid,  that  Protheus,  your  fon,  was  meet : 
And  did  request  me  to  miportune  ycu, 
i  o  let  inm  fpend  his  time  no  more  at  liome,' 
Which  would  be  great  impeachment  to  his 
In  having  knowji  no  travel  in  his  youth/agc 
Pp  3  * 
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/It!.  Nor  rrcd*<l  thou  much  importune  roe 
to  th.tl 
Whtroon  this  month  I  havebeeo  hatr.r.icring. 
I  hairt  confidcr'd  well  hU  \o(\  of  tiiic  ; 
Aral  how  hr  ranm  ' 

Ntft  Icing  trinl  at.  ^■^^■ 

Fircf^nct  i»  byitwu^iiv  a«.i>K  »  «., 
Am  pcrff  Ard  by  the  ftrilt  courfc  u:  nme. 

V  love  refeniblctli 

.  >  of  AH  April  tl.iy ; 

Vhu;h  now  iixcw^  aU  the  beauty  of  ihc  fun, 
And  by  aAd  by  a  cloud  ukcs  ^11  a^ay  1 

)U«  yean  but  young,b>  ir-cfoldi 

liuhcadumacllowMftui  i;^   u  ;^;:' ..i  ripcj 
And,  in  a  word  (for  far  behind  In  -  v.  ut  th 
Come  all  the  pratfrs  that  I  now  bciiuw  >, 
He  U  complete  in  feature,  and  in  n.ind, 
With  all  good  grace  to  grace  a  cent  Icman. 
ComUmpi  «fle\t  ^x/htd. 
I  have  done  penaf(tc  for  conte.niiing  love ; 
>^hofc  high  imperious  t;  vcj^ainilh'd 

\^ith  bitter  falls, with  J  .tn-;,  [me 

With  nightIytcarsan<Ki.w>;  ^.^.u.  i-iurci'ighs; 
For.inrcTcngeof  my  contempt  of  love,  eves, 
Lotre  harh  cliat'd  /icep  from  my  mt  lira  lied 
Ami  made  them  watchers  of  my  o«n  Ixait's 

forrow, 
O  gentle  Pr.  i  •       '    v  lord  ; 

And  hath  fi  .nils, 

There  W  no  ^*k'  lo  :iij  i  tn  rr*.;  um, 

Nor»  to  his  fcrvtce,  no  fuah  joy  on  catth  '. 
Now  DO  difcourtr,  exc  it   it  W  ot  Idn  r  ; 
Now  can  1  break  my  U  ,  and  llccp 

Vpoo  the  very  naked  II 

LexeMby  Praifti 
Call  her  divine. 
Prt.  I  will  not  flatter  her 
fW.O  flatter  mcj  for  lovcdelights  in  praifes. 

hn.€f'»  WtaUh, 

Not  for  the  world:  why,  man,  ftir  is  mine 

And  I  a»  rich  in  liivinj>  fucha  jewel,  [own: 

As  twenty  '  their  fand  were  pearl, 

The  water  i  i  the  rocks  ^uirc  gold. 

Trtu  IfvejeM/<mt. 

For  love,  thou  know'it,  is  full  of  jealoufy. 

I«w  (cmp4tTeJ  to  m  muca  ^'^^f- 
\v  How  my  love  is  ihaw'd, 

)-  1 '..  i.kc  a  waxen  inaage  *gnln(l  a  Are, 
r.    .:         w-.ipred.on  of  the  thing  it  was. 

Unhctdful  vows  may  heedful  I  y  be  broken; 
And  he  wants  wit  that  wants  rc'.olved  will 
1o  team  his  wit  to  exchange  thcbadfur  better. 

Opptftim  l»  UXH  HKTf/fi  it. 

yU.    A  true  devoted  pi  •  wrary 

Tomeafur?  kinj^doms  wit:  (leps; 

M-:ch  lefi  fhall  ibe  that  hai..  ivw  ^  ^un^s  to 

«yi 

A  -^A  w  hen  the  flight  is  made  to  one  fo  dear, 
Ot  fuih  divine  periic«\iun,  as  Sir  Protheus. 

Imc.  Better  forbear,   till    Prutheus  make 
rernro.  [mv  foul's  food  f 

TW.  Oh,  koyw'Athou  cot,  his  looks  are 


Pity  the  dearth  that  I  have  rined  in, 
By  longing  for  that  food  fo  long  a  time. 
Didft  thou  but  know  the  inly  touch  of  love, 
'Ihou  w  ouldll  as  foon  go  kindle  fire  with  fuow, 
A»feck  to  quencli  the  lire  ot  love  with  words. 
Ikt.  I  do  not  feck  to  quench  your  love's 
But  qualify  the  fire's  extreme  rage,  [hot  fire  ; 
Lefl  it  fhould  burn  above  the  bounds  of  reafon. 
Ju^.'l  he  more  thou  danim'ft  it  up,  the  more 
'it  burns: 
The  current.that  with  gentle  murmur  glides,  . 
1  hou know'fl, beingftopp'd. impatiently  doth 
Butwhcnhisfaircourfcisnot  hindered, [rage; 
He  makes   fwcet   nuific  ^with  the  enameli'd 
Giving  a  gentle  kifs  to  every  fcdgc     [flones, 
Hcovcrtaketh  in  liis  pilgrimage  ; 
And  by  fo  many  winding  nooks  he  drays, 
With  willing  fport  to  the  wide  ocean. 
Then  let  me  go,  and  hinder  not  my  courfc  : 
I'll  be  as  paiieiu  as  a  gentle  ftream, 
And  make  a  part i me  of  each  weary  ftep, 
Till  the  laft  (fep  have  brought  me  to  my  lovct 
And  there  I'll  rert,  as,  after  much  turmoil, 
A  blefl*ed  foul  doth  in  Elyfium. 

A  faithful  and  conjlant  Lover. 
His  words  arc  bonds,  his  oaths  are  oracles  ; 
His  love  fincere,  his  thoughts  immaculate; 
His  tears,  pure  mcfTengcrs  fcnt  from  his  heart ; 
His  heart  as  far  fromVraud,  as  heaven  from 
earth. 

Gifts prerclent  with  Woman. 
Win  her  with  gifts,  if  fhc  refpecl  not  words; 
Dumb  jewels,  often,  in  their  lilcnt  kind. 
More  than  quick  words,  do  move  a  woman's 
—mind. 

Flattery  prevalent  with  IVoman. 
Flatter  and  praife,  commend,  extol  their 
graces ;  [faces, 

Tho'  ne'er   fo  black,  fay  they   have  angels' 
That  man  that  hath  a  tongue,  I  fay  is  no  man, 
If  with  his  tongue  he  cannot  win  a  woman. 
A  Lover^i  Banifhmtnt. 
And  why  not  death,  rather  than  living  tor- 
To  die  is  to  be  banifli'd  from  myfelf :  fmentf 
And  Sylvia  is  myfelf:  Banilh'd  from  her| 
Is  f<;lf  from  felf ;  a  deadly  ininifliment! 
What  light  is  light,  if  Sylvia  be  not  itQx\i 
What  joy  is  joy,  if  Sylvia  be  not  by  i 
Unlcfs  it  be  to  think  that  (he  is  by, 
And  feed  upon  the  fliadow  of  perfc6\ion. 
Except  I  be  by  Sylvia  inthe  night, 
'1  here  is  no  muiic  in  the  nightingale  t 
Unlefs  1  look  on  i^ylvia  in  the  day. 
There  is  no  day  for  roe  to  look  upon. 
She  is  my  ertence;  andi  leave  to  be. 
If  1  be  not  by  her  fair  infl\ience 
Fofter'd,  illtimin'd,  cherifbd,  kept  alive, 
A  beautiful  Perfom pttiuoninf;  (m  rain.) 
Ay,  ay;  and  fhc  hath  offered  to  the  doom 
(Which  unreversed  ftunds  inefteitual  force) 
A  fea  of  melting  pearl,  which  fomecall  tears: 
Thofeat  hcrf.iiher's  churlifli  feci  fhc  tenderd; 
With  them,  upon  her  knees,  her  Itumbic  fclfi 
Wringing   her  hands,    whofe   whitencfs  fo 
became  thun, 
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As  if  but  now  they  waxed  pale  fof  woe  : 
But  nc'thet  bended  knees,purc  hands  heldup, 
Sadii<;hs,dccpgrt)uns,norlilver-rtieddinjjtears, 
Could  p'-p.ctrute  her  uncompallionute  lire. 
Hopt. 
Hor  f  .r  a  lover's  ftalf;  walk  hence  with  that; 
And  i:;:n;ge  it  againii  defpairing  thoughts. 
Love  compared  to  a  Figure  on  Ice» 
Thi^  weak  imprel's  of  love  is  as  a  figure 
Trcnriied  in  ice;  whicli  with  an  hour's  heat 
Diffblves  to  water,  and  doth  lofe  his  form. 
TAree  Things  hated  h  Women. 
Pro.  Tlie  beftwayis,  to  (lander  Valentine 
With  falfehood,  cowardice,  and  poor  defcent : 
Three  things  that  women  highlyhold  in  hate. 
Duke.   Ay,  but  (he'll  think,  that  it  is  fpoke 
Pro.  Ay,  if  hisenemy  deliver  it:    [in  hate. 
Therefore  it   muft,  with   circumflunce,    be 

fpokcu 
By  one  whom  flie  efteemcth  as  his  friend. 

Tfie  Power  rf  Poetry  with  Women. 
Say,  that  upon  the  altar  of  her  beauty 
Youfacrifice  your  tertrs.yourfighs, your  heart: 
Write, till  yourinkbcdry;  and  with  your  tears 
Moid  it  again  ;  and  frame  fonie  feeling  line, 
That  may  difcover  fuch  integrity  : — 
For  Orpheus'  lute   was  ftrung  with  poet*s 
finews  ;  [ftones, 

Whofe  folded  touch  could   foften  fleel  and 
Make  tigers  tame,  and  huge  leviathans 
Forfake  unfounded  deeps  to  dance  on  fands. 
Song. 
Who  is  Silvia?  whatis  fhe, 

That  all  our  fwains  commend  her  ? 
Holy,  fair,  and  wife  is  fhe  ; 

The  heavens  fuch  grace  did  lend  her, 
That  fhe  might  admired  be. 
Is  fhe  kind  as  fhe  is  fair  ? 

For  beauty  lives  with  kindnefs  : 
Love  doth  to  her  eyes  repair, 

To  help  him  of  his  blindnefs; 
And,  being  help'd,  inhabits  there; 
Then  to  Silvia  let  us  Ting, 
That  Silvia  is  excelling  ; 
She  excels  each  mortal  thing 

Upon  the  dull  earth  dwelling: 
To  her  let  us  garlands  bring. 

A  Lover's  Reji. 
jfuL  And  fo,  good  reft. 
Pro.  As  wretches  have  o'er  night, 
That  wait  for  execiition  in  the  morn. 
True  Love. 
Thyfelf  hafllov'd;and  I  have  beard  thee  fay, 
No  grief  did  ever  come  fo  near  thy  heart, 
As  when  thy  lady  and  thy  true  love  died. 
Upon  whofegrave  thou  vov/'dfl  pure  chaftity. 

Beauty  negUchd  and  lojl. 
,  Butfince  fhe  did  negle.51  her  looking-glafs, 
And  threw  her  fun-expelling mafk  away. 
The  air  hath  ftarv'd  the  rofes  in  her  cheeks, 
And  pinch'd  the  lily-tin^ure  of  her  face. 
The  Power  of  Action, 
And,  at  that  time  I  made  her  weep  a-good, 
For  I  did  play  a  lamentable  part : 
Madam,  'was  Ariadne,  paflioning 
For  Thefeus'  perjury,  and  unjuft  flight  j 


Which  I  fo  lively  a61edwlth  my  tears, 
That  my  poor  miflrcfs,  moved  therewithal. 
Wept   bitterly;  and,  would  I  might  be  dead 
If  i  in  thought  felt  not  her  very  (orrow  ! 
Women  sacred.,  even  to  Banditti. 
Fear  not  ;  he  bears  an  honourable  mind. 
And  will  not  ufe  a  woman  lawlefsly. 
A  Lover  in  Solitude. 
How  ufe  doth  breed  a  habit  in  a  man  ! 
This  fhadowy  defert,  unfrequented  woods, 
I  better  brook  than  tlourifhihg  peopled  towns: 
Here  can  1  fit  alone,  unfeenof  any, 
And  to  the  nightingale's  complaining   note* 
Tune  my  diftrefTes,  and  record  my  woes. 
O,  thou  that  dofl  inhabit  in  my  breaft. 
Leave  not  the  manfion  fo  long  tenantlefs  ; 
Left,  growing  ruinous,  the  building  fall. 
And  leave  no  memory  of  what  it  was! 
Repair  me  with  thy  prefencc,  Silvia  ; 
Thou  gentle  nymph, cherifh  thy  forlorn fwain. 
Love  unreturned. 
What  dangerous  aftion,  flood   it  next    to 
death, 
Would  1  not  undergo  for  one  calm  look? 
O,  'tis  the  curfe  in  love,  and  ftill  approv'd. 
When    women  cannot    love  where  they're 
belov'd. 
Infidelity  in  «  Friend,  and  Reconciliation  on 
Repentance. 
Val.  Treacherous  man  !  [mine  eye 

Thou  hafl  beguil'd  my  hopes  ;  nought  but 
Could  have  perfuaded  me:  now  1  dare  notfay, 
I  have  one  friend  alive  ;  thou  wouldfl  dif- 
proveme.  [hand 

Who  fhould  betrufted,  when one'sown  right 
Is  perjur'd  to  the  bofom  ?  Protheus, 
I  am  lorry,  I  muft  never  trufl  thee  more. 
But  count  the  world  a  ftranger  for  thy  fake. 
The  private  wound  isdeepeft. 

Pro.  My  fhamc  and  guilt  confounds  me^-— 
Forgive  me,  Valentine:  if  hearty  forrow 
Be  a  fufficient  ranfom  for  oftence, 
I  tender  it  here  ;  I  do  as  truly  fuffcr, 
I  As  e'er  I  did  commit. 

Val.  Then  I  am  paid  : 
And  once  again  I  do  receive  thee  honefl.— 
Who  by  repentance  is  not  fatisfied. 
Is  nor  of  heaven,  nor  earth. 

Inconjianoy  in  Man. 
O  heaven!  were  man 
But  conftant,  h«  were  perfedt :  that  one  error 
Fills  him  witii  faults. 

A  worthy  Gentleman. 
Now  by  the  honour  of  my  ancefl^ry, 
I  do  applaud  thy  fpirit,  Valentine, 
And  think  thee  worthy  of  an  emprefs'  love. 
Know  then,  I  here  forget  all  -former  griefs. 
Cancel  all  grudge,  repeal  thee  home  again. 
Plead  anew  flate  in  thy  unrivall'd  merit 
To  which  I  thusfubfcrihe — Sir  Valentine, 
Thou  art  a  Gentleman,   and  well  deriv'd  ; 
Take  thou  thy  Silvia,  for  thou  haft  deferv'd 
Reformed  Exiles.  [her 

Thefe  banilhed  men 
Are  men  endued  with  worthy  qualities  ; 
Theyare  reformed,  civil,  full  of  good, 
And  fit  for  great  employment,  worthy  lord  , 
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S  V*.    THE  WINTER'S  TALE 

n^i/*/  Fritnijkip  sad  ln$u»'  f 
ni/ 1  *erf ,  fair  queen,  f  ^^'^J •«<! • 

▼  '  Two  !aJ>  lh*l  f bought  the ip  v        ^'  more 
But  fuch  a  day  to-morrow  ai  to-ili;. , 
And  lobe  boy  etcrrut.  [f«ni 

We  were  as  tw:nnM  iTrh*.  thatdul  trl"k  i'th' 
Aodblealih-  luit\ri  hai.g'd, 

VTa*  inr»ocer  ;    >*^  knew  not 

Thedo«n»c  ^       n'H. 

That  aitjr  dirl  '  , 

And  ourw««». .,....; '~  -.. ..,.        rcar'd, 

With  ftror.ger  blood  wc  lUould  hjvt  .i;i:s\cr'd 

Heaven 
Boldly— "Nutguiltyi"  the  impofition  clear'd, 
Hereditary  our*. 

Pt»Je  ilx  Ufveneeen  Women. 
Cmm  u»  v^iih  praifr,  and  j  tr.kc  us 
Ai  fat  attamcthin2^:  one  good  dc.d,  dying 

lunguejefs, 
SHaughteri  a  ihoufand,  waiting  upon  that, 
Our  pratfei  are  our  wages:  von  may  ndc  us 
With  one  foft  kifi  a  thoufuna  furlongs,  ere 
With  fpur  wf  heal  an  acre. 
Nature. 
How  fometimcs  nature  will  betray  ifs  foUyi 
Its  tenderneft ;  and  make  itfelfa  patitme 
To  harder  bofoins  ? 

^  FtJur't  FcndnfJsffiT  kit  CAilJ. 
I  fo  fond  of' 
Do  feem  to  be  of  ours? 
/*/.  If  at  home,  Sir, 
He's  all  myexercife,  my  ir.irth,  my  matter  j 
Now  my  fnorn friend,  and  then  mitv  rncmy; 
My  parafite,  my  foidicr,  Hatefman,  ::\\  -. 
He  maket  a  July's  day  ftiort  as  Dci  cmbrr  ; 
And,  with  hii varying childnefs,  ciuciin  me 
Thoughts  that  (Vould  thick  my  blood. 
faiii/nl  SfrptW. 
Csm.  In  your  aff,>  id, 

If  ever  I  wete  wilfi! 

It  was  myfol?y  ;  it uv.ily 

I  played  the  tool,  it  wasmy  ncgli^-cncc. 
Not  wetpl  i:  .:  wrll  jJc  end:  if  evri  tcirful 
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e  ifTuc  do 

d  rry  out 

1  fear 
ny  lord, 

c>,  4ii4t  iiunefty 


To  do  a 
Wher*' 

It  never  free  of. 

Is  whifperinff  nothing: } 
It  l^tmnrrh'rk  tn  chrck  I  U  meetinr  nnfcs  ? 
Ki'fT  .       "^        . 

Of 

Of  lir ?,*•., :i^  nuncuy:;   ni.«!it>£  too!  (  n  Tont  ■ 
Skulking^  in  corneVsf  wiOiing  clocks  more 

fwiftf  [eyes 

Hours,  minutes  f  noon,  midnight  1   and  ull 
Blind  with  the  pin  and  web,  but  ihcirs,  theirs 

only  C'^Jng  ? 

That  would,  unfeeit,  be  wicked  ?  Is  this  no. 
Why,  then  the  world,  and  ail  that's  in't,  is 

»»othing» 
Thf  civfiingflcyisnothing;  Bohemia  nothing: 


My  wife  it  nothing:  nor  nothing  have  thcfe 
If  this  be  nothing.  [nothings, 

King-kilting  delegable. 
——To  do  thii  deed 
Promotion  to  Hows:   If  1  could  find  example 
Of  thoufandsthat  had  ftnickanoimed  kinj,'s, 
And  fl ouri Hi 'd  after,  I'd  not  do't:  but  fincc 
Nor  br.if$,nor  ftone,  nor  parchment,  bears  not 
Let  villainy  itfclf  forfwcar  it.  [one, 

neFJcSiso/Jcalcufy. 

This  Jcaloufy 
Is  for  a  precious  creature!  as  fhc's  rare, 
Mud  it  be  gre.it ;  and,  as  hisperfon's  mighty, 
Muft  it  be  %'iolent{  and  as  he  does  conceive 
He  U  diHionour'd  by  a  man,  which  ever 
Profciredtohim,  why,  hi^  revenges  muft 
In  lim  be  made  more  bitter. 

KmwUdgefomttimts  hurtful. 
There  m;ty  be  in  the  cup 
A  fpider  fleep'd,  and  one  may  dnnk;  depart. 
And  yet  partake  no  venom  ;  lor  liis  know- 
Is  notinft-acd:  but  if  oneprefent  [ledge, 
Th'^bhorr'd  ingredient  to  hi  seye,makeknoun 
Hpwhe  hath  drbnk,  he  cracks  his  gorpe,  his 


Cfides, 
this  her  without-door 


With  violent  hefts. 

Calumny 
Praife  her  but  for 
form 
(Which,  on  my  faith,  defervcs  high  fpe?ch) 
and  llraight  [brands, 

The  filing,  the  hum,   or     ha;  thefe  petty 
That  caluiimy  dotl^  ufe :— O  I   1  am  out, 
That  merry  does  ;  for  calumny  will  fear 
Virtue  itfclf — thefe  (hrugs,  thefe  hums,  and 
fia's,  [tween. 

When  you  hnvi?  faid,  (lie's  goodly,  come  be. 
Ere  you  can  fay  flic's  honell. 

Fortitude  and  Innocence. 
Her.  Do  not  weep,  good  fools  ; 
There  is  no  caufe:  when  you  fliall  know  your 

mirtrefs 
Has  dcfervcd  prifon,  then  abound  in  tears. 
As  1  come  out :  this  aflion^  I  now  go  on. 
Is  for  my  better  grace. 

Honrjly  and  Honour . 

Here's  a  do, 
To  lock  up  honefty  and  honour  from 
The  acccfs  of  gentle  vifitors. 

The  ^iltnce  of  Innocence  eloquent. 
The  ftlence  often  of  pure  innocenee 
Pcifuadcs,    when  fpeaking  fails.  • 
Jfiflionate  Child.  , 

Vo  fee  his  noblcnefs  I 
T  the  difhonour  of  his  mother, 
'  de«.lin'd,droop'd,  took  it  deeply; 
r.nir.  u  jnd  fix'd  thefhamcon't  in   himielf  j 
Threw  off  his  fpirit,  bin  appetite,  his  flcep. 
And  downright  langtiifli'd. 

C/iild  r^fcmhling  its  Father. 
Behold  my  lords, 
Altho'  the  print  belittle,  the  whole  matter 
And  copy  of  the  father,  eye,  nofc,  lip, 
The  trick  of  his  frown,  his'forehcad :  nay  the 
valley,  [fmilesj 

The  pretty  dimplei  of  his  chin,  and  check;his 

The 
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The  very  mouldand  frame  uf  liaiid,  nail,  fin- 
ger :  [made^t 
And  thou,  good  goddefs  nature,  which  hall 
So  like  to  him  that  got  it,   ifdiou  hill 
The    ordering  of  the  mind  too,  'mongft  all 

colours 
No  yellow  in't;  left  (lie  fufpcfl,  as  he  does, 
Her  children  not  her  huib.ind's! 

An  Infant  to  he  expofcd. 
Come  on,  poor  babe  :  [vens 

Somepow'rful  fpirif  in(iru»5l  the  kites  andra- 
To  be  thy  nurfes!  Wolves  andbears,they  fay, 
Carting  their  fuvagenefi  afide,  have  done 
Like  offices  of  pity. 

Hermione  pleading  her  Innocence. 

If  pow'rs  divine 
Behold  our  human  anions  (as  they  dp), 
1  doubt  not  then,  but  innocence  Ihall    make 
Falfe  accufation  bUilh,  and  tyranny 
Tremble  at  patience.  You/ny  lord,befi  kno-.v, 
(Who  will  fcem  leufl  to  do  fo)  my  pa(l:  life 
Hath  been  as  continent,  as  charte,  as  true, 
As  I  am  now  unhappy  ;  -which  is  more 
Than  hiftory  can  pattern,  though  dcvis'd, 
Andplay'd  to  takefpe(ftators;for  behold  me,^ 
A  fellow  of  the  royal  bed,  which  owe 
A  moiety  of  the  throne,  a  great  king's  daugh- 
ter, /  [ing. 
The  mother  to  a  hopeful  prince, — here  ftand- 
•To  prate  and  talk  for  life,  and  honour,  'fore 
Who  pleafe  to  come   and  hear.     For  life,  I 
prize  it                                         [honour, 
jAs  1  weigh  grief,  which  I  would  fpare  ;  for 

Tis  a  derivative  from  me  to  mine, 
And  only  that  I  ftand  for.     1  appeal 
To  your  ownc®nfcience,Sir,beft)re  Polixenes 
Came  to  your  court, how  I  was  in  yourgrace. 
How  merited  to  be  fo ;  Cnce  he  fame, 
With  what  encounter  fo  uncurrent  I      [yond 
Have  ftrain'd,   to  appear  thus:  if  one  jot  be- 
The  bound  of  honour  :  or,  in  atSt,  or  will, 
That  way  inclining;    harden'd  be  the  hearts 

Of  all  that  hear  me,  and  my  near'd  of  kin 
Cry,  fie,  upon  my  grave ! 

A  Wifc^s  Lofs  of  all  Things  dear  and  Contempt 
of  Death. 

Leo.  Look  f«r  no  lefs  than  death. 

Her.  Sir,  fpare  your  threats;  [feek, 

The  bug,  which  you  would  fright  me  with, I 
To  me  can  life  be  no  commodity :  [vour. 
The  crown  and  comfort  of  my  life,  yourfa- 
I  do  give  loft;  for  I  do  feel  it  gone, 
J3ut  know  not  how  it  went.  My  fecond  joy. 
And  firft-fruits  of  my  body,  from  his  prefence 
I  am  barr'd  like  one  infci^tious  :  my  third 

comfort, 
Starr'd  moft  unluckily,  is  from  my  breaft, 
vThe   innocent   milk    in    its    molt    innocent 

mouth, 
Haled  out  tomurther.  Myfelf  on  every  poll 
Proclaini'da  Itrumpet;  with  immodeft hatred, 
The  child-bed  privilege  denied,  which  'longs 
To  women  of  all  fafliion;  lallly,  hurried 
Here  to  this  place,  i'  the  open  air,  before 
I  have  got  Itrength  of  limit.  Now,  my  liege, 


Tell  me  what  blcdlngs!  have  he^o  nlive, 
Thit  I  fliuuld  feartu^dic;  therefore  proceed. 
Hut  yet  liearthis,  uiillakc  me  nut; — no;  lite, 
I  prize  it  not  a  (traw  :  but  for  mine  honour, 
(Which  I  would  free)  ifi  fhall  be  condemnfed, 
UpoUlurmifcs;  all  proofs  ilecping  elfe, 
But  what  your  jealoulies  awake;  1  tell  you, 
'i  is  rigour,  and  not  faw. 

Defpair  of  Pardon. 
.Bur,  O  thou  tyrant! 
Do  not  repent  thef«  things ;  for  they  are  hea- 
vier [thee 
Than  all  thy  woes  can  ftir  t  therefore  betake 
To  nothin^'but  defpair.   A  thoufand  kne-^s. 
Ten  thoufand years  together,  naked,  fafting. 
Upon  a  barren  mountain,  and  ftill  winter. 
In  rtorm  perpetual,  couldnot  move  the  gods 
'lolooktliat  way  thou  wert. 
An  Account  of  a  Gkoji's  appraring  in  a  Dream. 
1  have  heard  (^but  not  beiiev'd),  the  fpirits 
oftliedead 
May  walk  again:  if  fuch  thing  be,  thy  mother 
Appeared  to  me  lall  night;  for  ne'er  was  dream 
So  like  a  waking.  To  mc  comes  a  creature, 
Sometimes  her  head  on  one  lide,  fome  another; 
I  nerer  faw  a  velTel  of  like  forrow. 
So  fill'd,  and  fo  becoming  ;    in   pure   white 
Like  very  fanitity,  Ihe  did  approach  [robes. 
My  cabin  where  I  lay:  thrice  bow'd  before  me. 
And,  gafping  to  begin  fome  fpeech,  her  eyes 
Became  two  Ipouts:  the  fury  fpent,  anon 
Did  this  break  fromher:  «♦  Good  Antigonus, 
Since  f:ite,  againll  thy  better  difpofition, 
Hath  made  thy  perfon  for  the  thrower  out 
Of  my  poorbabs,  according  to  thine  oath,  , 
Places  remote  enough  are  in  Bohemia,^ 
There  weep,  and  leave  it  crying:  and,  for  the 
Is  counted  loll  for  ever,  Perdita,  [babe 
I  pr'ythee  call  it :  for  this  ungentle  buUnefs, 
Put  on  thee  by  my  lord,  thou  ne'er  flialt  fee 
Thy  wife  Paulina  more."  Andfowith  Ihrieks, 
She  melted  into  air.   Affrighted  much, 
I  didm  time  colletit  myfelf,  and  thought 
This  was  fo,    and  no  ifumber.     Dreams  are 
Yet,  for  this  once,  yen,  fuperftitioully, [toys* 
I  will  be  fquar'd  by  this. 

An  Infant  expoftd. 

r-Poor  wretch. 

That,  forthymothcr'sfault,  artthusexpos'd 
To   lofs,  and  what  may   follow!     Weep   I 

cannot, 
But  my  heart  bleeds:  and  moft  accurs'dam  T, 
To  be  by  oath  enjoin'd  to  this. — Farewel ! 
The  day  frowns  more  and  more  ;  thouart  like 
A  lullaby  too  rough  :  I  never  faw     [to have 
The  licavens  fo  dim  by  day. 

Deities  transformed  for  Love. 

1  he  gods  th&mfelves, 
Humbling  their  deities  to  love,  have  taken 
The  Ihapes  of  hearts  upon  them.     Jupiter 
Became  a  bull,  and  bellow'd;  the  green  Nep- 
tune 
.A  ram, and  bleated;  and  the  fire-rob'd  God, 
Golden  Apollo,  a  poor  humble  fwain, 
As  I  feem  now  :  their  transformations 
Were  never  f«r  api?ce  of  beautv  rarer; 
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This  youth  (hould  fay,  t'werc  well;  and  only 
DcHrc  to  breed  by  mc.  [therefore 

Heic's  flowcii  for  you  j 
Hot  lavender,  nnnts,  fa vory,  marjoram » 
The  niarypoU  that  goo  to  bed  with  ih'fun. 
And  with  him  rifes.weeuing^ihefearc  flowers 
Of  middle  fummer.and.l  thinlc,thcy  are  given 
To  men  of  middle  age. 

A  Garland/or  Ycvn^  Men. 

Cam.  I  fhoiild  leave  gracing,  were  I  of  your 
And  only  live  by  gazing.  [flotk, 

Per.  Out,  alas! 
You'd  be  fo  lean,  that  hl.Uts  of  January 
Would  blow  you  through  and  through.  Now 

my  faircU  friend 
I  would  I  had  fome  Bowers  o'thc  fpring,that 
might  [yours; 

Become  your  time  of  day  ;  and  yours,  and 
That  we.ir  upon  your  virgin-branches  yet 
Your  maiden-heads  grow  ing:—0,  Profcrpina, 
For  the  flow'rs  now,  that,  tVighted,  thou  let'Il 
From  Dis's  waggon!   dalfodils  [fall 

That  come  before  thcfwallow  darcs.andtakc 
The  winds   of  March  with  beauty  ;  violets, 
Bulfwetrter  than  the  lidsof  Juno's  cyes,[dim. 
Or  Cytherea's  breath  ;   pale  primrofes, 
That  die  unmarried,  ere  they  can  behold 
Blight  Phoebus  in  his  Qrength,  a  malady 
Molt  incident  to  maids  ;  bold  oxlips,  and 
The  crown  imperial  ;  lilies  of  all  kinds, 
The  flower-de-lis  being  one!  O,  thefe  1  lack. 
To   make   you  garlands    of;  and,  my  fwect 
To  ftrew  himo'ar  and  o'er.  [friend, 

Fo/.  What  like  a  cor fef 

Per.  No,  like  a  bank,  for  love  to  lie  and 
play  on  ; 
Not  like  a  corfc  :  or  if — not  to  be  buried, 
But  quick  and  in  mine  arms. 

A  Lover*s  Commendation* 

What  you  do. 
Still  betters  what  is  done.    When  you  fpcak, 
I  'd  have  you  do  it  ever:  %v  hen  you  ftng,  [ (wcct, 
I'd  have  yoti  buy'and  fell  fo  ;   fo  give  alms  ; 
Pray  fo;  and,  fur  the  ordering  your  aHairs, 
To  ling  tlicm  too.  When  you  do  dance,  1 

with  you 
A  wave  o'  the  fca,  that  you  might  ever  do 
Nothing  but  that  ;   move  Hill,  Itill  fo. 
And  own  no  other  fut-'tion  :  each  your  doing. 
So  lingular  in  each  particular, 
Crowns  what  you'r«    doing  in  the  nrcfent 
That  all  your  ads  are  qucen>.  [deeds, 

Hcnrjl  IVcoiti^, 

Per,  O  Doricles,  [youth » 

Your  praifes  arc  too  large:  but   that  your 
And  the  true   blood   which  peeps  fo  fairly 

thro'  it. 
Do  plainly  give  you  out  an  unftain'd  flicpherd  j 
With  wifdom  I  might  fear,  my  Doricles, 
Yo»i  woo'd  me  the  talfe  way. 

/7a.  1  think,  you  have 
A^  little  (kill  to  fear,  an  I  h»vc  nurpofe 
Toputyouto't.  Bur,comc;ouraance,I  pray; 
Your  hand,  my  Perdita  :  fo  turtles  pair, 
That  never  ipcan  to  paft. 

Trite 


Nor  in*  wa^  fochaflr  i  fine**  my  deiirrs 
Run  not  bciorr  mine  honour)  nor  my  luiU 
Bum  hotter  than  luy  taith. 

Shp,  I  tcr!   when  my  old  wife 

Thi»day,  (lie  WA^both  pantler,  butirr,  cook; 
Boihdaine,and  feivont;  wclcoro'dal:;  firv'd 
•  lit  Inow  here, 

Would  fing  her  fong,  and  dance  her  turn: 
A»  upper  end  o'thc  table,  now,  i'lhr  middle; 
On  hi»  ftiouldcr,  *n^  hi>:   her  face  o'tirr 
With  labour!    and  the  thing   Ihe    took  to 

qu.nch  it. 
She  would  10  each  oi)it  fip :  you  are  retir'd, 
At  if  you  wcrea  feaftcd  one,  and  nut 
The  KoHefsof  the  meeting.  Pray  \ou,  bid 
Thefe t»nknownf»ienl> to u»\velcoinr,  t«r it  is 
A  way  to  nuke  uibctterh  lends,  mon  known. 
Come  quench  your  blulbes  and  prelcnt  your- 
fclf  [on, 

Tharwhichyoii  arertfiiftreftoMhefeafl:  come 
And  bid  us  welcome  to  your  fbeep-fticaring, 
A»  your  good  (lock  (hall  profpcr. 
A  G^rUtndJor  old  Utn, 

Per.  Reverend  Sirs, 
For  you  ib'-f' 'w  ^rrmai^.andrue;  thofc  keep 
Scemin,-.  ir,  all  the  wintir  long: 

Grace  a r  :  rancc,  be  unto  you  both. 

And  wclcume  to  our  (hearing! 

/W.  Shephcrdefs, 
(A  fair  one  are  vou)  well  you  fit  our  ages 
Wilh  flowers  of  winter. 

Nature  and  Art. 

Per.  Sir,  the  year  growing  ancient — 
Not  yet  on  fuminrr'*  death,  nor  on  tlu-  birth 
Of  trembling  wintcri  the  faireft  flowib  othe 

ftAfon 
Ar-  tion^.and  ftreak'd  gilly-flow'rs, 

Wt  ^ all  nature's  badards  :   of  that 

Mini 

Our  ruftic  garden's  barren  ;  arid  I  care  not 

To  get  nins  of  tlu-in. 

Pel.   ^'  ?;entle  maiden, 

Do  you  in  t 

PfT.  For  I  luvc  heard  it  faid. 
There  is  anart,  which,  intheirptednef,  (hares 
Wir'    *     rating  nature. 

i  rre  be  J 

Yr*  "''' 1 '•"T  by  no  mc.in. 

Bo*  inj  fo,o'cr  tliat  art, 

Wl.       ,  )  nature,  \%  ,m  art, 

That  nature  makcb.   Vou  fee,  fweet  ma  id,  we 

marry 
A  gentle  cyonioihe  wildeft  flock  ; 
And  make  concoivc  a  bark  of  bafer  kind 
By  hud  of  nobler  race  :     Thi»i<tanart 
Which  does  mend  natures-change  it  rather: 
The  art  itfclf  is  nature*  [but 

Ptr.  So  it  is. 

Pai.  Then  make  your  ^rden  rich  irt  gilly. 
And  do  not  call  th':  fflowers 

AGarlcndf,'  ;ed  Man. 

P-    -I'l1n.,i,.,.  [,hfm; 

Th  1  the  earth,  to  fet  one  flip  of 

No  .  ,  ncrc  I  painted,  I  would  wilh 
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True  Love.  ffelf 

They  call  him  Doricles ;  andheboaftshim- 
To  have  a  worthy  feeding  :  bat  I  have  it 
Upon  his  own  report,  and  I  believe  it; 
He  looks  like   footh:    He  fays  he  loves  my 

daughter  ; 
I  think  fo  too  ;  for  never  gaz'd  the  moon 
Upon  the  water,  as  he'll  (tand,  and  read. 
As  't  were   my  daughter's  eyes  :  and,  to  be 

plain, 
J  think,  there  is  not  half  a  kifs  to  choofe, 
Who  loves  another  beft. 

Prefenls  Liltlt  regarded  by  real  Lovers, 

Pol. How  now,  fair  (heplierd  ? 

Your  heart  is  full  of  fomethingthat  does  take 
Your  mind  from  feafting.    Sooth  when  I  was 

young, 
And  handed  love  as  you  do,  1  was  wont 
To  load  my  fhe  with  knacks :    1  woald  have 
ranfack'd  [it 

The  pedlar's  filken  treafury,  and  have  pour'd 
To  her  acceptance;  you  have  let  him  go. 
And  nothing  marted  with  him.     Tf  your  lafs 
Interpretation  Hiould  abufe,  and  call  this 
Your  lack  of  love, or  bounty, you  were  (halted 
For  a  reply,  at  leaft,  if  you  make  cars 
Of  happy  holding  lier. 

Flo.  Old  Sir,  I  know 
She  prizes  not  fuch  trifles  as  thofc  are: 
The  gifts,  flie  looks  from  me,  are  pack'd  and 

lock'd 
Up  in  my  heart;  which  I  have  given  already, 
But  notdeliver'd.  O, hear  mybrcathe  my  love, 
Before  this  ancient  Sir,  who,  it  (hould   feem. 
Hath  fometime  lov'd  :  I  take  thy  hand ;  this 

hand 
As  foft  as  dove's-down,  and  as  white  as  it, 
Or  Ethiopian's  tooth,  or  the  fann'd  fnow. 
That's  bolted  by  the  northern  blaft  twice  o'er. 
Tender  Affctlion, 

Were  I  crowned  the  moft  imperial  monarch. 
Thereof  mod  worthy ;  were  I  the  fiiireft  youth 
That  ever  made  eye  fwerve ;  had  force,  and 
knowledge  [them 

More  than  was  ever  man's — I  would  not  prize 
Without  her  love  :  for  her,employ  them  all ; 
Commend  them, and  condemn  them  to  her  fer- 
Or  to  their  own  perdition.  [vice, 

A  Father  the  be/l  Guejl  at  his  Son's  Nuptials. 
Methinks,  a  Father 
Is,  at  the  nuptials  of  his  fon  a  gueft, 
That  beft  becomes  the  table.    Pray  you,  once 
Is  not  your  father  grown  incapable       [more; 
Of  reafonable affairs ?  Ishenotftupid  [hear? 
With  age,and  altering  rheums?  Canhelpeak? 
Know  man  from  man  ?  difpute  his  own  eftate? 
t^ies  he  not  bed-rid  t  and  again  does  nothing. 
But  what  he  did,  being  childilh  ? 

^Flo,  No,  good  Sir!  j 

He  has  his  health, and  an^pler  flrength, indeed. 
Than  mo(t  have  of  his  age. 

Pol.  By  my  wj^ite  beard 
You  offer  him,  if  this  be  fo,  a  wrong 
Something  unfilial:  reafon,  my  fon, 
bhould  choofe  himlelfa  wife  ;  but  as  good  rea- 
The  father(all  whofe  jpy  is  jiothiii^elfe  [fon, 


But  fair  poflerity)  (hould  hold  fome  couiifcl 
In  fuch  a  bufmefs. 

Rural  Simplicity, 
I  was  not  much  alcard  :  for  once  or  twice, 
I  was  about  to  fpeak  ;  and  tell  him  plainly. 
The  felf-fame  fun, that  fliines  upon  his  court. 
Hides  not  his  vifage  from  our  cottage,  but 

Looks  on  alike 

Selfijh  old  Mtm, 
O,  bir, 
You  have  undone  a  man  of  fourfcore-thrcc. 
That  thought  to  fill  his  grave  in  quiet;  yea. 
To  die  upon  the  bed  my  father  died. 
To  lie  clofe  by  hishoneft  bones  ;  but  now 
Some  hangman  muft  put  on  my  ihrowd,  and 
Where  no  prieft  (hovels  in  dull.         -  [lay  me 
Pro/perity  the  Bond^  AffliElion  the  Locfer^  of  Love. 
rrofperity's  the  very  bond  of  love,     [thcr 
Whofe  frefh  complexion  and  whofe  heart  togc- 
Afflittion  alters. 

Sclf-Covceit, 
/fw/.Howbleftjre  wc,thatarenotfimplemen! 
Yet  naturo  mi»ht  have  made  me  as  thefe  arc  j 
Therefore  I  will  not  difdain. 

Si  If. Reproach,  and  toofcvert  Reproof, 
Cle.  At  the  lalt,  [cvils; 

Do,  as  the  heavens  have  done;  forget  youf 
With  them  forgive  yourfelf. 

Leo.  Whilft  1  remember 
Her  and  her  virtues,  I  cannot  forget 
My  blemifhes  in  them  ;  and  To  fiill  think  ©f 
The  wrong  I  did  myfclf ;  which  was  fo  much. 
That  heirlefs  it  hath  made  my  kingdom  ;  and 
Dcflroy'd  the  fweet'll  companion,  that  c'ef 
Bred  his  hopes  out  of.  [maa 

Pan.  True,  too  true,  my  lord  : 
If,  one  by  one,  you  wedded  all  the  world, 
Or,  from  the  all  that  are,  took  fon^ethin^  good. 
To  make  a  perfcft  w  oman  ;  (he,  you  kill'd^ 
Would  be  unparallel'd.  ,         . 

Leo.  I  think  fo.     Kill'd! 
She  I  kill'd  !  I  did  fo  :  but  thou  llrik'fl  x$^ 
Sorely,  to  fay  I  did;  it  is  as  bitter    ' 
Upon  thy  tongue,  as  in  mj  thought :  now, 
Say  fobut  feldom.  [goodpow, 

Cle,  Not  at  all,  good  lady  : 
You  might  have  fpoke  a  thoufand  things, 

that  Wv«ald 
Have  done  the  time. more  benefit,  andgrac'd 
Your  kindnefs  better. 

Love  more  rich  for  what  it  gives. 
L.eo.  I  might  have  look'd  upon  my  queen** 
full  eye.  ; 
Have  taken  treafurefrom  her  lips— • 

Pau.  And  left  them 
More  rich,  for  what  they  yielded. 
A  captivating  Woman, 
———This  is  a  creature. 
Would  Hie  begin  a  feiSl,  might  quench  the  zejl 
Of  all  profeffors  elfe  ;  make  profelytes 
Of  who  (he  but  bid  follow. 

Anguifh  of  Rccol legion  for  a  lojl  Friend. 
Pr'ythee,  no  more;  ceafc;  thou  know'ff. 
He  dies  to  jne  again,  when  talk'd  of:  fure, 
Whgn  I  (hull  fee  this  gcnileman,  thy  fpeeches 
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Will  bring  me  to  confidcr  that,  u  hich  may 
UHfurmlb  me  of  rrAi'on. 

fjtm  c/Btnty. 
"The  birfled  gods 
Purfcr  all  infc^ion  iium  our  air,  v^  liilO  you 
Do  climate  hcic* 

A  StMtae. 
^V^..-..^^r  »hat  did  make  ii'  S  c.mylord, 
\S\  1  ifero  it  breath'd  .'    and  that 


1 


tear  blood 


^  .rm  upon  her  lip. 
hasmoiiuM  iti  't, 
A>  *t  %i€ie  ii.wvfc  .;  V.  »fh  art. 

Still,  mcthinks,  [fcl 

There  \»  an  air  comes  fi  om  her :  W  hat  fi  ne  chi- 
Could  ever  yet  cut  breathe— Ln  no  man 
For  I  will  kifft  her.  [mock  me, 

AJIiRton  tc  t  ptniUnt  Mindtlrym;. 
fn.  I  am  forry<t>ir,  I  have  tiuii  lar  ftirr'd 
Bui  I  could  afflia  you  furthar.  [you  ; 

Lf.  Do,  Paulina  ; 
For  this  affli^ton  has  a  tafte  as  fwcet 
A»  any  cordial  comfort. 

Wid»w  cmpar'd  to  a  Turtle. 

I,  an  old  turtle,  [there 

Will  wing  me  to  fome  wiiher'd  bough  ;  and 
My  mate,  that's  never  to  be  found  again. 
Lament  till  I  am  loft. 


i  '5. 


Hi!  canta'"*'  »"-^" 


ANTONY    AND  CLEOPATRA. 
Shakspeahi. 

Anttmft  Fcjinffu 

[burft 
Whicl  t  fij;ht»  hath 

The  buck >  ,      I'l  temper; 

And  1%  be>  low*, and  ilic  fan. 

To  cool  a  .  . 

icvtf  M<-  Xhlmr/t  of  l>ff. 
Let  RomeinTyber  melif  and  thr  wide  arch 
Of  the  ranged  empire  f^ll !  here  is  my  fpace ; 
Iwincdomsarctlay  i  our  dungy  en  Hi  alike 
Fcroabeaft  at  man:  the  noblcncfs  ot  life 
If,  to  do  thu»i  when  fuch  amutu  il  pair, 
Ar\*\  fMf  h  .1  twsinrtn  do't  \  \ti  whirh,  I  bind 
f  t,  the  wprld  toweet, 

\ 

Fie,  wrangling  oucen  I 
"Wh'.tnfvrr\tMnrVri(MTic«,tochidr,tolaugh, 
Tjon  fully  fliives 
r  and  admir'd  ! 
'  i  Truth.        [teller 

Mtf.   Tl  •  news  infcfts  the 

<ia/.Whrn  u  ».oi,tcf  rr  Mic  fool, or  Coward. — 
On  I  [thus: 

Thinr^  fli.if  jf!"  n«fl  arr  :!nne,  with  me — 'tis 
">  a  his  talc  lie  death, 

'  [tongue : 

Socuk  to  :  '•  not  the  general 

Name  Clr  ll'd  in  Rome  : 

Rail  thou  m   i  nvia  i^iiiafci  and  taunt  my 
faults  [lice 

\Vl?h  ftif  h  tnll  !'/rrnrr,  a',  V>of}i   trnf  |i  -fx\^  mZ' 


Have   pow'r  to   Utter.     O,     then  nc  bring 
forth  weeds  [told  us. 

When  our  quick  winds  lie  ftill,   and  our  ills 
I  $  as  our  earing. 

Thinsi  loji  valued. 
\  orbear  mc  — 
There**  a  great  fplrit  gone!  Tluisdid  I  defire 
What  our  conteinptsdo  often  hurl  fronms,[it: 
Wewifl)  it  outs  again;  theprcfent  pleafure, 
By  revolution  lowering,  docs  become 
Thcoppofite  of  itfelf;  Ihc's good, being gonci 
The  hand  could  pluck  her  back,  that  ftvov'd 
her  on. 

The  Mutability  of  the  Pecple. 
Our  flipptrjr  people 
(Whofe  love  is  never  hnk'd  to  the  dcfcrver. 
Till  his  defcrts  arc  paft)  begin  ro  throw 
Pompey  the  Great,  and  all  his  dignities, 
Upon  his  fon ;  wlio,  high  In  name  and  pou  'r. 
Higher  than  both  in  blood  and  life,flands  up 
For  the  main  foldier. 

Cleopatra* s  contemptuous  Railley. 
Nay,  pray  you,  fcek   no  colour    for  your 
going,  C'^-^y-'^o* 

But  bid  faicwcU,  and  go:  when  you  fued 
Then  was  the  time  for  words:  no  going  then; — 
Eternity  was  in  our  lips  and  eyes  ;  [poor, 
Blifs  in  our  brows'  bent ;  none  our  parts  fo 
But  was  a  race  of  heaven :  they  arc  fo  ftill, 
Or  thou,  the  greateft  foldier  of  the  world. 
Art  turn'd  the  greatcft  liar. 

Cleopatra's  anxious  Tcndernefs, 
Ant.  V\\  leave  you,  lady. 
Cleo.  Courteous  lord,  one  word. 
Sir,  you  and  I  muft  part — but  that's  not  it : 
Sir,youand  Ihavclov'd — but  there's  not  it;— . 
That  you  know  well:  fomcthing  it  is  1  would 
O,  my  oblivion  is  a  very  Antony, 
And  I  am  all -forgotten. 

Cleopatra's  Wipies  for  Antony  on  parting. 
Your  honour  calls  you  hence  ; 
Therefore  be  deaf  to  my  unpity'd  folly. 
And  all  the  gods  go  with  you  1   Upon  youi 

fword 
Sit  laurel'd  victory!  and  fniooth  fiicccfs 
Be  ftrew'd  before  your  feet ! 

Autonyms  Ibices  and  Virtues. 
Lep.  I  muft  not  think  [ncf^  . 

There  arc  evilsenough  to  darken  all  his  good- 
His  faults, in  him,fcem  as  the  fpots  of  heaven. 
More  fiery  by  night's  blackncls  ;  hereditary, 
Rather  than  purchas'd ;  what  he  cannot 
Than  what  he  choofes  [change, 

Ctrf.  You  are  too  indulgent.     Let  us  grant 
it  is  not 
Amifs  to  tumblcon  the  bed  of  Ptolemy ; 
To  give  a  kingdom  for  a  mirth  ;  to  fit 
And  keep  the  turn  of  tippling  with  a  Have; 
TorcclthcUrcctsat  noon,  andftand  thcbuttct 
With  knaves  that  Imell  offweat:   fay,  this 

becomes  him, 
(As  his  compofure  muft  be  rare  indeed, 
Whom  thcfe  things  cannot  blcmifti)  yet  rauft 

Antony 
No  way  excufe  his  foils,  when  we  do  bear 
So  great  weight  in  his  lightnefs.     If  he  fiU'd 
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iWs  vacancy  with  his  voluptiioufnefs, 
Full  ('urfeit>,  and  the  drynefs  of  his  bones, 
Call  on  him  for 't:  but  to  confound  fuch  finie, 
That  drums  him  from  hisfport,  and  ("peaks as 
Ashisown(late,:indouis — 't\slobechid[loud 
Ai  we  rate  boys,  who, being  mature  in  know- 
ledge, '  [fure, 
Pawn  their  experience  to  their  piefent  plea- 
And  fo  rebel  to  judgment. 

Antony, 

Leave  tijylafciviouswafTcls.  Wlicnthou  once 

Wert  beaten  from  Mutina,whcre  thou  (lew'll 

Hirtius  and  Panfa,  confuls  at  thy  heel 

Did  famine  follow;  whom  thou  laulfftagainft, 

Thou[;h  daintily  brought  up,  with  patience 

more 
Than  favages  could  fuffer:  Thou  didft  drink 
■  The  Hale  of  hor fes,  and  the  gilded  puddle 
Which  he-dils  would  cough  at.     Thy  palate 

then  did  deign 
The  roughed  berry  on  the  rudefl  hedge; 
Yea,  like   the  ftag,    when  fnow  the  padure 
fheets,  [Alps, 

The  barks  of  trees  thou  browfedft;  on  the 
It  is  reported,  thou  didfl:  eat  ftrange  ficfh, 
Which  fome  did  die  to  look  on :  and  all  this 
(It  wounds  thine  honour  that  I  fpcak  it  now) 
Was  borne  fo  like  a  foldier,  that  thy  cheek 
So  much  as  lank'd  not. 

Cleopatra  en  the  Abftnce  of  Antony. 

O  Charmian,  [or  fits  he? 

"Where  think'ft  thou  he  is  now?   ftands  he? 
Or  does  he  walk  ?  or  is  he  on  his  horfe  ? 
O  happy  horfe,  tobearthe  weightof  Antony  I 
Do  bravely  horfe  1  for  wot'ft  thou  whom  thou 

rrvov'ft  ? 
The  demi-Atlas  of  this  earth,  the  arm 
And  burgonet  of  man.  He's  fpeaking  now, 
Or  murmuring.     "Where's  my  ferpentof  old 
For  fo  he  calls  me;  nowlfeed  myfelf  [Nile  ?" 
With  moft  delicious  poifon:   think  on  me 
That   am   with  Phoebus'  amorous   pinches 
black;  [Csefar, 

And  wrinkled  deep  in  time!  Broad-fronted 
When  thou  waft  here  above  the  ground,  I  was 
A  morfel  for  a  monarch;  and  great  Pompey 
Would  ftand,  and  make  his  eyes  grow  in  my 

brow  ; 
There  would  he  anchor  his  afpcfl,  and  die 
With  looking  on  his  life. 

Mejfengers  from  Lovers^  grateful. 

How  much  unlike  art  thou  Mark  Antony! 
Yet,  cpmjngfrom  him,  that  great  medicine 
With  histind  gilded  thee.  [hath 

Antonyms  Love  and  Difpofition. 

Ale.  Good  friend,  quoth  he. 
Say,  '*the  firm  Roman  to  great  Egypt  fends 
This  treafureof  ai)  oyfter  ;  at  whofe  foot, 
To  mend  the  petty  prefent,  I  will  piece 
l^er  opulent  thrqne  with  Kingdoms:  all  the 
eaft,  [ed. 

Say  thou,(halI  call  her  miftrefs."  Sohenodd- 
And  foberly  did  mount  an  arm-gaunt  ftced. 
Who  neigh'd  fo  high,  that  what  I  would  have 
Was  beaftly  durab'd  by  him.  [rpokc 
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Cle.  What,  was  he  fad,  or  merry  \ 

Ale.   Like  to  the  time  o'  th'  year,  between 
the  extremes 
Of  hot  and  cold  ;  he  was  nor  fad  or  merry, 

Cle.  O  well-divided  difpofition  !—Noto  him, 
Note  him,  good  Charmian,  'tis  the  man  j  but 

note  him. 
He  was  not  fad  ;   for  he  would  ftiine  on  thofc 
That  make  their  looks  by  his;   he  was  not 
merry  ;  [lay 

Which  feenVd  to  tell  them,  his  remembrance 
In  Egypt  with  his  joy  :  but  between  both  : 
O  heavenly  mingle  ! — Be'ft  thou  fad  or  merry. 
The  violence  of  either  thee  becomes  j 
So  does  it  no  man  elfe. 

The  Vanity  of  human  IViJhes. 
'  Pom.U  the  great  gods  be  j  uft,  they  fhall  affifl 
The  deeds  of  jufteft  men. 

Men    Know,  worthy  Pompey, 
That  what  they  do  delay,  they  not  deny. 

Pom.  Whiles  we  are  fuitors  to  their  throne. 
The  thing  \ye  fue  for.  ^  [decay* 

Men.  We,  ignorant  of  ourfelves, 
BegoftenourownharmSjWhichthewifepow'rs 
Deny  us  for  our  good  ?  fo  find  we  profit. 
By  lofingof  our  prayers. 
Pompey  iWifh  for  Antony's  Captivity  in  Pleafure, 

Pom.  I  know  they  are  in  Rome  together, 
Looking  for  Antony  :  but  all  the  charms  of 
Salt  Cleopatra,  foften  thy  wan  lip  !        [love» 
Let  witchcraft  joinwith  beauty, luftwith  bothl 
Tie  up  the  libertine  in  a  field  of  feafts, 
Keep  his  brain  fuming:   Epicurean  cooks 
Sharpen  with  cloylefs  fauce  his  appetite; 
That  fleep  and  feeding  may  proroguehis  ho. 
Even  till  a  Lethe'd  dulnefs.  [nour, 

Antony'' s  Scldierfhip. 

Pom. Menas,  I  did  not  think, 

This  amoroU'>furfeiter  would  have  don'd  his 
For  fuch  a  petty  war:  his  foldierfhip    [heha 
Is  twice  the  other  twain  :  but  let  us  rear 
The  higher  our  opinion,  that  ourftirring 
Can  from  the  lap  of  Egypt's  widow  plucl^ 
The  ne'er  luft-wearied  Antony. 

Antony'' s  ingenuous  Acknowledgment. 

Ant.  The  article  of  my  oath — ' 

C(£f.  To  lend  me  arms  and  aid,  when  I  re- 
quired them  ; 
The  which  you  both  denied. 

Ant.  Neglected,  rather  ;  [me  up 

4nd  then,  when  poifon'd  hours  had  bound 
From  mine  own  knowledge.      As  nearly  as  I 
may,        _  [ty 

I'll  play  the  penitent  to  you  :  but  mine  honef- 
Sh;illnotmakep')Ormygreatnefs,normypow'r 
Work  without  it.  Truth  is,  that  Fulvia, 
To  have  me  out  of  Egypt,   made  wars  here  • 
For  which  myfelf,  the  ignorant  motive,  do 
So  far  afk  pardon,  as  befits  mine  honour 
To  ftoop  in  fuch  a  cafe. 

(.ep.  'Tis  nobly  fpoken. 
Defcriplion  oj  Cleopatra's  failing  down  the  Cydnu. 

The  barge  fhe  fat  in,likeaburnifh'd  throne, 
Burn'don  the  water:  the  poop  was  beatengold 
Purple  the  fails,  and  I'o  perfumed,  that 

The 


sw 
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Thewinds'werf  1oYe4lck  with  them  ;  th'oars 
weie'rilvert  [nudr 

Which  to  the  tUBf  of  flutcsk^pt  f>rokc,  and 
Th«  water  wluch  they  b^at,  to  follow  farter, 
A»  amoruui  of  their  ftrokcs.  Km  her  own 
It  begg4ff'd:alIdeleriptton:  (hedi*.  lie  [perfon 
In  h<r  pavilion  (doth  of  gol.*,  of  tiffue), 
0'er-ptvturin|  thjt  Vcnu>,  when-  «e  fee 
The  fancy  out.work  nature.  On  e.i(  h  fide  her 
Stood  pretty  dimpled  boys,  like  (ii.jling  Cu- 
pid*,  [fecm 

With  diverv^olour'd  fans,  whofe  wind  did 
To  flow  the  delicate  •  Irk^  wlmh  ihey  did 
And  what  they  undt  '  [cooI, 

JjfT.  Orare  for  A: 

£w.  Ilcr  jenilewonui*,  like  tlir  N'tteids, 
5o  many  mermaids,  tended  her  i"  th"  eyes, 
And  made  their  beiwisadomtncs.  At  tlichelm, 
A  rerminc  mermaid  dctri ;  the  dlkcn  tackle 
Swell  with  the  touches  of  thofc  flow'r-foft 

hand 4       ^^ 
Thatyarely  frame^he  office.  From  the  barge 
A  ftrange  :  i  fume  hits  the  fcnfe 

Ofth-a^l'  :s.     The  city  cart 

r  iicr  ;  and  Antony, 

!  ct-platedidlit  alone, 

\. ,  .uinj^iui,,  ui.  ,  which  but,  tor  vacancy, 
liad|O0C  to  gase  on  Cleopxtra  too, 
And  made  a  gap  in  nature. 
•         CltcpAtra's  tMfinitt  Pottftr  in  /  .'raf.  v^. 

At»e  Mnrsot  wither  her,  norcultom  flale 
}'  '"ty  :  otherwomen  cloy    [ry, 

-y  feed »  but  (he  makes  hung- 
\v  i-.rrc  moil  inr  Utisfies.   For  vilcf'f  things 
Become  thcmfrlvci  in  her,   that    the  holy 
Blefa  her  when  (he  is  nggifti.  [prierti 

Tie  M/ttUtd  humour  of  Lcrrrs. 
Enter  Cttop^tra^  CAarMtau,  fraSf  and  AUxas. 
Cite.  Give  me  fome  mufic)  muHc,  moody 
Cf  us  that  trade  in  love.  [food 

Owmti.  The  miiTif,  ho  f 

tnur  Ma  rJian  the  Eunuc  4 . 
Cta,  Let  it  alone  :  let's  to  billijid^^ :  rome, 

Charmian 
OUr.Myarm  is  fore,  bed  play  with  Mar- 

diaa. 
Clm.  A»  well  a  woman  with  an  eun^ich 
pUy'd,  Tmc,  fir. 

As  with  a  woman;  romc— you'll  play  with, 
SUr.  As  well  as  I  can,  madam. 
Cn,  And  when  goodwill  isftew'd,  tho»  it 
ro.nc  too  Oiort, 
:  ay  plead  pardon.  I'll  none  now:— 

(  ->*•  inglr— we'll  to  theriver:  there, 

^  '  off,!  will betrayrpicrce 

"^  my  bended   hook  fliall 

'     V  them  up, 

•ony, 
„..^ht. 

•J, ling;  when  your 


You  ^ 


divcr 


pid  hang  afalt.5(h  on  hi*  hook,  which  he 

''—O  times!  fnight 

J  ...^    -  u....  cut  of  patience  J     and  that 


I  laueh'd  him  into  patience  :   and  next  mom 
Ere  the  ninth  hour,  I  drunk  him  to  his  bed  ; 
Then  put  my  tires  and  mantles  on  h^m,^^hilfi 
I  wore  his  fword  Philippan. 
Ambition^  jealous  of  a  too  fuccffsful  FrUnd, 
O  Silius!   Silius  ! 
I  have  done  enoujjh  :  aloweiplace,notewell, 
May  make   too  great  an  ad :  for  learn  thii, 

Silius, 
Better  to  leave  undone,  than  by  our  deed 
Acquire  too  high  a  fame, when  him  we  fcrve'i 
away. 

OSlavia't  Entrance^  what  it Piould  have  been. 
Why  have  you  itol'n  upon  us  thus  \     You 
come  not 
Like  Cjcfar's  firter  :  the  wife  of  Antony 
Should  have  an  army  for  anuflier,  and 
The  neighs  ofhorfeto  tell  of  her  approach. 
Long  ere  rtic  did  appear :  the  trees  by  th'  way 
Should  have   borne  men  j    and   expcftation 

fainted, 
Longing  for  what  it  had  aot :  nay,   the  duft 
Should  have  afccndedto  the  rOofof  iieaven 
Kais'dbyour  populous  troops.     But  you  are 

come 
A  markct-maid  to  Romc  ;  and  have  nrevented 
The  oltentation  of  our  love,  which,  left  un- 

(hewn, 
Is  often  Icftunlov'd  ;  wefhouldhavemet  you 
By  Tea,  and  land  ;  fupplyingev'ry  ftage 
".^'ith an  augmented  greeting. 
Women. 
Women  are  not 
In  their  befl  fortunes  flrong ;  but  want  will 
The  ne'cr-touch'd  veftal.  [perjure 

Fortune  forms  our  Judgment. 
I  fee  men's  judgments  are 
A  parcel  of  their  fortunes;  and  things  outward 
Do  draw  the  inward  quality  after  them. 
To  fuffer  all  alike. 

Loyalty, 
Mine  honeftyand  I  begin  to  fquarc. 
The  loyalty,  well  held  to  fools  do^s  make 
Our  faith  mere  folly:  yet,  he  that  can  endure 
To  follow  with  allegiance  a  fall'n  lord, 
Does  conquer  him  that  did  his  matter  conquer. 
And  earns  a  place  i'  the  rtory. 

Wifdamfupcrior  to  Fortune. 
Wifdom  and  fortune,  combating  together. 
If  that  the  former  d.irc  but  what  it  can, 
No  chance  may  fhake  it. 

Vicious  Perfons  infatuated  hy  Heaven. 

When  we  in  our  vicioufnefs  grow  hard, 

(O  mifcry  on  't  !)  the  wife  gods  feal  our  eyes 

In  our  own  filth,  drop  our  clear  judgments, 

make  us 
Adore  our  errors  ;  laugh  at  us,  while  we  (^rut 
To  our  confufion. 

Fury  expels  Fear.  [rious 

Now  he'll  outftarc  the  lightning.  To  be  f»- 
Is  to  be  frighted  out  of  fear:  and, in  that  mood, 
Thcdovc  will  peck  theeftridge;  and  I  fee  ftill 
A  diminution  m  our  captain's  brain 
Rertores  his  heart :  when  valour  preys  on 
It  can  the  fword  it  fights  with.  [reafon, 

A  majlir 
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A  majler  taking  leave  of  his  Servants, 
Tena  me  to-night  ; 
May  be,  it  is  the  period  of  your  duty  : 
Haply,  you  rtiall  not  fee  me  raore  ;  or  if, — 
A  mangled  (hudow.     Perchance  to-morrow 
You'll  ferve  another  mafter.     1  look  on  you 
As  one  that  takes  his  leave.    Mine  honed 

friends, 
I  turn  you  not  awny  ;  but,  like  a  mafter, 
Married  to  your  good  fervice,  flay  till  death: 
Tt  nd  me  to-night  two  hours,  I  aflc  no  more, 
And  the  gods  yield  you  for  't. 

Early  rifine  the  way  to  Eminence' 

This  morning,  like  the  Ipirit  of  a  youth 

That  means  to  be  of  note,  begins  betimes. 

Antony  to  Cleopatra  atjiis  return  njilk  yi6lory, 

O,  thou  day  o'  th'  world,  [all. 

Chain  mine  arm'd  neck  ;  leap  thou, attire  and 

Thro'  proof  of  harnefs  to  my  heart,  and  there 

Ride  on  the  pants  triumphing. 

Loathed  Life. 

0  fovereign  miftrcfs  of  true  melancholy, 
The  poifonous  damp  of  night  difpunge  upon 
That  life,  a  very  rebel  to  my  will,  [me  ; 
May  hang  no  longer  on  me. 

Antonyms  Defpondcncy. 
Oh  fun,  thy  uprife  ihall  I  fee  no  more: 
Fortune  and  Antony  part  here  ;  even  here 
Do  we  fhake  hands.    All  come  to  this.  1  The 

hearts 
That  fpaniel'd  me  at  heels,  to  whom  I  gave 
Their  wilhes,  do  difcandy,  melt  their  fweets 
On  bloflfoming  Caefar ;  and  this  pine  is  bark'd. 
That  over-topp'd  them  all. 

D'parting  Greatnefs. 
The  foul  and  body  rive  not  more  inpiarting 
Than  greatnefs  going  oft". 

Antony  on  hisfadcd  Glory. 
>fn/.Somctime,wefee  a  cloud  that's  dragjon- 
A  vapour  fometime,like  a  bear,  or  lion,  [idi; 
A  tower'd  citadel,  a  pendant  rock, 
A  forked  mountain,  or  blue  proruontory, 
With  trees  upon  't,  that  nod  unto  the  world, 
And  mock  our  eyes  with  air: — Thou  hall  feeo 

thefe  figns ; 
They  are  black  vefper's  pageants. 
Eros.   Ay,  my  lord. 
vinf.That  which  is  now  a  horfe,  even  with 
a  thought 
The  rack  diflimns,  and  make  it  indiftin<5t, 
As  water  is  in  water. 
Eros.  It  does,  my  lord. 
^«f.Mygoodknave,Eros,nowthycaptainis 
Eveii  fuch  a  body  :   here  I  am  Antony, 
Yet  cannot  hold  this  vifiblc  fliapc,  my  knave. 

1  made  thefe  wars  for  Egypt ;  andtheQueen, 
Whofe  heart   1  thought   I  had,  for  (he  had 

mine  : 
Which,whilft  it  was  mine, had  annex'd  unto  't 
A  million  more,  now  loft  ;  Ihe,  Eros,  has 
Pack'd  cards  with  Csefar,  and  falfe  flay 'd  my 
Unto  an  enemy's  triumph.  [glory; 

Nay,  weep  not,  gentle  Eros ;  there  is  left  us 
Ourfelves'to  and  ourfelves.  • 

Dffcription  of  Cleopatta''s  (tuppofcd)  Death.     \ 
Death  of  oheperlbn  can  be  paid  but  once; , 


Is  done  unto  thy  hand;  the  M  flie  fpake 
Was  Antony  !  moft  noble  Antony  !  ^ 
Then  in  the  midft  a  tearing  groan  did  brake 
The  name  of  Antony ;  it  was  divided 
Between  her  heart  and  lips:  Ihe  render'd  llfc^ 
Thy  name  fo  buried  in  her. 

Cleopatra  on  the  diath  of  Antony, 
It  were  for  me 
Tothrow  my  fceptreat  th*  injurious  gocJs  ; 
To  tell  them, that  this  worl.i  did  aqual  thcir«?. 
Till  they  had  ftol'n  our  jewel.     All's  but 

nought ;  ,  ; 

Patience  is  fottifti  ;  and  impatience doe5 
Become  a  dog  that's  mad:  then  is  it  fin. 
To  rulh  into  the  feciet  houfe  of  death,  [men? 
Ere  death  dare  come  to  us?   Ho,  do  you  wo- 
What,  what  ?  good  ^chcer  1    Wliy  how  now, 

Charmain  ? 
My  noble  girls  ! — Ah  women,women !  Look, 
Our  lamp  is  fpent,  it's  out  : — Good  firs,  take 
heart:  ^,     .|[wl;at's  noble. 

We'll  bury  him:    and   then,  what's  brave. 
Lei's  do  it  after  tiie  high  Roman  faftiion, 
And  make  death  proud  to  take  us.  Come  away: 
This  cafe  of  that  huge  fpirit  now  is  cold, 
Death.  . 

My  defolation  does  begin  to  make 
A  better  life  :  'tis  paltry  to  be  Casfar  ; 
Not  being  fortune,  he's  but  fortune's  knave, 
A  minifter  of  her  will  ;  and  it  is  great 
To  do  that  thing  thnt  ends  all  other  deeds ; 
Which    (hackles    accidents,    and    bolts   up 
change  ;  C^^"ng. 

Which  fleeps,  and  never  palates  more  the 
The  beggar's  nurfe,  and  Cx'far's. 

Cleopatra'' s  Dream  and  Drfcription  of  Antony. 
Cleo.  I  dream'd, there  wasanemper6rAnto 
O,  fuch  another  fleep,  that  I  might  fee  [ny  ; 
But  fuch  another  man  !  , 

Del.  If  it  might  pleafe  you—         [iti  ftuck 
Cleo.  His  face  was  as  the  heavens;  andthere- 
A  fun  and  moon;  which  kept  their  coUrfc, 
The  little  O,  the  earth.  [and  lighted 

Dot,   Moft  fovereign  creature —  .[^'"'^ 

Cleo.  His  legs  beftrid  the  ocean  :  his  rear'd 
Crefted  the  world  :  his  voice  was  propertied 


And 


that   fhe  has  difchars'd. 
vvwuldlt  do. 


What  thou 


As  all  the  tuned  fpheres,  andth.lt  to  frienfl*^ 
But  when  he  meant  to  quail  and  {hake  the  orb. 
He  was  as  rattling  thunder.  For  his  bounty, 
There  was  no  winter  in  't ;   an  autumo  'twas 
That  grew  the  more  by  reaping  -.  his  delights 
Wercdolphin-like;  they  fhew'd  his  back  above 
The  element  they  liv'd  in;  in  his  livery 
Walk'd  crowns  and  crownets ;     rtalms  and 
As  plates  dropt  from  his  pocket,  [idands  were 
Firm  Refolution. 
What  poor  an  inftruincnt 
May  do  a  noble  deed  !    he  brings  me  liberty. 
My  refolution'spliic'd,  and  1  have  nothing 
Of  woman  in  me :  now  from  bead  to  foot 
I  am  marble  copftant :  how.thefltetinginoon 
No  planet  is  of  mine. 

Clcopatra^s  tpeech  on  applying  the  AJ'p, 
Give  memyrobe,  puton  my  crown;  (have 
Immortal  longings  in  me^.     Now  nom-re 

•  The 
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The  juice  ofyEtyprj  grape  fhallm.ihhis  lip: 
Vjrr,yare,KOod  Iras; quick — mcUunKsIhcar 

An'oiv  t  .ill  ;    T  fee  hi:n  roiifr  l'.;;".(r!t' 

■v.  moclc 
N -JVC  men 

':  l^ilbind.I  cojnc! 

^  ^e^  prove  my  title! 

1  .i:u  iir>:,  an>i  .»;r  ,   my  otnrr  elements 
!  give  to  bafer  lile.     So,— kjvc     <u  «ione  ? 
Come  thcn,and  take  the  laft  warnw  h  oi  nylipsr 
Fafcwell,kiodCharmian;  Ira»,lo:v;  !^i"'vell. 
[Kifitkem.   1r€i  /c:'a  jrJdUi, 
Havel  lheafpicininylip%?  Dot  r.  il  ? 
If  thou  and  nature  can  fo  gently  p.ir  t, 
Theftroke  of  death  is  a*  a  lover'    ;   •  <  !i. 
Which  hurl$,andiidcr»red.  DoftH.   n  licftill? 
If  thus  thou  vanifheft,  thou  telTIt  tiic  world 
It  \\  not  worth  leave-taking. 

Cksr.  Diflblve.  thick  cloud, and  rtin,  that  I 
Thr  god  J  themfclvcs  Ao  weep.        [  may  fay, 

Ctt9    This  proves  me  baie  :— — 
If  ■  .'.ct  the  curled  Antony, 

\'.  •  '•manttof  her ;  and  fpciul  that  kifs 

V  'Kraventohave.Coinrjtlu.'imortal 

■  he  Aff ,  wkickjtu  applies  to  herb  rfitfi. 
>V  irp  teeth  this  knot  intnnficate 

Of  iite  at  once  untie  :  poor  venonu>as  fool, 
Bean^yanddifpatch.  0,could(}  thou  fpeak, 
Thai  I  raichl  hear  thcc  call  great  C.ci.ir  afs, 
Unpolicy'dl 
CJkmr.  O,  eaflcrn  rtar. 
C//#.   Peace,  peace  ! 
Dort  thou  not  fee  my  baby  at  my  brcaft, 
That  fucks  the  mirfe  allcep  ? 
CW.  O,  break  !  O,  break!  [•.cntle— 

Or».  As  fweet  as  balm,  as  foft  a^  air,  as 
O  Antony  I  Nay,  I  will  take  thcc  too  :  — 

{^^pptying  another  Afp, 

What  ftiould  r  flay  [  />/«. 

C4#r.  fn»i,.,  -licworldf  fo,  fare  tlir- well. 

Now,  I  wathi    in  thy  polk  flion  lies 

A  lafs  V  d. 


S\^.     CORIOLANUS.     SHAKsrrvRK. 

Vlj^HAT  would  you  have,  you  curs » 
^^   That  like  nor  peace  nor  war  >    I  lie  one 

,«rr  ..Knyon^  [you, 

T!  .'^ei  you  proud.   He  that  trulls  to 

\V  >uld  find   you   lion>,  (uids  you 

v.'!-rr  !<  \:s,  geefet  yoit  sirenofiircr,  no, 

'I  \\   M  '<  tlw  loal  of  Mr<-  ;  c, 

Or  ,■  1  :r;  -•;-  .  ,fh-  l.i.u    .  ■■  IS,  [hlra, 

To  iii..».  •    •  T I, y,  v,,,v/n.  <...!<.. icc  fubducs 

Andci  iticcdtdit.    Who  dcferves 

D"  ■'-  :  and  your  affecUons  arc 

A  iite.  who  defires  mod  that 

Which  ivould  lULreale  his  evil.  He  that  de* 

pends 
Upon  your  favours,  fwims  with  fins  of  lead, 
And  hewsdown  oaks  with  rufhcs.  Hang  yc! — 

truQ  yc  \ 
With  every  minute  you  do  change  a  mind ; 


And  call  him  noble,  that  was  now  your  hate. 
Him  vile  tliut  was  yuur  garland. 

Aujidiuii  Hatred  to  Coriclanus. 

Not  llccp,  nor  fantiluary, 

Being  naked,  lick  ;  nor  fane,  nurcapitol, 
The  prayers  of  pricfts,  nor  times  of  facrifice, 
Embarquem«jiits  all  of  fury,  fhall  lilt  up 
Thtfir  rotten  privilege  and  cuilom  'gainfl 
M)  lute  toMarcius.  Where  I  find  him, were  it 
At  honie.uponmybrother's guard, ev'n  there, 
A«jainrt  the  holpitable  cannjn,  would  I 
Walh  my  fierce  hand  in  his  heart. 
An  hiaj^inary  Dffcription  of  Coriolanus  warring  * 
Mcthinks,  I  hear   hither  your  hulband's 
drum  ; 
Sec  Ijim  pluck  Aufidiusdown  by  the  hair; 
As  children  from  a  bear,  the  Volfci  fhunninj 
him:  [thus, — 

Mcthinks  I   fee  him  flarap  thus, — and  call 
♦'Come  on,  ye  cowards!   ye  were  got  in  fear. 
Though  ye  were  born  in  Rome:"  his  bloody 
brow  [goes 

With  his  maird  hand  tlien  wiping,  forth  he 
Like  to  a  harvcflman,  that's  taflc'd  to  mow 
Or  all,  or  lofc  liis  hire.  [blood  I 

yirj^e.  His  bloody  brow!  Oh,  Jupiter,  no 
Vol.  Away, you  fuol!  it  morebecomcsa  man. 
Than  gilt  his  trophy  :  The  breads  of  Hecuba, 
Wl)en  (he  did  fuckleHeftor,  look'd  not  love- 
lier [blood 
Than  Hector's  forehead,  when  it  fpit  forth 
At  Grecian  fwords  contending. 

Doing  our  Duty  merits  not  Praife. 
Pray,  now  no  more  :  my  mother. 
Who  has  a  charter  to  extol  her  blood, 
When  flic  docs  praife  me,    grieves  me  :     I 
have  done,  [duced 

As  you   have  done;  that's  what    I  can  I    in- 
As  you  have  been  :  that's  for  my  country  : 
He  that  has  but  effected  his  good  will 
Hath  overta'cn  mineach 

Popularity.  [fights 

All  tongues  fpeak  of  him,  and  the  bleared 
Are  fpcclacled  to  fee  him.  Your  prattling 
Into  a  rapture  lets  her  baby  cry,  [nurfe 

While  (lie  chats  him:  thckitchin  malkin  uin$ 
Hcrrichcft  lockram  'bout  her  rcechy  nctk, 
Clamb'ringihcwallstocyebim:  Halls,  bulks, 
windows,  [hors'd 

Are    fmothcr'd  up,  leads  fiU'd,    and  ridges 
With  variable  complexions;  all  agreeing 
In  earncftnefs  to  fee  him:  feld-lhown  flamens 
Do  prefs  among  the  popular  throngs,and  puff 
To  win  a  vulgar  (Union  :  our  vcil'd  dames 
Commit  the  war  of  white  and  dainafk,  in 
Their  niccly-gawdcd  cheeks,  to  th' wanton 

fpoil 
Of  Phoebus'  burning  kiffes  :  fuch  a  pother. 
As  if  that  whatfoever  cod,  who  leads  him, 
Were  flily  crept  into  his  human  powers, 
And  gave  him  graceful  pofture. 

Ciimitiiui'  Speech  in  the  Senate. 
I  fhall  lack  voice  :  the  deeds  of  Coriolanun 
Should  not  be  utter'd  feebly,     it  is  held 
Tlut  valour  is  the  chiefcft  virtue,  aud 
Mod  dignifies  the  hav«r  :  if  it  be, 

Thit. 
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The  man  1  fpeak  of  cannot  in  the  world 
Be  (ingly  counterpois'd.   At  fixtcen  years, 
When  Tarquin  made  a  head  for  Rome,   he 

fought  [^or, 

Beyond  the  mark  of  others;  our  then  duHa- 
Whom  with  all  praife  I  point  at,fa\v  him  fight, 
When  with  his  Amazonian  chin  he  drove 
The  briftled  lips  before  him  :  he  bedrid 
Ano'er-prell  Roman^and  i'the  confiii's  view 
Slew  three  oppofers  :  Tarquin's  felf  he  met, 
And  ftruck  him  on  his  knee:  in  that  day'sfeats, 
When  he  might  atl  the  woman  in  the  fcene, 
He  prov'd  belt  man  i'  the  field,  and  tor  his 

meed 
Was  brow-bound  with  the  oak.  His  pupil-age 
Man-entered  thus,  he  waxed  like  a  fea  ; 
And  in  the  brunt  of  feventeen  battles  (ince. 
He  lurch'd  all  fvvords'o  the  garland.     For  this 
Before,  and  in  Corioli,  let  me  fay,  [laft, 

I  cannot  fpeak  him  home:  he  ftopp'd  the  flyers; 
And,  by  his  rare  example,  made  the  coward 
Turn  terror  into  fport :  As  weeds  before 
A  velTel  under  Aiil,  fo  men  obey'd,     [Itamp) 
And  fell  below  hisftem:  his  fword  (death's 
Where  it  did  mark,  it  took  ;  from  face  to  foot 
He  was  a  thing  of  blood,  whofe  every  motion 
Was  tim'd  with  dying  cries;  alone  he  enter'd 
The  mortal  gate  o' the  city,which  he  painted 
With  fhunlefs  dclliny  ;  aidlef^came  off,  - 
And  with  a  fudden  reinforcement  ih'uck 
Corioli,  like  a  planet.     Now  all's  his  : 
When  by  and  by  the  din  of  war  'gan  pierce 
Hisreadyfenfej  thenllraighthisdoiibledfpirit 
Requicken'd  what  in  tielh  was  fatigate. 
And  to  the  battle  came  he  ;  where  he  did 
Run  reekiago'er  the  lives  of  men,  as  if 
'Twere  a  pepetual  fpoil :  and  till  we  call'd 
Both  field  and  city  ours,  he  never  ftood 
To  cafe  his  breaft  with  panting. 
The  Ukhitf  of  Anarchy, 
My  foul  aches. 
To  know,  when  two  authorities  are  up, 
Keither  fupreme,  how  foon  confufion 
May  enter  'twixt  the  gap  of  both,  and  take 
The  one  by  the  other. 

Char  ail  er  afCoriolanus. 
His  nature  is  too  noble  for  this  world : 
He  would  not  flatter  Neptune  for  his  trident. 
Or  Jove  forhispower  to  thunder.  His  heart's 

his  motith  ;  [vent  ; 

What  his  breaft  forges,  that  his  tongue  muft 
And,  beingangry,  does  forget  that  ever 
He  heard  the  name  of  death. 

Honour  and  Policy. 

I've  heard  you  fay. 
Honour  and  policy,  like  unfever'd  friends, 
V  the  war  do  grow  together  ;  grant  that,  and 

tell  me 
In  peace, what  each  of  them  byth'  other  lofs, 
That  they  combine  not  there  I 

The  Method  to  gain  Popular  Favour. 
Go  to  them,  with  this  bonnet  in  thy  hand; 
And   thus  far   having  ftrctch'd  it,  (here  be 

with  them)  [nefs 

Thy  knee  bufling  the  ftonej  (for  in  fuch  bufi- 


hdxon  is  eloquence,  and  the  eyes  tf  the  ig- 
norant 
More  learned  tlian  the  ears),  waving  thy  head," 
Which  often,  thus,  correcting  thy  lloiit  heajrr. 
Now  humble,  as  the  ripeft mulberry,  [them. 
That  will  not  hold  the  handling:  or,  fay  to 
Thou  art  their  foldier,  and,   being  bred  in 

broils,  [fcfs. 

Haft  Bot  the  foft  way,  which,  thou  doft'con- 
Wercfit  for  thee  to  ufc,  as  they  to  claim, 
Inalkin^  their  good  loves;  but  thou  wilt  frame 
Thyfel^  forfooth,  herafter  theirs,  fo  far 
As  thou  haft  power  and  perfon. 

Corioianus,  his  Abhorrence  of  Flattery. 
Well,  I  muft  do  't: 
Away,  my  difpofitioii,  and  poftefs  me 
Some  harlot's  fpirit  !    my  throat  of  war  be 

turn'd, 
Which  quired  with  my  drum,  into  a  pipe. 
Small  as  an  eunuch,  or  the  virgin  voice 
That  babies  lulls allcep  I  the  Aniles  of  knaves 
Tent  in  my  cheeks  ;  and  khool-boy's  tears 

take  up 
The  glaffes  of  my  fight!  a  beggar's  tongue 
Make  motion  thro'  my  lips  j    and  my  arm'd 

knees, 
Who  bow'd  butin  my  ftirrup,  bend  like  his 
That  hath  receiv'd  an  alms! — I  will  not  do't— 
Left  I  furceafe  to  honour  my  own  truth. 
And,  by  my  body's  a«5^ion  teach  my  mind 
A  mpft  inherent  bafeuefs. 
His  Mother's  Refolution  on  hisjlubhorn  Pridf* 
At  thy  choice  then: 
To  beg  of  thee,  it  is  my  morediftionour 
Than  thou  of  them.  Come  all  to  ruin;  let 
Thy  mother  rather  feel  tliy  pride,  than  fear 
Thy  dang'rous  ftoutnefs  :  for  I  mock  at  death 
With  as  big  heart  as  thou.     Do  as  thou  lift. 
Thy   valiantnefs  was  mine,  thou  fuck'dft  it 
But  own  thy  pride  thyfelf.  [from  me  ; 

His  Detejlation  of  the  Vulgar.      [hate. 
You  common  cry  of  curs!  whofe  breath  I 
Asreak  o'  th'   rotten  fens;    whofe  loves  I 
Asthedeadcarcafesof unburied  men,    [prize. 
That  do  corrupt  my  air:  I  banifh  you  ; 
And  here  remain  with  your  uncertainty  ! 
Let  every  feeble  rumour  ftiake  your  hearts  I 
Your  enemies  with  nodding  of  their  plumes, 
Fan  you  into  defpairl  have  the  power  fti|l 
To  banifti  your  defenders :  till  at  length 
Your  ignorance  (which  finds  not,  till  jt  feels 
Making  no  refervatlon  of  yourfelves 
Stijl  your  own  foes),  deliver  you,  as  moft 
Abated  captives,  to  fome  nation 
That  won  you  without  blows  ! 

Precepts  againjl  Ill-fortune. 
You  were  us'd 
To  fay, extremities  were  the  triers  of  fptrits ; 
That   common  chances  common  men  could 

bear ; 
That,  when  the  fea  was  calm,  all  boats  alike 
Shew'd   mafterftiip   in    floating.      Fortune's 

blows,  [ed,  crave 

When  moft  ftruck  homt,  being  gentle  wound- 
A  noble  cunning.  You  were  us'd  to  load  me 

With 
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Wiih  pretcntf  tlial  would  maVc  invincible 
The  bcait  tnatconuM  ihciii. 

Omc»mmm  Frkmdjhipi. 
Oh,  world,   thy  (llppcry  turns !    Friends 

nowfiaf*urn.  {hcATX, 

t^Thofc  double   bofom*   feem   to  xvcar  one 
Whofe  hour*,  whofc  Ud,  nholc  meal, and 

cxercifc, 
f^ff  mx  tocethcr»  who  twin,  'twere,  m  love, 
I  "^  ft»*!li*ithlnthisho  tr. 

(  ;on  of  a  doit,  break  cut 

1..  »,..;... ;t  enmity.     So  fellell  tots, 
Wbofe  pafTjons  and  whofe  plots  have  broke 

their  ficcp 
To  take  thr  one  the  other  by  fomr  chance. 
Some  trick,  not  worth  an  egg,  fhall  giowdear 

friends. 
And  interjoin  )hcir  IfTues.     . 
Martial  F'-"^'- 

int 

^rinc  arms  about  ihjt  >    rr  .ipainft 

\  afhanhumlrcd  tini'    hath  broke, 
/  :  J  iheftTbon  wiih  fplnicrs!   here  1 

Ihcaiivil  oftny  fword  tand  do  cuntcrt    [clip 
At  hotly  and  as  nObly  with  thy  love, 
As  ever,  in  ambitious  ftrcnglh,  1  did 
Contend  againf)  thy  valour.  Know  thou,firft, 
1  lovM  the  maid  I  married  ;  never  man 
5tth*d  truer  breath  ;  but  that  I  fee  thee  here, 
Thou  noble  thing!  moredancesmy  rapt  heart, 
Than  when  I  firfl  my  wedded  mi'tretN  faw 
I'cUiidemythrefhuld.  Why,  thou  Mars  !    I 

tell  thee 
Wc  have  a  power  on  foot ;  and  I  hul  purpofe 
Onentorr  to  hew  thy  targtt  from  tlu  brawn, 
Or  lofe  my  arm  for  *t :  thou  haft  br.it  me  out 
Twelve  feveral  times;  and  I  havt  nl^htlyfincc 
Dreamt  of  encounters  'twixt  thvirlt  and  mej 
Wc  have  been  do'vn  fof^rthrr  in  iny  ficcp. 
Unbuckling  h(  -'hn'j. throat, 

AodtNak'd  hu  .  ng. 

Tkt  St  nj  i  u  J  Oi.'.  II ;  f  ,i . .  '" . 

.   He  was  not  taken  well  ;  he  h.u!  not  din'd: 
The  veins  unfiUM^ot.r  Mo, ill  is  c<iUl, and  then 
Wc  pout  upon  '  unnpt 

To  gtre  or  to  f-  r  have  fluff'd 

<■;  of  blood, 
lupplcrfouls 
I  nun  m  our    |rie!!-iiice   XM'.s .    tuercfore  Til 
Till  be  be  die»»*d  to  my  rc<iur(! .   [watch  him 
(HjUnatt  Rf/oiuticn. 
My  wife  comet  fbrcrooft}  iIku  the  honoured 
mould 
WHerrin  this  trunk  watfram'd, and  in  her  hand 
The  grandchild  to  her  blood— But,  out,  af- 

legion  I 
All  bood  and  privileice  of  nsmre.  1)reak ! 
1^  u  k*.  v;r«.,-.... ,,. »,,.  ,,K,>;«  .t^,_       [eyes, 

Wh  r  thofc  dove's 

whv  ^  nil  melt, and 

*mnot  [bows, 

tK flrwnfrnr rwth  than  others*— tny  mother 

*  '  J'  to  a  molf  ^        '        .1 

■1  nod  :  an,'.  '')oy 

^»  --fcrCfkinM  ,   w-iivil 

-nynot.— T.et  the  Volfres 

'■„■■■,        >  h.^-iQw  Italy;  ni  never 


He  fuch  a  goflingto  obey  inftin6l  ;  but  ftandt 
As  if  a  man  were  author  of  himfelf, 
And  knew  no  other  kin. 

Relenting  Tmderntfs. 

•  ■  Like  a  dull  ador  now, 
I  have  forv;ot  my  part,  and  I  am  out, 
Kven  to  full  difgrace.     Bell  of  my  flefli, 
Forgive  my  tyranny  ;  but  do  not  fay. 
For  that,  forgive  our  Romans. — O,  a  kifs. 
Long  as  my  exile,  fweet  as  my  revenge  ! 
Now,  by  the jcalouj.  queen  of  heaven, that  kifil 
I  carried  from  thee,  dear;  and  my  true  lip 
Hath  virgin'd  it  e'er  lince. — You  gods!  1  prate, 
And  thcmoft  noble  mother  of  the  vvorld 
Leave  tinfaluted  :  fink,  my  knee  i'  th'  earth  } 
Ofthy<#cep  duty  more  imprcflion  flicw 
Than  that  of  common  ("ons. 
Chnjity. 
The  noble  fi(terot  Publicola, 
The  moon  of  Konie  ;  challe  as  the  icicle, 
That's  curdled  by  the  froil  from  purett  fnow, 
And  hangs  on  Diaii's  temple. 

Coriolartus'i  PrByer  for  his'SoH. 

The  godoffoldiers, 

With  the  confent  of  thefiipreme  Jove,  inform 
Thy     thoughts  with    nobUnefs,   that    thpu 

may'ft  prove 
To  fhanie  invulnerable,  and  ftick  i'  the  wars 
Like  a  great  fca-mark,   landing  every  flaw, 
And  faving  thofe  that  eye  thee  I 

Coriolanus' s  Mother^ s  pathetic  Speech  to  him. 

Think  with  thyfelf. 

How  more  unfortunate  than  all  living  women 
Arc  we   come  hither:  fince   that  thy   fight, 

Avhicli  (liould 
Make  our  eyes  flow  with  joy,  hearts  dance 
with  comforts  [fonow; 

Conflrainstlicinwcep»and  nKikewirhfeafand 
Making  the  mother,  Wife,  and  child,  to  fee 
The  fon>thehufband,  and  the  father,  tearing 
His  country's  bowels  out.  And  to  pooi*  we 
Thine  enmity's  mofl  capital :  thou  barr'ft  us 
Our  prayers  to  the  gods,  which  is  a  comfort 
That  all  but  we  enjoy.        .        -        - 

-         -         -         -  We  mud  find 
An  evident  calamity,  though  we  had    fthou 
Our  wi(h  which  fide  (hould  win:   for  cither 
Muft  as  a  foreign  recreant,  be  led 
With  manacles  along  our  (treetsi  or  elfe 
Triumphantly  tread  on  thy  country's  ruin  ; 
And  bear  the  palm,  for  having  bravely  fhcd 
Thy  wife  and  children's  blood.     Forniyfelf, 
I  purpofe  not  to  wait  on  fortune,  till      J/on^ 
Thefe  wars  determine :  if  I  cannot  poriiiad^ 

thee. 
Rather  to  lliew  a  noble  grace  to  both  parts, 
Than  feck  the  end  of  one, thou  (halt  no  foonejr 
Mai'ch  to  afTault   thy  country,  than  to  trcaj 
(Ttuft  to't,  thoirfbalt  not)  on  thy  mother's 
That  brough't  thee  to  this  world.      [womb, 
Peace  after  a  Sirgr. 
Ne*cr  tftfough  an  arch  fo  hurried  the  blown 
tide,  [you  ; 

As  the  rccomfortcd  thi-o'th*  ^atet.  Why, hark 
The  trumpetb,  fackbuts,  pfalteries,  and  fifes, 
Tabors,  and  c\mbal»,  and  the  ftiouling  Ro* 
Make  the  fun  dance,  [mans. 
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§   17.  CYMBELINE.    Shakspeare. 

Parting  Lovers.  - 
Into.  'T^HOU  Ihoiildrt  have  mack  him 

■*■    As  little  as  a  crow,  or  lefs,  crcleft 
To  after-cyc  him. 
Pi/.  iMadim,  Co  I  did. 
Imo.  I  would  havt'  broken  mine  cyc-ftrings; 

crack'd  'em,  but 
To  look  upon  him;  till  the  diminution 
Of  fpacc  had  pointed  him  af)  Iharp  as  myneedle: 
Nay,  followed  him,  till  he  had  melted  from 
The  fmallnefs  of  a  gnat,  to  air;  and  then 
Have  turn'd  mine  eye  and  wept.'    But,  j^ood 
Wlien  fhallwc  hearfrom  him?  [Pilanio, 

Pif.  Be  aflTur'd,  madam, 
With  his  next  vantage. 

Imo.  I  did  not  take  my  leave  of  him, but  had 
Molt  pretty  thingb  to  fay:  ere  I  could  tell  him, 
How  I  would  think  of  him,  at  certain  hours, 
Such  thoughts,  and  fuch;  or  1  would  make 

jiim  fwear. 
The  rties  of  Italy  fliouldnot  betray 
Mine  intereft,andhis  honour;  orhavecharg'd 

him,  ["igJit> 

At  the  fixth  hour  of  morn,  at  noon,  at  mid- 
'I'o  encounter  me  witii  oril'ons,  for  then 
I  am  in  heaven  for  him  ;  or  ere  I  could 
Give  him  that  parting  kifs,  which   I  had  fet 
Betwixt   two  charming  words,  comes  in  my 

father,  [north. 

And,   like  the  tyrannous  breathing  of  the 
Shakes  all  our  buds  from  growing. 

Th  Bafenefs  of  Faffchood  to  a  Wife. 

Since  doubting  things  go  ill, often  hurts  more 
Than  to  be  fure  thicy  do  :  for  certainties 
Either  are paflremedies ;  or,  timely  knowing, 
The  remedy  then  born,  difcover  to  me 
What  both  you  fpur  and  ftop, 

lack.   Had  I  this  cheek  [touch, 

To    bathe  my  lips  upon:  this   hand,   whofe 
Whofe  every  touch  w  ould  force  tiic  feeler's 

foul 
To  the  oath  of  loyalty;  this  objeft,  which 
Takes  prifoner  the  wild  motion  of  mine  eye. 
Fixing  it  only  here:  Hiouldl  (damn'd  then) 
Slaver  with  lips  as  common  as  the  Hairs 
That   mount    the   capitol,  join  gripes  with 
Made  hard  with  hourly  falfehOod  (as  [liands 
With  labour),  then  lie  peeping  in  an  eye, 
Bafe  and  unlultrous  as  the  fmoky  light 
That's  fed  with  /linking  tallow  :   it  were  fit, 
That  all  the  plagues  of  hell  (hpuldatone  time 
Encounter  fuch  revolt. 

Imogen's  Bed-chamber  ;  in  one  part  of  it  a  large 
Trunk. 


Imogen  is  df covered  reading. 


-Imo. 


■Mine  eyes  are  weak- 


Fold  down  the  leaf  where  I  have  left :  to  bed 
Take  not  away  the  taper,  leave  it  burning  ; 
Andif  thoucanft  awake  by  four  o'th' clock, 
I   pr'y  thee  call  me— Sleep  hath  feiz'd  me 
wholly.  [Exit  Lady 

Toy«wrprotC(^ionI  commend  nie,  god;>l 


From  fairies,  and  the  tempters  of  the  night. 
Guard  tne  beleech  yc!  SJHeeps^ 

'  lachimo  rifrsfrom  the  Trvnk. 
lach.  The   crickets  ling,  and  man's   o'cr- 
labour'd  fcnfe 
Repairs  itfclf  by  reft:   ourTarquin  thus 
Did  foftly  prefa  the  rufhes,  ere  he  waken'd 
1  he  chaltity  he  wounded. — Cytherea, 
How  bravelythoubecom'fl:  thybed!  frefhlily! 
And  w  hiter  than  the  ftiects  !    That  1  might 

touch ! 
But  kifs  ;    one  kifs  ! — Rubles  unparagon'd 
How  dearly  they  do  't! — 'Tis  her  breathing 
that  [taper 

Perfumes  the  chamber  thus  :  the  flame  o'  the 
Bows  towards  her  ;  and  would  under-peej>her 
To  fee  th'  inclofed  lights, nowcanopied  [lids. 
Under  thefe  windows:  white  and  azure,  lac'd; 
With  blue  ot  Heaven's   ov/n  tin(5t — but  my 

dClign? 
To  note  the  chamber: — I  w  ill  write  al  1  down:— 
Such, and  fuch,  pictures  j   there  the  window: 

fuch 
Th'  adornment  of  her  bed; — the  arras,  figure  J, 
Why,  fuch,  and  fuch : — and  the  contents  o* 

the  flory. 
Ah,  but  fome natural  notes  about  her  body. 
Above,  ten  thoufand  meaner  moveables, 
Would  teftify  t'  enrich  mine  inventory  : 
O  lleep,  thou  ape  of  death, lie  dull  upon  her! 
And  be  her  fenfe  but  as  a  monument. 
Thus  in  a  chapel  lying  !    Come  off,  come  off; 

{Taking  off  her  Bracelet,  , 
As  flippery,  as  the  Gordian  knot  was  hard  I 
'Tis  mine;  and  this  will  witnefs  outwardly. 
As  (trongly  as  the  confcience  does  within,' 
Tolhe  maddingof  herlord.  On  her  left  brcafl 
A  mole  cinque  fuottedjlike  the  crimfon  drops 
r  bottom  of  a  cowflip  :  Here's  a  voucher, 
Stronger  than  ever  lawcou  Id  make:  thisfecret 
Will  force  him  think  1  have  pick'd  the  lock 
and  ta'en  [what  end? 

The  trcafure  of  her  honour.  No  more. — To 
Why  fhould  I  write  this  down,  that's  riveted, 
Screw'd  to  my  memory  ?  She  hath  been  read, 
ing  late  [down. 

The  tale  ofTereus;  here  the  leaf's  turn'd 
Where  Philomel  gave  up  ?— .1  have  enoughs 
To  the  trunk  again,  and  (hut  the  fpring  ot  it. 
Swift,  fwift,  you  dragons  of  the  night !  that 

dawning 
May  bare  the  raven's  eye  :  I  lodge  in  fear; 
Tho'  this  a  heavenly  angel,  hell  is  here, 

\th  goes  into  the  Trunk  j  the  Scene  clofes. 
Gold.  ^ 

'Tis  gold  [makes 

Which buysadmittance:  oft  it  doth;  yea,and 
Diana's  rangers  falfe  themfelves,and  yield  up 
Their  deer  to  the  ftaud  o'er  the  dealer:  and 

it's  gold 
Which  makes  the  true  man  kill'd,  and  faves 

the  thief; 

Nay  f  ometimes  hangs  both  thief  and  true  man: 

Can  it  not  do,  and  undo?  [what 

A  Satire  on  Women. 

I      Is  there  no  way  for  men  to  be,  but  womea 

» Muft  be  half-woikers  \  We  are  all  baftards- 

Q  q  Aa 
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And  that  mofi  rtnerablc  man,  which  I 
Did  call  my  father,  wa»  I  know  not  nhrrc 
When  I  wa»lUinp'di  fooie  coiner  with  his 

tool* 
Madr  mc  a  cr          '  -  .'  rr  (crm'd 

The  Dwoo'  ^*  5c 

Tlic  aooparc.  - -,   .,..^,.iiKc:  ven- 
geance I 
Me  ©f  inv  ! jw  fii!  r  !f afuir  fhe  reftrain'.l, 
Aad  fr  'tee;  u.ditwith 

A  peui'  -t  view  on  t 

Might  wrii  tijvc  t«jfmuoi<i  Saturn^— that  I 

thought  her 
At  chjfie  a»  unfunn'd  fnow. 

.    •     .     Could  1  findont  ""tion 

I  tie  wonun'A  part  in  n^ef-  for  therr'^  tunno- 
'lliat  tend*  to  vice  in  man,  but  I  .;•    in 
If  t*  the  woman'*  part :  be  it  lyinj:,  rurc  it, 
The  »o:;;.iri'$;  flattering,   hcr«;  dcicivmg, 

I      •  k  thoughts,  hers  hers;  rev  tnj:rs, 

^-«  ,  liitin, 

A  ,  rovetin^s,  chat^ge  of  |  rid' s,  dil- 

^Kclongingf,  dandcrt,  mutabil:'\  :  [^hevi; 
Aliffultkthat  namc.nay.fhat  hrP  k^.ou  s^uhy, 
lnpart,or  all ;  but,raih'  .(ti  to  vice 

They  are  not  conrtant,  1  .,iti^  ftill; 

One  vice,  but  of  a  minutr  um,  t.  i  i>:)»: 
Not  half  fo  old  a$  that.  I'll  write  i-i, it  them, 
Dc:c("f  if .  rrt,   curfethein: — yet   tii  greater 

",  to  pray  they  have  th<  Ir  %vill  j 
..c  vcr)  dcviU  cannot  plague  them  better. 

vf  IVi/lf't  ImfatUnce  to  mtei  her  Ilii/'nvd. 
O,  for  a  horfe  with  wings! — HiMift  thou, 

He  is  a-  t.jven:  read,  and  tell  me 

Ifow  f .  rr.   If  one  of  mf  in  affairs 

^'  'n  a  week,  why  may  n«»t  I 

C'  '  in  a  day  ?    Then,  true  Pifanio, 

(Wjio  lon^ll,  like  me,  lo  fee  thy  loid,  who 

lonK'rt— 
O,  let  roe  bate^but  not  like  me:-yrt  lonp'fl 
But  inafainierkind:— O.not  likcn^r  ,     thick. 
For  mine's  beyond,  beyond) — fay,  ^tul  (peak 
(love's  counfellor  fhould  All  the-  bore*  of 

h^.'jr^np 
Tothr  I  ,  it  is 

Tofhi  way 

T 

''  — ,     .  ..icgap 

lat  we  thaii  make  m  time,  from  our  hencc- 
r^'^^C.  [hence? 

i^  ''  excufe :  tut  firfl,  liow  get 

^^  '  r  be  'uorn,  or  e'er  begot  ? 

J*«.  M  i..iK  :  \\\n  hereafter.  Pr'ythee,fpeak, 
Mow  m^ny  fcore  of  miles  nuy  we  well  ride 

•Tvslxf   Iw.r.r  .!•,,!   >,.,,:r> 

runarw)  fun, 

I);  andtoomuch  too. 

i^j.  ^Vh>,  ttoc  that  rode  to  his  execution, 

>"*"»  [wag«r*, 

"ouldncvrrgofoflow:  1  have  heard  of  riding 

Where  horfeshavc  been  nimbler  ihanihe  faads 


That  run  i'   the  clock's  behalf.  But  this  is 

foolery. 
Go,bidmywoinanfeignaffckncrs;  fay,  [fently 
She'll  hornet' her  father:  and  provide  me  prc- 
A  riding  fuit ;  no  coillicv  than  would  fit 
A  franklin's  houfewife. 
Pif.   Madam,  you  've  beft  confider .   '^here, 
Imo    I    fee  before   me,  man;  nor  lierc,  nor 
Nor  whatcnfucs  ;  but  have  a  fog  in  them. 
That  I  cannot  look  thro'.  Away  I  pr'ythecj 
Do  as  I  bid  thee:   there's  no  more  to  lay  } 
Acccflible  is  none  btit  Milfoid  way. 
A  t\^ejii  with  a  Cave,  in  IVuirs. 
Enter  Betarius,  Guidcruis,  and  Arvira^us. 
Bel.  A  goodly  day  not  to  keep  houfe,  with 

futh  [giiie 

Whofcroorsaslow  asoiirs.  Stoop, boys:  this 
Inilruds  you  how  t'  adore  the  heavens!  and 

bows  you  [narchs 

To  morning's  holy  office.  The  gates  of  mo- 
Arc  arch'd  fo  high  that  giants  may  jet  thro* 
And  keep  their  ini}>iuu»  turbans  on,  without 
Good-morrow   to   the    fun — Hail   ihou  fair 

Heaven ! 
Wehoufei'the  rock,yetufe  thee  not  fo  hardly 
As  prouder  livers  do. 
Guid,  Hail,  heaven ! 

Wrr.  Hail,  heaven!  [lull  t 

Bfl.  Now  for  o»!rnjountain  fport  up  to  yon 

Your  legs  are  young;  111  tread  thefe  flats, 

Conlider, 
When  you  above  perceive  me  like  a  crow, 
'1  hat  it  is  a  place  which  lellens,  and  lets  off. 
And   you  may  then  revolve  what  talcs  I've 

told  you. 
Of  courts,  of  princes,  of  the  tricks  in  war  : 
This  fcrvice  is  not  fervice.fo  being  done. 
But  being  fo  allow'd :   To  appehend  thus, 
Draws  Ub  a  profit  from  all  things  wc  fee  ; 
And  often,  to  cur  comfort,  fttall  wc  find 
The  Hiarded  beetle  in  a  fafcr  hold 
Than  is  the  full-wing'd  eagle.  (),  this  life 
Is  nobler,  than  attending  for  a  check  j 
Richer,  th.in  doing  nothing  for  a  bauble  f 
Prouder,  than  rultlingin  unpaid»for  (ilk  : 
Such  gain  thecapof  him  that  makes  them  fine. 
Yet  keeps  hisbookuncrof^'d:  no  lite  to  ours. 
Cuidt  Out  of  your  proof  you   Ipeak  ;  we, 

poor  unflcdg'd  [know  not 

Have  never  wing'd  from  view  o'  the  ncft;  nor 
What  air's  from  home.  Haply, this  life  is  belt 
llquiet  life  be  bed  ;   fv^cetcr  to  you, 
That  have  a  (lui  per  known;  well  corrcfpond. 
With  vour  fiiftagc:  but,untous,it  is  [ing 

A  cell  ot  ignorance  \  travelling  a-bed  } 
A  prifon  for  a  debtor  that  not  dares 
To  ft  ride  a  limit. 

Arv.  \\  hat  Ihould  we  fpcak  of 
Whcnweaicasold  as  you  ?  when  wefhallhcar 
The  rain  and  wind  beat  dark  Deceinber,how, 
In  this  ourpinching  cave,  fliall  wedifcourfe 
The  freezing  hours  away?     We   have  feen 

nothing: 
We  are  bcaflly  ;  fubtle  as  tjie  fox,  for  prey  : 
Like  warlike  as  the  wolf,  for  what  we  eat :        JHI 
Our  valour  is,  to  chafe  w^at  flies  j  our  cage     '|H| 
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We  make  a  quire,  as  doth  the  prilbn'd  bird, 
And  fing  our  bondage  freely. 

BrL  How  you  fpeuk  ! 
Did  you  but  know  the  city's  ufuries,  [court, 
And  felt  them  knowingly:  the  heart  o'  the 
As  hard  to  leave, askeep  ;  whofe  top  to  climb 
Is  certain  falling,  or  fo  (lipp'ry,  that  [war. 
The  fear's  as  bad  as  falling  ;  The  toil  of  the 
A  pain  that  only  Teems  to  leek  our  danger 
I'  the  name  of  fame,  and  honour:  which  dies 

i'  the  fearch; 
And  hath  as  oft  a  iland'rous  epitaph, 
As  record  of  fair  a6t ;  nay,  many  times 
Doth  ill  deferve,bydoin2  well;  what's  worfe, 
Muft  curt'fie  at  thecenfure:  O,  boys, this  ftory 
The  world mayread  in  me:  my  body's mark'd 
With  Roman  fwords ;  and  my  report  was  once 
Firftwlthtlie  beftofnoteiCymbelinelov'dme, 
And  when  a  foldiervvM5>  the  theme,  my  name 
Was  not  far  off :  then  was  I  as  a  tree  [night, 
Who(eboughs  did  bend  with  fruit :  but,  in  one 
A  (lorm,  or  robbery,  call  it  what  you  will, 
Shook  down  my  mellow  hangings,  nay,   my 
And  left  me  bare  to  weather.  [leaves, 

Gui'd.  Uncertain  favour  !  [you  oft) 

BeL  My  fault  being  nothing,(asl  have  told 
But  that  two  villians,  whofe  falfe  oaths  pre- 
vail'd  [line, 

Before  my  perfect  honour,  fvvore  to  Cymbe- 
I  was  confederatewith  the  Romans :  fo  [years, 
FoUow'd  my  banilhment ;  and,  this  twenty 
This  rock,  and  thefe   demefnes,  have  been 

my  world  : 
Where  I  have  liv'd  at  honeft  freedom  ;  paid 
More  pious  debts  to  heaven, than  inall  [tains; 
Thefore-endof  mytime. — But  up  to  the  moun- 
This  is  not  hunter's  language:  he  that  ftrikes 
The  venifon  firft,lliall  be  the  lordo'  th'  feaft; 
To  him  the  other  two  Oiall  miniller ; 
And  we  will  fear  no  poifon,  which  attends 
In  place  of  greater  ftate- 

T/.e  Force  of  Nature. 
How  hard  it  is,  to  hide  the  fparks  of  nature ! 
Thefe  boys  knowlittle,theyare  fons  to  th'king; 
Nor  Cynibeline  dreams  that  they  are  alive. 
They  think  they'are  mine :  and  though  train'd 
up  thus  meanly  [do  hit 

r  the  cave,  whereinthey  bow, their  thoughts 
The  roofs  of  palaces  j  and  nature  prompts 

them. 
In  fimple  and  low  things,  to  prince  it,  much 
Beyond  the  trick  of  others.  This  Polydore,' 
The  heir  of  Cymbeline  and  Britain,  whom 
The  king  his  father  call'd  Guiderius,  Jove  ! 
"When  on  my  tlu-ee-foot  ftool  1  fit,  and  tell 
The  warlike  feats  I've  done, his  fpirits  fly  out 
Into  my  fiory:  fay— thus  mine  enemy  fell ; 
And  thus  I  fetmy  footonhisneck;-^even  then 
The   princely  blood  flows  in  his  cheek,  he 
fweats,  [pofhire 

Strains  his  young  nerves,  and  puts  hiuifelf  in 
That  at^ts  my  words.     The  younger  brother, 

Cadwal, 
(Once,  Arviragus)  in  as  like  a  figure    [more 
Strikes  life  into  my  fpeech,  and  Ihcws  much 
His  own  conceiving. 


Slander. 

No,  'tis  (lander,  (tongu« 

Whofe  edge  is  (harper  than  the  fword :  w  hofc 
Out-venoms  all  the  worms-of  Nile;  whofe 

breath 
Rides  on  the  porting  winds,  and  doth  belie 
All  corners  of  the  world:   Kings, queens,  and 

Hates,- 
Maids,  matrons,nay,the  fecrets  of  the  grave, 
This  viperous  (lander  enters. 

A  lVife''s  Innocency. 
Falfe  to  his  bed  !     What  is  it  to  be  falfe  ? 
To  lie  in  watch  there,  and  to  think  on  him  ? 
To  weep  'twixt  clock   and  clock? — If  flcep 

charge  nature. 
To  break  it  with  a  fearful  dream  of  him. 
And  cry  myfelf  awake?  That's  falfe  to's  bed? 
IVivrMn  in  Man's  Drefs. 
You  muft  forget  to  be  a  woman  ;  change 
Command  into  obedience  ;  fear  and  nicenefs, 
(Thehandmaidsof  all  women,or  more  truly 
Woman  its  pretty  felf), into  a  waggiih  courage. 
Ready  in  gibes,  quick-anfwer'd,  faucy  and 
As  quarrellous  as  the  weazel :  nay,  you  muft 
Forget  that  ra^eft  treafure  of  your  cheek, 
Expofing  it  (Uit  O,  the  harder  heart ! 
Alack,  no  remedy  ! )  to  the  greedy  touch 
Of  common  killing  Titan;  and  forget 
Your  labourfome  and  dainty  trims,  wherein 
You  made  great  Juno  angry. 
The  Forejl  and  Cave. 
Enter  Imogen  in  Boys  Clothes. 
Imo.l  fee,  a  man's  life  is  a  tedious  one: 
I've  tir'd  myfelf;  and  for  tw^o  nights  together 
Have  made  the  ground  mybed.  1  Ihouldbefick, 
But  that  myrefolution  helps  me. — Milford, 
When  from  the  mountain-top  Pifanio  fliew'd 

thee, 
Thou  waft -within  a  ken.    O,  Jove!    I  think. 
Foundations  fly  the  wretched:  fuch,  f  mean, 
Wliere  they  fliould  be  reliev'd.   Two  beggars 

told  me, 
I  could  not  mifs  my  way  :  will  poor  folks  lie 
That  haveafilidions  on  them;  knowing 'tis 
A  punifliment,  or  trial  ?  Yes  :  no  wonder, 
When  rich  ones  fcaice  tell  true.    To  lafpe  in 

fulnefs 
Is  forer  than  to  lie  for  need  ;  and  falfehood 
Is  worfe  inkings  than  beggars.^— My  dear  lord! 
Thou  art  one  o'the  falfe  ones:  now  1  think  on 

thee. 
My  hunger's  gone  ;  but  even  before,  I  was 
At  point  to  fcek  for  food. — But  what  is  this? 
^Seeing  the  Cave. 
Here  is  a  path  to  it: — 'tis  fome  lavage  hold  ; 
I  were  beft  not  call;  I  dare  not  call:  yet  famine. 
Ere  clean  it  overthrow  nature, makes  it  valiant . 
Plenty  and  peace  breed  cowards :  hardnefs 
Of  hardinefs  is  mother.  [ever 

Lal/our. 
— — — Wcarine  fs 
Can  fnore  upon  the  flint,  when  rcfty  (loth 
Finds  the  down  pillow  hard. 

Harmlffs  Innocence, 
lino.   Gqod  mafters,  harm  me  not : 

1  Before!  enter'd  here,  1  call'd;  and  thought 
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TohsTcbrgg'd.orbought^v^lut  I    avctook: 

good  tiuthf  .<.tound 

I  have  ftolcn  noii(;ht ^  nor  iKntrKi      -,  ilio'l 

Cold  ArcM'do' th' tloor.  Hcu  >   :...  i.ty  for 

01V  ni(r4t  t 
I  wo  U1  hj%c  led  it  on  the  fcoaH.  >  '  ^n 

A*  1  ^'  ■'<  -  •'*-  " -  '     .ind  taiitU 

W,.  .,der. 

C 

^'»  Alt  gu»d  anrf  iiirer  rather  turn  to  dirt ! 
A*  Mil  no  better  reckon'J,  but  of  ihcfc 
Who  worOiip  dirt)  {jods* 

Towhr-'  .>.»-.  ^v'-  » *  iHlIavc 

An  arm  j  nut  I 

Thjr  wore:  /  ,  ,..,•  „oi 
My  dagger  tn  c 


I  inean,  to  nun,  ht 
Of*  roaring  terroi 
Ih  oft  the  curr 


,1  01  jim^.iiLni 


j/tj. 


O.th 

Thoti  divine  n.  l.vfclfthoublazon'ft 

In  thefe  t««oprt:>iiIy  toy*!  tlicyjic::   ijcuilc 
Axrphyrt,  blowing,  below  %Ur  vioUt\ 
Not  wagging  hi*  fv*  .  rouph 

Their  royal  biuodc  ..  i:ul, 

That  by  the  topdot.'. .  .^,.  ...,  ...w.,.,..ii«,  ^  inc. 
And  make  htm  rtoop  to  ihev.«le.'Tisv».,n.!ri  fill 
1  hat  ..n  nvi.ble  inflinft  fhuuld  {i-MV  them 
To-  !ejin*di  honour  untaui.iit  ; 

C:-  n  from  other  ;  Valour, 

1"^  ■    <  .n,but  yicUii  a  crop 

A» 

Mmw  ...«....^-,,  »..,.  ,'>^^^mit94^i(uring  her 
r«  kii  Armt. 
B*'     T.iok.  hnc  he  comes, 
Ar  Hon  in  hh  arm^. 

Of  ,rf 

TJ  fo  much  on.  I  had  r.ithcr 

Wj  "lii  iixtccnyearkofagc,T(>rixty, 

To  <  my  leaping  time  inioaciuich, 

C«W.  «».  1^'  ft  lily  I 

Mybf«'»hrr*.  -  iheonchalf  Ty  well, 

A^  u  thyfdf. 

/  .Ivf 

V,'  ...,...,       -    r.  , 

Mv  - ...-..: 

!•▼€  ki  man  thou  might 'U  h^ve 


Gutd.  Why,  he  but  lleeps: 
If  he  bej^one,  hc'U  make  his  grave  a  bed  ; 
With  ftmalc  iairies  will  his  tomb  be  haunted. 
And  worm*  will  not  come  to  ihec, 

/trv.  With  faired  6owers, 
While  fumnicr  lafti,  and  1  live  here,  Fidelr, 
I'll f«ceten thy  fad  grave:   thou  0>altnot  lack 
The  flov^'r  thai'slikcthy  face,  pale  pnnuoic; 

nor 
Thca/.;n'd  hnre.bell,  like  thy  veins  ;  no.nor 
The  leaf  of  eglantine,  whom  not  to  flander, 
Qut-fwcetcn'd  not  thy  breath  i  the  ruddock 

u  oil  Id 
With  charitable  bill  (O  bill  fore  fluiming 
Thoft  rich-lcft  heirb,th:it  let  their  lathirs  lie 
Without  a  monument!)  bring  thee  all  this; 
Ye.i,andf»>rrcd  mofs  be(ides,\vhcn  How'isare 

To  winter-ground  thy  corle. ["one„ 

-  ,  ;  -  - 
5«/. Great  griefs,!  fee,mcd'cine  the  left:  for 
eloign 
I  s  quite  forgot.  He  was  a  queen's  fon,  boys  ; 
And,  though  he  came  our  enemy,  remember 
He  was  paid  fur  that:  though  mear.  ami  mighty 
J'ojcthcr  have  one  duft;  yet  revc-cnce[rotnng 
(Ihat  angel  of  the\voild)dothiuakedilhuCtion 
Of  place  'tween  high  and  low.    Our  foe  was 

princely  ; 
And  thuugh  you  took  his  Ufe,asbeingour  foe^ 
Yet  bury  Inm  as  a  prince. 

Guid.  Fray  you  fetch  him  hither, 
Therliics'  body  is  as  good  as  Ajax, 
When  neither  are  alive. 

Funeral  Dirge. 

Guid.  Fear  no  more  the  heat  o'  the  fun. 
Nor  the  furious  winter's  rages  ; 
T  hou  thy  wordly  ta(k  haft  done. 
Hunie  art  gone,  and  ta'cn  thy  wages  ; 
Golden  lad^  and  girlsall  mu(t, 
As  chimmey.fwccpcrs,  come  toduft. 

Jrv.     Fear  no  more  the  frown  o'  the  great. 
Thou  art  pafl  the  tyrant's  rtroke  j 
Care  no  more,  to  clothe,  and  cat; 
To  'hce  the  reed  is  as  the  oak  : 
The  fceptrc,  learning,  phyfic,  muft 
All  follow  this,  and  cume  to  duft. 

QyiJ.  Vear  no  more  the  li{.:hinin2  flalh, 

.'irv.  Nor  the  all-dreaded  thundcr-ftone; 

Guid.   Fear  no  (lander,  cenfurc  ralli ; 

.iiu.   'i  huii  Ii.ii^  finilh'djoy  and  moan- 


Tb 
h 

Ti 


1. 

'  rare  boy,  of  melancholy  I 

a  t 

f  ..  . 

had  tif  lied  flumber, 

e.  l*"8h'd  at '.hi^ right 

culhion.  [check 


•  !  [put 

B  -d:!  thmufhlhefleptjand 

My  .  I   .  T,  c.  I  L.^iu  J  from  oft  my  feet,  whofe 
AA(»tr*d  my  fte|^»  too  loud.  [rudcocf* 


I'lo^ctt  awaking. 
Milford-Havcn:  y.\\\< 


way  t- 


I  thank  you — by  yond   bufli  \ — pray  hpw  far 

thither? — 
'Ods,  pitikinsl—canitbefix  miles  yet  ?[flecp. 
I  have  gone  all  night — faith, I'll  licdownand 
But  foftl  no  bedfellow:— O  gods.  :md  goddciresl 
[^Seeing  the  body. 
Thcfe  flow'rs  arc  like  the  pieafurcs  of  the 

world  ;  [dream  \ 

This  bloody  man,  the  care  on  't.     I   hope  I 
For,  fo,  I  thought  I  was  a  cave-keeper,    . 
Andcook  to  hoiieft  creatures:  but 'tis  not  fo; 
*Twa»  but  a  bolt  of  noihing.fhot  at  nothing, 

WiiicU 
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Which  the  brain  makes  of  fumes:  our  very 
eyes  [Good  faith, 

Are  fomctimes  like  our  judgments,    blind. 
1  tremble  dill  with  fear  :  but  if  there  be 
Yet  left  in  heaven  as  fmall  a  drop  of  pity 
As  a  wren's  eye,  fear'd  gods,  a  part  of  it  1 
The  dreanvshere  itill:  even  when  I  awake, it  is 
AVithout  me,asvvirhinnie  ;  not  imagin'd,felti 
Routed  jirmy. 
No  blame  be  to  you,  Sir:  for  all  was  loft. 
But  that  the  heavensfought :  the  king  huufelf 
Of  hU  wings  deRitute,  thearr.iy  broken. 
And  but  the  backs  of  Britons  feen,  all  flying 
Thro'  aftraight  lane  ;  the  enemy  full-hearted> 
Lolling  the  tongue  with  fiaughi'ring,  having 

work 
More  plentiful  tliln  tools  to  do 't,flruck  down 
Some  mortal ly,  fonie  flightly  touch'd,    fomc 

falling 
Merely  through  fear;   that  the  flraight  pafs 

was  damm'd  [livi-ig 

With  dead  ni?n,  hurt  behind,  and  cowards 
To  die  with  lenghthen'd  fliame. 

I,  in  mine  own  woe  charm'd,    [groan; 
Covildnot  find  death,  where  I  did  here  him 
Nor  feel  him,  where  he  ftruck:  being  an  ugly 
monfter.  [beds, 

'Tis  flrange,  he  hides  him  in  frefh  cups,  foft 
S>vcet  words;  or  hath  more  minillersthan  we, 
That  draw  his  knives  i'  the  war. 


§.  i8.     HAMLET.     Shakspeare. 
Prodigies. 
Yn  the  moft  high  and  palmy  If  ate  of  Rome, 
^   A  little  ere  the  mightcftjuliusfell,  [dead 
Tlu  graves  Hood  tenantlefs,  and  the  fhceted 
Did  fqneak  and  gibber  in  the  Roman  (Ireets  ; 
Stars  Ihone  with  trains  of  fire,  dews  of  blood 

fell; 
Difafters  veil'd  the  fun;  and  the  moift  (lar, 
Uponwiiofe  influence  Neptune'sempireftands, 
Was  (ick  almoll  to  doomlday  with  eclipfe. 
C/io/^s  vanijk  at  the  crorciva  of  the  Cock\  end  the 
Reverence  paid  to  Chrrjlmas-  Time. 
^fr.Itwasabout  tofpeak,\vhcn  thecockcrew. 
Hjr.  AnU  then  it  (tarted  like  a  guilty  thing,^ 
Upon  a  fearful  fummons.   I  iiave  lieard, 
Tlie  cock,   that  is  the  trumpet  to  the  morn, 
Doth  with  his  lofty  and  ihrill-foundingthrotit 
Awake  the  god  of  day  ;  and,  at  his  warning, 
Wjietherin  feaor  fire,  in  earth  or  air, 
Th' extravagant  and  erring  fpirit  hies 
To  his  confine  :  and  of  the  truth  herein, 
This  preiient  object  made  probation. 

Mar.  It  faded  at  the  crowing  ot  the  cocki 
Some  fay,  that  ever'gainll  that  fealon  comes. 
Wherein  our  Saviour's  birth  is  celebrated, 
Thib  bird  of  dawning  fingeth  all  night  long: 
And  il.en  they  fay,  no  fnirit  walks  abroad, 
Tlie  nights  are  wholefome  ;  then  no  planets 

ftrike, 
^fofiiry  tak^s,norwitd\  hath  pow'r  tocHarm, 
So  hallow'd  and  fo  gracious  is  the  time. 
Morning. 
But,  look,  the  morn,  in  ruffct  mantle  clad, 
"Walks  o'er  the  dew  of  you  hioh  eaitcrn  hill. 


keal  Grief. 
Seems,ma(iam!  my, it  is;  I  know  not  fecms, 
'Tis  nut  alone  my  inky  cloak,  good  mother. 
Nor  cufiomary  fuits  of  folemn  black, 
N^rwindy  fufpiration  of forc'd  breath, 
No  nor  thefriiitful  riverin  the  eye. 
Nor  the  dcjetfted  haviourof  the  vifage, 
Together  with  allforms, modes, fhews  of  grief. 
That  candenote  me  truly:  thcfe, indeed, feem. 
For  they  ar6  actions  that  a  man  might  play  : 
But  I  have  that  within,  which  pafleth  fliow  ; 
Thefe,but  the  trappings  and  thefuitsofwoe. 
Immoderate  Grief  dfcommended. 
'Tis  fwcpt  and  commendable  in  your  na- 
ture, Hamlet, 
To  givethefe  mourningduties  to  your  father: 
But, you  muftkndw,your  father  loll  a  father; 
That  father  loft,  lol't  his  j  and  the  furvivor 

bound. 
In  filial  obligatiort,  forfdme  term 
To  do  obfequious  forrow.    But  to  perfevere 
In  obftinate  condolement,  is  a  courfe 
Of  impious  ftubbornnefs  ;   'tis  unmanly  grief: 
It  ftiewsa  will'  moft  incorrect  to  Heaven; 
A  heart  unfortified,  or  mind  'mpatient; 
An  underftanding  fimple  and  linfchool'd: 
Forwhatvve  know,  muft  be.andis  as  common 
As  any  the  moft  vulgar  thing  to  fenfe- 
Why  flibuld  \vc,  in  our  peeviih  oppofition. 
Take  it  to  heart  ?  Fie!  'tis  a  fault  to  Heaven^ 
A  fault  agninft  the  dead,  a  fault  to  nature, 
Torcafon  moft  abfurd;  whofe  common  theme 
Is  death  of  fathers,  and  who  ftill  hath  cried. 
From  the  firft  corfe  till  he  that  died  today  j 
This  muft  be  fo. 

Hamlefs  Sclilcqiiy  on  his  Mother'* s  Marriage. 
0,that  this  too, too  folid  flefli  would  melt, 
Thaw^  and  refolve  itfelf  into  a  dew  ! 
Or  that  the  Everlafting  had  not  fix'd    [God! 
His  cannon 'gainft  felf-llaughter !  O  God!  O 
How  Weary,  ftale,  flat,  and  unprofitable 
Seem  to  me  all  the  ufes  of  this  world  ! 
Fie  on 't  1   O  fie  !   'tis  an  unweeded  garden. 
That  grows  to  feed ;  things  rank  arid  grofs  in 

nature 
Poflefs  It  merely.  That  it  fhouldtdme  to  this! 
But  two  months  dead  1  nay^   not  fo  much^ 

not  two. 
So  excellent  aking;  that  was,  to  this, 
Hyperion  to  a  fatyri  fo  loving  to  my  mother^ 
That  he  might  not  let  e'en  the  wind^of  heavea 
Viiit  herfdce too  roughly.  Hcaveiiand  earthi 
Muft  I  remember  f— why, ftie  wouM  hang  oh 
As  i f  i nc rea fe  o f  a p pe 1 1 te  h ad  g ro w h  [ h i m j 
By  what  it  fed  on  i  and  yet  within  a  rhoiith— * 
Let  me  hot  think  on't — frailty,  thy  nanie  is 

woman  I 
A  little  moi.th;— or  ere  thofe  fhdes  were  old. 
With  which  (he  follow'd   my  poor  father's 

body. 
Like  Niobe,  all  tedrs;-^why  ifHe,  even  (he — - 
O   Heaven  !    a  beaft  that  wants  difcourfe  of 

reafon, 
Would  have  mourn'd  longer — married  with 
mme  uncle,  [ther, 

My  father's  brother;  but  oomiJre  like  my  fa- 

Than 
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Thsn  I  r«  If^rcnlei:  within  a  month, 

"f  of  moft  unrighteous  tcari 
(hing  in  her  galled  f>rs, 
<>  ">"<)  wicked  fpeci!,  to  port 
to  ince(}M0U5  Ih' tU  ! 
it  comr  togood. 


I( 


all  in  all, 

s'.iin. 


I  Dull  out  look  upon  im 

Csticmi  to  yemn^;  I .; , /. « . 
For  V—'-'     ■'"' •h-triflinjj  ot  hr.  :'..vour, 
111  la  toy  inblooil ; 

Ai  ,  :l»  of  primy  nature, 

Fonvmrd,  not  petmanrnt,  fwcet,  not  lifting. 
The  perfume  and  fuppliancc  of*  inimitc; 

Thenweigh  what  lof>you-» ••'•-  vfuOain, 

Ifwith  too  credent  car  v<  n;;s; 

Or  lofe  your  heart;  or;  u    ifurc 

open 
hi«  u nmaftcT'd  i mp«rt ti ni t v . 
fear  it,  Ophelia,  fear  it,  :  "  t, 

And  keep  you  in  the  rc.v  icdion, 

Out  of  the  (hot  and  danju  i     i  *.;.... 
rhecharieft  maid  is  prodigal  en«ij;h, 

If  (S'.r  lltHl    -itV     1 

V 

Too  of; 
And  in  \ 
Conlagio;^ 
A  S<i 
lOullth'c:;,. 
As  watchmen  ton 
Do  n  >?,:»*  forr.c  \i 
M  - 

li 
A 


f  anv  ufi; 


kth< 


beauty  to  the  moon  : 
i  not  calumnious  Tirokes 
!ic  infants  of  the  tpring 
1  buttons  bcdifclo^s'l  : 
ul  liquid  due  of  >oiitli 
.irc  mod  inimncnt. 
■ricms  Pafon. 
'.  .inodlellun  keep 
t,gou»l  my  bro- 
:\llorbii(>,  !'ther, 
lid  thorny  way  to  heaven; 
!  and  recklcfs  libc nine, 
Ir  pathsof  dalliance  treads, 
own  read. 

'  ' '  ^'1  &«,  going  to  trnvtL 
'Ughts  no  ton[;ue, 
(i  thought  hi»  ut. 
I  ut  by  DO  ro€liu  vulgar. 
-if>,and  their  adoption  tried, 
;u  to  thy  foul  with  hooks  of  flecl ; 


Thou  coin'ft  in  fuch  a  qucftionablc  (hape. 
That  I  willfpcak  to  thee;  I'll  call  thee  Hamlet, 
King,  father,  royal  Dane:  O,  anfwermc: 
L«i  me  not  burlt  in  ignorance!  but  tell, 
Why  thy  canoniz'd  bones,  hearfcd  in  death. 
Have  burft  their  cerements?  why  the  fepulchre 
Wherein  we  faw  thee  quietly  inurn'd, 
Hath  op'd  his  ponderous  and  marble  jaws. 
To  cafl  thee  up  again?  Whatnwy  this  mean, 
That  thou,  dead  corfe,  again,  in  complete 
Revifit'ft  thus  the  glimpfes  of  the  moon, [fteel, 
MakinfTnight  hideous;  and  we  fool?  of  nature. 
So  horridly  to  (hake  our  difpofition      [fouls? 
With  thoughts  beyond   the  reaches  of  our 
The  Mif chiefs  it  might  ttmpt  Itim  to, 
W^hatifit  tempt  you  towards  the  flood,  my 
Or  to  the  dreadful  fummit  of  the  clifl",  [lord. 
That  beetles  o'er  his  bafe  into  the  fea  ? 
And  there  afTume  fome  other  horrible  form. 
Which  might  deprive  your  fovereignty  of 

reafon, 
And  draw  you  into  madnefs!  Think  of  it: 
1  he  very  place  puts  toys  of  delpcration. 
Without  more  motive,  into  ev'ry  brain. 
That  looks  fo  many  fathoms  Jo  the  fea. 
And  hcais  it  roar  beneath. 


But  do  not  dull  thy  palm  with  entct  t.tuiment 


Ofnchocw.hatch'd,  unfledg'dcom 
Ofcnirancc  to  a  quarrel ;  but,bcin(;  in, 

B^'^T  it.  tl.it  tV.*"  o;;  Trr  n.n  bcH.nr  t)t 

C 

T 

C 

B 

I 

N 

I 

A 

'i 

And  •• 

Thou 

Angels  a 

Be  thou  .1 


c.  Be. 

;uare 

hec. 

tly  voice: 

<  ihyjudg. 

bt  aMliy  jnufctan  ln:y,  [ment. 

cf»'d  in  fancy  ;  rich,  not  gaudy  ; 

'-'  ■  * ■"'  ■•"-•  ••—  man. 

:Krvl; 
lit  the  edee  of  hudxindry. 
>  thine  ownfclf  be  true ; 
A,  as  the  night  i* 
"n  befalfe  to  ai. . 
-      -f  of  kit  Fatntr  i  \,nKji. 

•  »f  grace,  defend  us  < 
h.  (ir  1  f'MindanmM, 
blal1  Strom 
^  .  .ulc,  thcll, 


/ 

Ei:tcr  Gliojl  and  Hanlet. 
//tfw.Whithcr  wilt  thou  lead  me?  fpeak,!'!! 
Gkojl,  Mark  mc.  [go  no  further. 

Ilam.  1  will. 

Ghofl.   My  hour  is  almoft  come, 
When  1  to  fulphurous  and  tormenting  flames 
Mufl  render  up  my  (elf. 
Ham.  Alas,  poor  ghofl ! 
Ghoft.  Pity  m«  not,  but  lend  thy  ffrious 
To  v%|iat  I  (hall  unfold.  [hearing 

Ham,  Speak,  1  am  bound  to  hear. 
Ghofi,  So  art  thou  to  revenge,  when  thou 
Ham.  What  ?  [(halt  hear. 

Ghojl.  I  am  thy  father's  fpirit  ; 
Doom'd  for  a  certain  term  to  walk  the  night. 
And,  for  the  day,  confin'd  to  faft  in  fires, 
Till  the  foul  crimesdone  in  my  days  of  nature 
Are  burnt  and  purgd  away.  But  that  I  am  for- 
To  tell  the  (ccrets  o-f  my  prifon-houfe,    [bid 
1  could  a  tale  unfold,  whofe  lighteft  word 
Would  harrow  up  thy  foulj  freeze  thy  young 

blood  I 
Make  thy  twoeyci,  like  flars,ftart  from  their 

fphercs; 
Thy  knotted  and  combined  locks  to  part. 
And  each  particular  hair  to  l^and  on  end 
Ijke  quills  upon  the  fretful  porcupine  : 
But  this  eternal  blazon  mud  not  be 
To  ears  of  fle(h  and  blood  :  lift,  lifl,  O  lift  f 
If  thou  didft  ever  thy  dear  father  love — 
Han.  O  Heaven  !  [murder. 

Ghpjl.  Revenge  his  foul  and  moft  unnatural 
Ham.  Murder? 

GhoJl.  Murder  moft  foul,  as  in  the  beftit  is; 
But  this  moft  foul,  ftrange,  and  unnatural. 
Ham,  Hafte  me  to  know  it ;    that  1,   with 
wings  as  fwift 
As  meditation,  or  the  thoughts  of  love. 
May  fweep  to  my  revenge. 

ChoJ, 
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Ghoji.  I  find  thee  apt  I 
And  duller  fliouldft  thou  be  than  the  fat  weed 
That  roots  itCelf  in  cufe  on  Lethe's  wharf, 
Wouldft  thou  not  (tir  in  this.    Now,  Hamlet, 

hear : 
♦Tis  given  out,  that  fleeping  in  my  orchard, 
A  lerpcnt  flung  me  ;  To  the  whole  ear  of  Den- 
Is  by  a  forged  procefs  of  my  death        [mark 
Ranklyabus'd  ;  but  know, thou  noble  youth. 
The  fcrpent  that  did  Iting  thy  lather's  life 
Now  wears  his  crown. 

Ham.  O  my  prophetic  foul  !  my  uncle  ? 

C/ioJ.  Ay,  that  mceftuous,  that  adulterate 
beaft,  [gifts, 

Wlth.witchcaft  of  his  wit,  with  traifroui. 
(O  wicked  wits  and  gifts, that  have  thepow'r 
So  to  feduce!)  won  to  his  Ihameful  lull  queen: 
The  willof  mymoft  feeming-virtuous 

0  Hamlet,  what  a  falling  otF  was  there  ' 
From  me,  wliofe  love  was  of  that  dignity. 
That  it  went  hand  in  hand  even  with  the  vow 

1  made  to  her  in  marriage;  and  to  decline 
Upon  a  wretch, whofe natural  gifts  were  poor 
To  thofe  of  mine ! 

But  virtue,  as  it  never  will  be  mov'd, 
Tho'  lewdnefs  court  it  in  a  Ihape  of  Heaven ; 
So  luft,  tho'  to  a  radiant  angel  link'd, 
Will  fatcitfelf  macelcllial  bed, 
And  prey  on  garbage. 

But,ioft!  met  hinks,Ifcent  the  morning  air; — 
Brief  let  me  be:  lleepingwithinmineorchard, 
My  cuftom  always  of  the  afternoon. 
Upon  my  fecure  hour  thy  uncle  ilole, 
With  juice  of  curfed  hebenon  in  a  vial, 
And  in  the  porches  of  mine  ears  did  pour 
The  lepcrous  diftilmcnt;  whofe  effe6t 
Holds  fuch  an  enmity  with  blood  of  man, 
That,rwift  as  quickfilver,  it  courfes  through 
The  natural  gates  and  alleys  of  the  body  ; 
And,  with  a  fudden  vigour,  it  dothpoflet 
And  curd,  like  eager  droppings  into  milk. 
The thinandwholefome blood:  fodid  itmine; 
And  a  moft  inftant  tetter  bark'd  about, 
Mod  lazar  like,with  vile  and  loathfomecruft, 
All  my  fmoothbody. 

Thus  was  I,  lleeping,  by  a  brother's  hand, 
Of  life,  of  crown, of  queen  at  once  difpatch'd: 
Cut  off  even  in  the  bloflbms  of  my  lin, 
Unhoufel'd,  difappointed,  unanel'd  ; 
No  reckoning  made,  but  fent  to  my  account 
With  all  my  imperfei^ionsonmy  head  : 

0  horrible!    O  horrible  !   moil  horrible  ! 
If  thou  hafl  nature  in  thee,  btKir  it  not  j 
Let  not  tlic  royal  bed  of  Denmark  be    * 
A  couch  for  luxury  and  damned  inceft. 
But  howfoever  thou  purfuell  this  a6t, 
Taint  not  thy  mind,  nor  let  thy  foul  contrive 
Againft  thy  mother  aught  j  leave  her  to  Hea- 
ven, 

And  to  thofe  thorns  that  in^er  bofom  lodge. 
To  prick  and  Iting  her.   Fare  thee  well  at  once! 

1  he  glow-worm  (hews  the  matin  to  be  near, 
And  'gins  to  pale  his  uneffedual  fire  : 
Adieu,  adieu,  adieu!   remember  me.       Exit. 

Ham.  O,  all  you  hoil  of  heaven !  O  earth  ! 
what  eUc  ? 


And  niall  I  couplehell?  Ofie!  hold,hold,my 

heart  ! 
And  you,  my  finews,  grow  not  inftant  old. 
But  bear  me  ftiffly  up  !    Remember  thee  ? 
Ay,  thou  poor  Gholl, while  memory  holds  a 

feat 
In  this  di  ftra^ed  globe.    Remember  thee  t 
Yea,  from  the  table  of  tny  memory 
I'll  wipe  away  all  trivial  fond  records. 
All  faws  of  books, all  forms, all  preifures  pafl. 
That  youth  and  obfervation  copied  there; 
And  thy  commandment  all  alone  (hall  live 
Within  the  book  and  volume  of  my  brain, 
Uniuix'd  with  bafer  matter :  yes,  by  Heaven. 
O  moft  pernicious  woman  ! 
O  villain,  villain,  fmiling,  damned  villainl 
My  tables — meet  it  is  I  fet  it  down, 
That  one  may  fmile,  and  fmile,  and  be  a  vil- 
lain ; 
At  leaft  I  am  fure  it  may  be  fo  in  Denmark. 

\JVritir,g. 
So,  uncle,  there  you  are.  Now  to  my  word  ; 
It  is.  Adieu,  adieu  1   Remember  me. 

Ophelia's  Defcription  of  HamlcCs  mad  Addrefs 
to  hn. 

My  lord,  as  I  was  fewing  in  my  clofet, 
Lord  Hamlet,  with  his^doublet  all  unbrac'd; 
No  hat  upon  his  head  ;  his  (lockings  foul'd, 
Ungarter'd,  and  down-gyved  to  his  ancle  ; 
Pale  as  his  (hirt;hiskneei  knocking  each otherj 
And  with  alookfo  piteous  in  purport, 
As  if  he  had  beenloofed  out  of  hell. 
To  fpeak  of  hoiTors — he  comes  before  me. 

Pol  Mad  for  thy  love  ? 

Oph.   My  lord,  I  do  not  know  j 
But,  truly,  I  do  fear  it. 

PoL   What  faid  he  ? 

Oph.  He  took  me  by  the  wrift,  and  held  mc 
hard ; 
Then  ^oesheto  the  length  of  all  his  arm; 
And  with  his  other  hand  thus  o'er  his  brow 
He  falls  to  fuch  perufal  of  my  face. 
As  he  would  draw  it.     Long  ftaid  he  fo  ;— 
At  laft — a  little  (baking  of  mine  arm. 
And  thrice  his  head  thus  waving  up  and  down. 
He  rais'd  a  figh  fo  piteous  and  profoimd. 
As  it  did  feem  to  (hatter  all  his  bulk. 
And  end  his  being.  That  done,  he  letsmego; 
And, with  his  head  over  his  (boulder  turn'd, 
He  feem'd  to  find  his  way  without  his  eyes  j 
For  out  of  doors  hewent  without  their  helps, 
And,  to  the  laft,  bended  their  light  on  me. 
Old  Age. 
Beflirew  njy  iealoufy  ! 
It  feems,  it  is  as  proper  to  our  age 
To  caft  beyond  ourfelves  in  our  opinions. 
As  it  is  common  for  the  younger  fort 
To  lack  difcretion.' 

Happivffs  conjif.s  in  Opinion. 

Why,  then,  'tis  none  to  you  ; 
For  there  is  nothing  either  good  or  bad. 
But  thinking  makes  it  fo  : 
To  me  it  is  a  prifon. 
HamleVs  RrJleBions  on  the  Player  and  himfelf. 

O  what  a  rouge  and  peafant  (lave  am  I  i 
Is  it  not  monftrou*  that  tlijs  player  here. 

But 
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But  in  a  f)Jticn,in4  tlrram  of  pa 


Tc 
A 
\\ 


»  inn'dl 

'Of, 

hi»»holciu.  .t     ^^  ilting 
conceit  i    and  ..U  t  >r  no- 

atohim,orhctoHcrwb.i,  [ito. 


Tli-.  ..V  ...v.v.ld»*fepfor  »"' '  "^•'«  ••  \^  u)d  he 
Had  lie  the  mutivc  and  ;  .  jf.ion, 

•Jlut  I  have  f  hcMruuld  t  ii;c  with 

And  clcavethegrnValcarwith  horrul  I'pcech; 
M«ke  mad  the  guilty,  and  appul  tin  fuc, 
Confound  the  ignorant ;  jnd  anui/t ,    indeed, 
Tlic  very  faculties  of  eyes  and  eai . . 
Vet  I  — 

A  dull  jrJ  nuidxW  mettltd  rafcnl,  r|>'-.ik, 
Like  ji '  :s,unpregnant  o!  mytaufC) 

Arni  f  V  \gi  no,  not  fur  .i  k  in«;, 

L'l  ity  and  moft  dor  lite 

A  .l&jnade.   Am  I  a  coward? 

NVnv  k.  -in  lit  \  uiain  i  breaks  my  pafoacrofs? 
Pluilc>  of!  my  beard, and  blows  it  in  my  face  ? 
Tweaks  nsr  by  the  nofe,  gives  tnc   the  lie  i' 

the  throat. 
As  deep  as  to  the  lungs  t  Who  dors  mc  this  ? 
Hal  why, I  Hiould  take  it : — for  ir  (  mnotbe, 
Rut  I  am  pigeon.livrr'd,  and  lack  ;;.ill 

'"••■■  '-"S 

kites 

...  ^.v,^;..,,....dy  villain! 

KniK  ;>:.*,  treacherous,  lecheruu>,    kind. 

I'  I.  vtllainf 
Why,  what  anafs  am  1  ?  This  is  molt  brave; 
That  I,  the  fon  of  a  dear  father  mvndrrd. 
Prompted  to  my  r^  i,  uul  hell, 

Muft  like  a   wh.  ;>c.iit  with 

An.«  t'.i:  .  nirfinij ..,.,.- ,,.,7  ,...,L — [words, 
A 
I.  tuhl  About,  my  brains'  }lumphl 

1  have  heard, 
That  guilty  rrratiirr^,  fttting  at  a  pliv, 
Have  by  the  the  fcrm 

BecnfoOrui  .it  prcfcntlv 


nf  like  the  murder  of  my  father, 
Hr?  ■ri  n,i  !c  uncle  :   I'll  obferve  hi\  looks  » 
I'll  lent  him  to  the  quick  1  if  he  do  blench, 
1  know  my  courfc.  The  fpirit  that  1  havefcen, 
Mijr  be  •  devil :  arMi  the  devil  hath  pow'r 
ToatTumeaD'.f-innjrnaoc  :  -.p.i  -nd.perhapt. 

(  ^    '  fpirits) 

'-J  JAtun  i:;c  ;  I  11  have  grounds 
Y  •  P  than  this,  the  play's  the  thing, 

>V  ..,..;.*.•  iii  catch  thetonfclence  ot  thekine. 

We  are  oft  to  blame  in  this— 
Tii  too  much  prov'd— that,  with  devotion's 

vifagc 
Anl  y\Q\.\-<  aw''tion,wc  dofugar  0*er 

'ih.'dcvil  l-.im/clf. 


AV«;f.  O,  'tis  too  true!  how  fmart 
A  lafh  that  fpcech  does  give  my  confciencr  ' 
The  harlot's  check,  beautiedwith  plaft'ring 

art, 
Is  not  more  ugly  to  the  thing  that  helps  it, 
Than  is  my  deed  to  my  moft  painted  word* 
Life  iiud  Diath  wdf^hed. 
To  be,  or  not  to  be,  that  is  the  queftion : 
Whether'tis  ncblcrin  the  mind,  to  futfcr 
The  flings  and  arrows  of  ouirapeous  fortune; 
Or  to  take  arms  againft  a  fca  of  troubles. 
And   by   oppofing,  end  them;    To  die — t© 

flcep — 
No  more  ;  and  by  a  fleep  to  fay  we  end 
Thehcart-ach.andthethoufandnatuial  fliocks 
That  flclh   is  heir  to; — 'tis  a   conf\immatioi> 
D;  vouily  to  be  wifli'd.   To  die  ; — to  flcep  ; 
To  llcep  I   perchance,  to  dieam ; — ay,  there's 
the  rub  ;  [come. 

For  in  that  flcep  of  death  what  dreams  may 
When  we  have  fhufflcd  of!this  mortal  coil, 
Mufl  give  us  paufc  : — there's  the  relped. 
That  makes  calamity  of  fo  long  life  ;    [time. 
For  w  ho  would  bear  the  whips  and  fcorns  of 
IK  opprclTor's  wrong,  the  proud  man's  con- 
tumely, 
The  pangs  of  defpis'd  love,  the  law's  delay, 
The  infolcnce  of  office,  and  the  fpurns 
That  patient  merit  of  th'  unworthy  takes 
When  he  himfclf  might  his  quietus  make 
Withabarc  bodkin?  Who  would  fardels  bcar„ 
To  grunt  and  fweat  under  a  weary  life  ; 
But  that  ilie  dread  of  fomething  afrcr  death. 
The  undilcover'd  country, from  whofe  bourn 
No  traveller  returns — puzzles  the  willl 
And  makes  us  rather  bear  thofc  ills  we  have. 
Than  fly  toothers  that  we  know  not  of? 
Thus  conlcicnce  docs  make  cowards  of  us  all; 
And  thus  the  native  hue  of  refolution 
Is  fitklied  oVr  with  the  pale  caflof  thought; 
And  cntcrprifes  of  *;rcat  pith  and  moment 
With  this  regard,  their  currents  tui;n  a%vry, 
And  lofc  the  name  of  adion. 
Calumny. 
Be  thou  as  chafle  as  ice,  as  pure  asfnow. 
Thou  Ihalt  not  cfcapc  calumny; 
A  nohlc  Mind  dtfordcrtd. 
O  what  a  noble  mind  is  here  o'erthrown! 
The  courtiers,foldier's,fchoUr'seye, tongue, 

fword  \ 
Th'  expet^ancy  and  rofe  of  the  fair  ftatc. 
The  elafs  of  falhion,  and  the  mould  of  form, 
Th' obferv'd  of  all  obfervers!  quite,  quite 

•  down  1 
I  am  of  ladies  mofl  dcje^ed  and  wretched. 
That  fuck'dthr  honey  of  his  nuific  vows, 
No>w  fee  that  noble  and  moft  fovereign  reafon. 
Like  fwectbellsjangledjout  of  tune  and  harfti; 
That  unmatch'd  form  and  feature  of  blown 
Blafled  with  cxtafy.  [youth. 

On  Flattery ^   and  an  tven-ninded  Man, 
Nay,  do  not  think  1  flatter  : 
For  whatadvantemenrmay  1  hope  from  thee. 
That  no  revenue  liafl,  but  thy  good  fpirits. 
To  feed  and  clothe  thee  ?    Why  fliould  the 
poor  be  flattcr'd  i 

No, 
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No,  let  the  candled  tongue  lickabfurd  pomp; 
And  crook  the  pregnant  hinges  of  the  knee, 
"V\  liere  thrift  may  follow  fawning.  Doft  thou 

hear  i 
Since  my  dear  foul  was  miftrefs  of  her  choice, 
And  could  of  mea  di/tinguifh  her  election, 
She  hath  feal'd  thee  forherfelf:  for  thou  haft 

been 
As  one,  in  differing  all,  that  fuffers  nothing; 
A  man,  that  fortune's  bulfets  and  rewards 
Haft  ta'en  with  equal  thanks:   and  bl eft  are 
thofe,  [mingled, 

Whofe  blood  and  judgment  are  fo  well  corn- 
That  they  are  not  a  pipe  for  fortune'sfinger, 
To  found  what  ftop  fhe  pleafe  :  Give  me  the 

man 
That  is  notpafllon's  flave,  and  I  will  wear  him 
In  my  heart's  core — ay,  inmy  heart  of  heart, 
As  1  do  thee. 

Midnight. 
'Tis  now  the  very  witching  time  of  night ; 
When    church-yards  yawn,    and  iicll  itfelf 
breaths  out  [hot  blood. 

Contagion  to  this  world  :  Now  could  I  drink 
And  do  fuch  bufmcfs  hs  the  bitter  day 
Would  quake  to  look  on.  Soft;  now  to  my  mo. 
<)  heart,  lofenot  thy  nature:  letnotcver[ther. 
The  foul  of  Nero  enter  this  firm  bofom  : 
I.et  me  be  cruel,  not  unnatural: 
J  will  fpeak  daggers  to  her,  but  ufe  none. 
7'/^  King's  defpairing  Soliloquy ,  and  Hamlet'' s 
Reflexions  on  him. 
O,  my  offence  is  rank,  it  fmellsto  heav'n; 
It  hath  the  primal,  eldeft  curfe  upon  't, 
A  brother's  murder!   Pray  I  cannot, 
Tho'  inclination  be  as  ftiarp  as  will ; 
My  ftronger  guilt  defeats  my  ftrong  intent; 
And,  like  a  man  to  double  bufmefs  bound, 
I  ftand  in  paufe  where  I  ftiall  firft  begin. 
And  both  neglect.    What  if  thiscurfed  hand 
Were  thicker  than  itfelf  with  brother's  blood? 
Is  there  not  rain  enough  in  the  fweet  heavens 
To  wafli  it  white  as  fnow  ?   Whereto   ferves 
But  to  confront  the  vifageof  oftence?  [mercy, 
And  what's  in  prayer,  but  this  two-fold  force 
To  beforeftallcd,  ere  we  come  to  fall. 
Or  pardon'd,  beingdown?  then  I'll  look  up; 
My  fault  ispaft.  But  O,  wliat  form  of  prayer 
Can  lervemy  turn?  Forgive  me  myfoul  mur- 
That  cannot  be;  fincelamftill  pofTefa'd  [der! 
Of  thofe  effects  for  which  I  did  the  murder. 
My  crown,  mineownambition,and  my  queen. 
May  one  be  pardon'd,  and  retain  th' offence? 
In  the  corrupted  currents  of  this  world. 
Offence's  gilded  hand  may  fliove  by  juftice: 
And  oft  'tis  feen,  tiie  wicked  prize  itfelf 
Buys  out  the  law:  but  'tis  not  (o  above  : 
There  is  no  (huffling,  there  the  action  lies 
In^its  true  nature;  and  weourfelvescompell'd 
Even  to  the  teeth  and  forehead  of  our  faults 
Togiveinevidence.  What  tlien?  what  refts? 
Try  what  repentance  can:   what  can  it  not  ? 
Yet  what  can  it,  when  one  cannot  repent  ? 
O  wretched  ftate !    O  bofom,  black  as  death ! 
O  lim»d  foul !   that,  ftruggling  to  be  free. 
Art  more  engag'd!  help,  angels,  i,/ake  allay ! 


Bow,  ftubbornkncesl  and,  heart,  with  ft  rings 

of  fteel. 
Be  foft  as  finews  of  the  new-boro  babe; 
All  may  be  well ! '  [The  King  kceets. 

Enter  Hamlet.  [>ngi 

Ham.  Now  might  I  doit,  pat,  now  lie  is  pray- 
And  now  I'll  do't;  and  fo  he  goes  to  hcav'n  s 
And  fo  ami  reveag'd?  that  would  be  fcarin'd: 
A  villain  kills  my  father;  and,  for  that, 
I,  his  fole  fon,  do  this  fitme  villain  fend 
To  heaven! 

Why  this  is  hire  and  falary,  not  revenge. 
He  took  myfather  grofsly,  full  of  brcad;[May; 
With  all  his  crimes  broad  blown,  as  flufti  as 
And,  how  his  audit  ftands,  who  knows,  fare 

Heaven? 
B  utinourcircumftance, and  covirfe  of  thought, 
'Tislieavy  with  him:  and  am  I  then  reveng'd 
To  take  him  in  the  purging  of  hisfoul. 
When  he  is  fit  and  fcafoned  for  his  palFagc? 
No. 

Up  fword;  and  know  thou  a  more  horrid  hent 
When  he  is  drunk,  afleep,  or  in  his  rage; 
Or  in  the  inceftuous  pleafures  of  his  bed  ; 
At  garning,  fwearing  ;  or  about  fo  me  act 
That  has  no  relifti  of  falvation  in't  :     [ven; 
Then  trip  him,  that  his  heels  may  kick  at  hea- 
And  that  his  foul  may   be  as  damn'd,  and 
As  hell  whereto  it  goes.  [black, 

Hamlet  and  his  Mstlier. 
Qufen.  What  have  1  done,    that  thou  dar^/l 
In  noife  fo  rude  againft  me  ?  [wag  thy  tongue 

Ham.  Such  an  a(5t. 
That  blurs  the  grace  and  blufh  of  modefty ; 
Calls  virtue  hypocrite;  takes  of  the  rofc 
From  the  fair  forehead  of  an  innocent  love. 
And  fetsablifter  there;  makes  marriage-vows 
Asfalfc  as  dicers'  oaths:  O,  fuch  a  deed. 
As  from  the  body  of  contraction  plucks 
The  very  foul !  and  fweet  religion  makes 
Araphfody  of  words. 

Qiieen.   Ah  me,  what  :x^\  [this. 

Ham.  Look  here,  upon  thispiflure,  and  on 
The  counterfeit  prefentment  of  two  brothers. 
See  what  a  grace  was  feated  on  this  brow: 
Hyperion's  curls.}  the  front  of  Jove  himfelfj 
An  eye  like  Mars,  to  threaten  or  command; 
A  ftation  like  the  herald  Mercury, 
New-lighted  on  a  heaven-kifting  hilU 
A  combination,  and  a  form,  indeed, 
Where  every  god  did  feem  to  fet  his  feal, 
Togivethewojlda(ruranceofaman;[follows; 
This  z^as  your  huftjand.  Look  you  now, what 
Here  is  your  hufband  5  like  a  mildew'd  ear, 
Blaftinghiswholefomebrothcr.Haveyoueyes' 
Could  you  on  this  fair  mountain  leave  to  feed. 
And  batten  on  this  moor? 

Queen.   O,  Hamlet,  fpeak  no  more ; 
Thou  turn'ft  mine  eyes  into  my  veiy  foul; 
And  there  I  lee  fuch  black  and  grained fpois, 
As  will  not  leave  their  tiniSt. 
Enter  Ghofi, 
Ham. Save  me^  and  hover  o'er  me  withyout 

wings. 
You  heavenly  guards l-r-W^hat  would   your 
gracious  figure? 
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C9H9.  AU» !  hc*i  mad.  [chide, 

-.  Do  you  not  comf  your  t^rdy  (on  to 

.  I«p»*d  in  lime  and  pafTion,  let.  go  bv 

I  ri  impofUntadiogof  yoordrca<ic.jiumand? 

o.  Uy 

Cifjf.  Do  not  forjjet  t  thii  viHt mon 
T\buiio«khet  thy  jilmoft  bluntcJ  ^nrpofe. 
Hut,  look'  air.»/f merit  on  \h\  i...)!hf r  fitS : 
Oftep  bet\^  Ik;  foul  I 

t'oncetf  in  V  t  wovksj 

bpeak  lo  he; ,  Hut.i;  r. 

JLm.  How  i)  it  with  you,  Ladv? 

Qmrw.  Ala*'  how  is  it  \vith  you  ? 
That  you  do  bend  yonr  eye  on  vacancy, 
Andwithihcincorporcil  iirdohol.idifconrfe? 
Forth  at  your  ey  its  w  'Idly  peep  j 
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And,  Mthc  flee, 


5  in  tl.c  alarm. 


^Mra.  Nothing; atall;  "yet  all,  tint  i>,I 


Your  bedded  hair,  l.kc  lite  in  exc  icmcnls, 
5t«rts  opand  ftands  on  end.  O,  p -ntlc  fon, 
Upon  the  heat  and  flam'T  of  thy  d;  iron  per 
Sprinklecool  patience.   Whrrcoiui'vuu  look? 

Mam.  On  hini  !  on  him!   look    )uii,  how 
yAr  he  glare*  I  [rtones, 

Hii  lorm  ind  caufe  cnnJotn*d,  proacliing  to 
Woaldnuk'  tlookonme, 

1^ft,v«ith  t  1  convert 

My  (trm  crii;vi>:  uu-n,    v.iku  i    ii.ivc  to  do 
Will  want  tnie  colour;  tears,  yvn  luince,  for 

fiiMTB.Towhomdoyoiifpcak  thi>:  'l)lood. 

7/nr.  Do  you  fee  nothin<;  there? 

Ptiutifn:  lo  thf  Cfhoft. 

I.  Nor  did  yoti  notJdng  h 
(hun.  No,  nothing,  but  ourfclvts. 
tkwu  Why,   look  )ou  there!  look  how  it 
deals  away ! 
My  fjthrr,  in  his  habitashetivM  I 
I,ook,  where  he  goes,  even  now,  nut  at  the 
portal.  F\!t  C,hi>ft. 

^Mn.  Thisis  the  very  coinage  ot  your  btdui: 
Thi*  bodilcfi  irratjon  ecftafy 
\%  very  cunuirw  ui. 

th^.   Fc(U(yl 
^!>,  i'I"-.»Nyour$,doihtetnpcratrlvkrrptinic, 
A  .  !      •'       .i<.  lio^hhfiil  luufici  it  is  nut  m;^!- 
ictotl..  ic^.-'ncfs 
d:  whu  h  nudncfs 
',  for  lovr  of  grace, 
:on  to  vour  foul. 
•     oiyourtmp.ii    ,..\ii    ;  >       r   r       ^^_ 

I  but  (Viniind  tiliutli' 
'r»  rank  com- 1,  iin,  .  ...;..,.;, 

I        t;  unfccn.-  ;  to  heaven; 

J     .  '  lit  what*»  )  '  IS  to  come. 

dittn,  O  Hamlet  I  thuu  UaH  cleft  my  heart 

t«  twain. 
''    ;     ^^,  throw  away  the  worfor  part  of  it, 
the  purer  >Mth  the  other  half. 
*     ^"'     '»  not  to   my  ui)clc*sbcd: 
A  n  have  it  not. 

.  who  alt  fcnfe  dolh  cat 
'  '       >t>i;'i  dcvi'.,  t  inthi.s; 

to  the  ufc    •  .if  and  good 


J 

H     ;   -.    '.v   f-  .iv-        :, 
i  •■.•    ;;  '.'.s    ;     ;  .;t    .  - 
A;i.l  U,^^  i\xj.\\  lc..d„  ^. 
To  ihc  next  abUiocce : 


the  next  more  eafy: 


For  ofe  cai\  almoA  change  the  ftamp  of  nature , 
And  cither  curb  the  devil  or  throw  him  out 
With  wondrous  potency.    Once  more,  good- 
night ! 
And  when  you  are  deHrous  to  be  bled, 
I'll  blclTing  beg  of  you. 

Queen.  VVhat  fliall  1  do?  [do; 

Ham.  Not  ihi«^,  by  no  means.that  I  bid  you 
Let  the  bloat  king  tempt  you  again  to  bed  ; 
Pinch  wanton  on  your  check;   call  you  hi* 

moufc ; 
And  let  him  for  a  pair  of  reechy  kiffes, 
Or  paddhng  inyourncckwithhisdamn'd  fin. 
MaKC  you  to  ravel  all  this  matter  outjgers. 
That  I  eflcntially  am  not  in  madnefs,[k.now. 
But  mad  in  craft.  'Tweie  good,  you  let  hiin 

(lurtn.  Be  thou  affur'd,  if  wordbbc  made  ui 
breath, 
And  breath  of  life,  I  liave  no  life  to  breatlie 
What  thou  haft  faid  to  me. 

Ham.  1  muft  to  England,  you  know  that? 

Qur.rn    Alack,  1  had  forgot; 
'Tis  fo  concluded  on. 

Ham.   There's   letters  fcal'd ;  and  my  two 
fchoolfellows, 
Whom  I  will  truft,  asl  will  adders  fang'd, 
They  bear  the  mandate;  they  muftfweep  my 

way, 
Andmarfhalmc  to  knavery:  let  it  work; 
I'or'tis  the  fportjto  have  the  engineer 
Hoift  with  his  own  petar:  and  it  ftiall  go  hard. 
But  1  will  ddvc  one  yard  below  their  mines. 
And  blow  them  at  the  moon. 

Hamlet'' s  RJIrflion  an  his  cwn  Irrffoiution, 

I'O.v  all  occafions  do  inform  agaiiift  me. 
And  four  my  dull  revenge;  What  is  a  man. 
If  his  chief  good  and  market  of  his  time 
Be  but  to  flecp  and  feed  ?  a  bcaft,  no  more. 
Sure,  he,    that  made  us  with  luch  large  dif- 
fookingbcfore,  and  after,  gave  us  not[courfe, 
That  capability  and  god-like  reafon 
To  fuft  in  us  unus'd  t  now,  whether  it  be 
Beftial  oblivion,  or  fome  craven  fcruple 
Of  thinking  too  prccifcly  on  the  event, 
A  thought,  which,  quartcr'd,  huth  but  one 

part  wifdom, 
And  ever  tl\ree  parts  coward — I  do  not  know 
Why  yet  1  live  to  fay,  this  thing's  to  do  ; 
Siili  l'  havccaufe,  and  will,  and  ftrength,and 

means, 
To  do*t.  Examples,  grofsasearth,  exhort  mt^ 
Witncfs.thisarmy,  of  fuch  mafs,  and  charge. 
Led  by  a  delicate  and  tender  prince, 
Whofe  fpiiit  with  divine  ambition  puft, 
Makes  mouths  at  the  invifible  event  ; 
Expofing  what  is  mortal,  and  unfure, 
To  all  that  fortune,  death,  and  danger  dare. 
Even  for  an  ej;<;.(hell.  Rightly  to  be  great. 
Is,  not  lo  ftir  without  great  argument; 
But  greatly  to  find  quarrel  in  a  ftraw. 
When  honour's  at  the  ftakc.  How  lland  I  then. 
That  have  a  father  kill'd,  a  mother  ftain'd, 
Rxcirements  of  my  reafon  and  my  blood. 
And  let  ?\\  fleep  ?  while  to  my  fliamc  I  fee 
The  imminent  'anger  of  twenty  thou  fand  men, 
That,  for  a  phantafy,  and  tricJc  of  fame, 
Go  to  llicir  graves  like  beds;  fight  for  a  plot 

WiiCrcoo 
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Whereon  the  numbers  cannot  try  the  caufe, 
Which  is  not  tomb  enough,  and  continent 
To  hide  the  flain? — O,  from  this  time  forth, 
My  thoughts  be  bloody,or  be  nothing vi'orth! 
Sorrows  rarely /ingle. 
O  Gertrude!  Gertrude! 
Whenforrows  come,they  come  not  finglcfpies, 
But  in  batalions. 

The  Divinity  of  Kin^s, 
Let  him  go,Gertrudc;  do  not'fearour  perfon: 
There's  fuch  divinity  doth  hedge  a  king, 
That  treafon  can  but  peep  to  what  it  would, 
A&.  little  of  his  will. 

Dcfcription  of  Ophelia* s  Drowning. 
There  is  a  willow  grows  afcaunt  the  brook. 
That  Hiews  his  hoar  leaves  in  the  glafly  llream; 
Therewith  fantaftic  garlands  did  fhemake, 
Of  crow-flowers,  nettles,  duifies,  and  long 

purples, 
That  liberal  (hepherds  give  a  grofler  name, 
But  our  cold  maids  do  dead  men's  fingers  call 
them :  [weeds 

There  on  the  pendant  boughs  her  coronet 
Clambering  to  hang,  an  envious  fliver broke; 
When  down  her  weedy  trophies  and  herfelf. 
Fell  in  the  weeping  brook.  Her  clothes  fpread 

wide 
And, mermaid-like, awhile  they  bore  her  up  : 
"Which  time  (he  chanted  fnatches  of  old  tunes, 
As  one  incapable  of  her  own  diftrefs, 
Or  like  a  creature  native  and  indued 
Unto  that  element ;  but  long  it  could  not  be, 
Till  that  hergarmentsheavy  with  their  drink, 
PulTd  the  poor  wretch  from  her  melodious  lay 
To  muddy  death, 

Afpotlefs  Virgin  buried. 

Lay  her  i'the  earth ; 
And  from  her  fair  and  unpolluted  flelh 
May  violets  fpring!  I  tell  thee,churlifhpriefl, 
A  minift'ring  angel  fhall  my  filler  be. 
When  thou  lieft  howling. 

Melancholy.      , 

This  is  mere  madnefs: 
And  thus  awhile  the  fit  will  work  on  him  ; 
Anon,  as  patient  as  the  female  dove, 
Wlien  firft:  her  golden  couplets  are  difclos'd, 
His  filence  will  fit  drooping. 

Providence  direBs  our  ABions. 

And  that  (hould  teach  us, 
There's  a  Divinity  that  fhapes  our  ends, 
Rough-hew  them  how  we  will. 
A  Health. 

Give  me  the  cups; 
And  let  the  kettle  to  the  trumpet  fpeak. 
The  trumpet  to  the  cannoneer  without. 
The  cannons  to  the  heavens,  the  heavens  to 
*'Now  the  King  drinks  to  Hamlet."  [earth; 

§  1.9.  THE  FIRST  PART  OF  HENRY  IV. 
Shakspeare. 
Peace  after  civil  War. 
Co  (hakenas  we  are,  fo  wan  with  care, 
*^  Find  we  a  time  for  frighted  peace  to  pant. 
And  breath  fliort-winded  accents  of  new  broils 
To  be  comraenc'd  in  ftronds  afar  remote. 
No  tuttre  riie  thixfty  enU-ance  of  thi»  foil 


Shall  daub  her  lips  with  her  own  childrea's 

blood ; 
No  more  fhall  trenching  war  channel  her  fields; 
Nor  bruifehcrflowrcts  with  the  armed  hoofs 
Of  hoftile  paces :  Thofe  oppofed  eyes. 
Which,  like  the  meteors  of  a  troubled  heaven. 
All  of  one  nature,  of  one  fubftance  bred-— 
Did  lately  meet  in  the  intefline  (hock 
And  furious  clofe  of  civil  butchery. 
Shall  now,  in  mutual,  well-bcfeemingrank?, 
March  all  one  way :  and  be  no  more  oppos'd 
Againft  acquaintance,  kindred,  and  allies  : 
The  edge  of  war,  like  an  ill-(heathed  knife. 
No  more  fliall  cut  his  mafter. 
K.ing  Henry's  CharaBer  of  Percy ^  and  of  his  Son 

Prince  Henry. 
Yea,  there  thou  mak'It  me  fad,  and  mak'ft 
In  envy  that  my  lord  Northumberland[me  fin 
Should  be  the  father  of  fo  blell  a  fon : 
A  fon,  who  is  the  theme  of  honour's  tongue: 
Amongfl  a  grove  the  very  ftraighteft  plant ; 
Whoisfweet fortune'sminion,  and  her  pride: 
Whilft  I,  by  looking  on  the  praifcof  him^ 
See  riot  and  diflionour  (lain  the  brow 
Of  my  young  Harry. 

Prince  Henry^s  Soliloquy. 
I  know  you  all,  and  will  awhile  uphold 
The  unyok'd  humour  of  your  idlenefs: 
Yet  herein  will  I  imitate  the  fun, 
Who  doth  permit  the  bafe  contagious  clouds 
Tofmotherup  his  beauty  from  the  world; 
That,  when  he  pleafe  again  to  be  himlelf. 
Being  wanted,  he  may  more  be  wonder'd  at. 
By  breaking  through  the  foul  and  ugly  milts 
Of  vapours  that  did  feem  to  (tranglc  him. 
If  all  the  year  were  playing  holidays. 
To  fport  wouldbeas  tedious  as  to  work  ; 
But,  when  they  feldom  come,  they  wifh'd-for 

come. 
And  nothing  pleafethbut  rare  accidents. 
So,  when  this  loofe  behaviour  I  throw  off, 
And  pay  the  debt  I  never  promis'd; 
By  how  nuich  better  than  my  word  I  am, 
By  fo  much  (hall  I  falfify  men's  hopes  ; 
And,  like  bright  metal  on  a  fulien  f^round. 
My  reformation,  glitt'ring  o'er  my  fault, 
Shall  (hew  more  goodly,and  attrat\  more  eyes. 
Than  that  which  hath  no  foil  to  let  itolf, 
I'll  fo  offend,  to  make  oftence  a  (kill ; 
Redeeming  time,  when  men  think  leaft  I  will. 
Hotfpufs  Defcription  of  a  finical  Courtier. 
But,  I  remember,  when  the  fight  was  done, 
When  [  wasdry  with  rage  andextreme  toil, 
Breathlefs  and  faint,  leaning  upon  my  (word, 
Came  there  a  certain  lord,   neat,  and  trin\ly 
dreft;  [reap'd, 

Fre(h  as  a  bridegroom;   and  his  rhih,   new- 
Shew'd  like  a  ftublc  land  at  harveit-home  : 
He  was  perfumed  like  a  milliner; 
And  'twixt  his  finger  and  his  thumb  he  held 
A  pouncetbox,  which  ever  and  anon 
He  gave  his  nofe,  and  took't  away  again  :— 
Who,  therewith  angry,  when  it   next  can. 
there,  [talkVi, 

Took  it   in  fnuff.— And  ftill  he  finil'd,  and 
And,  as  the  fold^iers'  bare  dead  bodufs  by, 

H'. 
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HfciUMttirTTJ  .Mnt»«ghikoavcs,unmannerly, 
nhjndfomc  Colic 
hi)  nobiltiv. 


:ng  »%uh  my  \>  'Uiu 
wtth  a  popin*  '.N , 


inded 

,  iH'ing 
[cold, 


i !    '■■.  i:i  '.  ui  PCiriL'iiijr.  't:  lui  nt  h.kIc  mcitiad, 

I  o  Tee  him  ihine  (o  bn(V,  and  fmcll  f)  fwcct, 
And  talk  fu  like  awaiting  gcntUuoman, 
Of  guns,  and  drums,  and  wound.  (God  favc 

tie  nuikl), 
*  methe  fovcrcign*ft  thinr.  onearth 

.itVf  for  an  inward  brntlr; 
,  fo  il  was 
■houli!  In-  digg'd 

1  (IcIlroyM 
,  i  .lie  j;uns, 

lie  MTwuUl  UtitiicU  have  bcca  aloUiicr. 
Dan/^er. 
ril  rrad  your  matter  deep  and  cLingcrou«j 
Asfull  of  peril  and  advent'rou^  fpii  it, 
As  too'crwalk  a  current,  roaring  loud, 
Oil  thcunfteadfaft  footing  of  a  fpcar. 
Honour. 
By  heaven,  methinks  it  wereancify  leap, 
To  pluck  brijrlit  honour  from  tlir  p  ..Ic-fac'd 
Or  divc  into  tlir  bottom  of  the  dec;  ,' moon  ; 
Where  fathom   Une  could  never  touch    the 
pjrounH, 

m:ck  updrownrd  hnnoitr  by  the  locks  ; 
,  might  wear 


And  pi 


hm  oiu  uj  on  nil    n.iii  i.ii   ii  tciiowfllipf 

iMJjf  Percy' t  batkttU  Speech  to  htr  Hujha\ 

O  my  good  lord,  uhv  are  you  thus  alone? 


J^dy  Percy' Mtatkttu  Speech  to  htr  Uujhand. 
"  "  lord,  uhv 

For  what  offence  have  I,  this  fortnij^ht,  been 


A  bani(h*U  »uman  from  my  Harry *.s  bed  ? 
Tell  me,  fwcct  lord,  what  is't  takes  from 
thee 

Tbyflomach,  pleafure,and  thy  poldrn  flecpl 
WbydoO  thouDcndlhineeyesunun  thccartn, 
.'  :o  often  when  thou  uttH  .ilonc  ? 

.u loft  the fre(hbloodi:uliy  cheeks? 

"     '    -c^.andmy  ri^htiof  thee, 

.  tndcurs'd  melancholy  ? 

»  I  by  theehAve  watch'd, 

iiur  tales  of  iron  wars: 

■  to  thy  bounding  fteed; 

'  dl"  and  thou  hall 

'  V  hes,tents,[talk*d 

Oi  I'rfiiimio    ^,   i;o;i,,':i,   ^^rapetS) 

Of  bafiliflcs,  of  CAnnon,  cuiverin  ( 
Ofprifooers*  ranfom,  a/id  of  (oldiers  flain, 
And  all  the  currents  of  a  heady  fight. 
Thv  f-tri*  ^  !••   r  thrr  hath  been  to  at  war, 
■  U»ec  in  thy  flccp, 
oduuonihybrow, 
Lire  L  .     '.u  :■»  ill  ^  I  At^  (li.;i   ■ '      *   "  ;i : 

And  in  thy  face  Aran  gemot  -^car'd, 

Sucha&  wcfcc  whennifnr-  ^rcath 


On  fomegreatfuddcnliafte.  O,  what  portents 

arc  thefc? 
Some  heavy  bufinefs  hafh  my  lord  in  hand. 
And  I  mull  know  it,  elfe  he  loves  mc  not. 
Prodt'ijifS  ridiculed. 

\  cannot  blame  him  :  at  my  nativity, 
The  front  of  he.ivcn  wa»  full  of  fiery  Ihapes, 
Ofburning  crelfeti,  and,  a?  my  birth, 
The  frauK  and  hujjc  foundation  of  the  earth 
Sh.ik'd  like  a  coward. 

Hot.  Why  fo  it  would  have  done 
At  the  fame  feafon,  if  your  mother's  cat 
Hadkiitcn'd-.tho'yourfelfhadnc'erbeenborn. 

Difeafed nature  oftentimes  breaks  forth 

In  Grange  rruptions  :  oft  the  teeming  earth 

Is  with  a  kindof  cholic  pinch'd  and  vcx'd, 

By  the  imprifoning  of  unruly  wind 

Within  h<T  womb;  which,  for  enlargement 

ftriving, 
Shakes  the  old  beldame  earth,  and  topple* 
Steeples,  and  mofi-grok\n  towers.        [down 
On  mifrrable  Rhymers. 
I  had  rather  be  a  kitten,  ^w^  cry — mew, 
Thanoneofthefcf.ime  metrc-ballad  mongers ; 
I  had  rather  hear  a  brazen  canftick  turn'd, 
Or  a  dry  wheel  grate  on  theaxh--tree  ; 
Andthat  would  fet  my  teeth  noiliingoncdge. 
Nothing  To  much  as  mincing  poetry; 
'Tis  like  the  forc'd  gait  of  a  Ihn filing  nag. 
PunRuality  in  Bargain. 
I'll  give  thrice  fo  much  land 
To  any  well-dcferving  friend  ; 
But,  in  tiie  way  of  bargain,  mark  ye  mc, 
III  cavil  on  the  ninth  part  of  a  hair. 

A  Hujbandfungto  Sleep  by  a  fair  Wife* 
She  bids  you 
Upon  the  wanton  rufl)es  lay  yon  down, 
And  reft  your  gentle  head  upon  her  lap. 
And  Hie  will  fing  tlie  fong  that  plcafeth  you^ 
And  on  youreye-lids  crown  the  g'>d  of  Hecp, 
Charming  yotir  blood  with  plealinghcavinr^: 
Making  hich  difference  'twixt  wake  and  Otcp, 
As  is  the  difference  betwixt  day  and  night. 
The  hour  before  the  heavenly  hirncfs'dieain 
Begins  his  golden  progref.s  in  tlieeaft. 
King  Htnry  the  IVth  to  iis  Son. 
Had  I  fo  lavilh  of  my  prcfence  been, 
So  common  hackncy'd  in  tlic  eyes  of  menj 
So  ftale  and  chc.ip  to  vulgar  com|)any, 
Opinion,  that  did  help  rac  to  the  oown^ 
Had  ftill  kept  loyal  to  polfeffiun  ; 
And  left  me  inrcputelefs  banilhment, 
A  fellow  of  no  mark  or  likelihood. 
By  being  feldom  fccn,  I  could  not  ftir, 
Btit,  likeacomct,  1  was  wondered  at :  [he." 
That  men  would  tell  their  childrcn;**This  is 
Others   would  fay,  •♦Where?   which  i*  Bo- 

Imbroke?"'. 
And  then  I  ftolc  all  courtefy  from  heaven, 
And  drefs'd  myfclf  in  Inch  hun\ility. 
That  I  didpluck  allegiance  from  mtn'.s  hearts^ 
Loud  Ihoutsandfalutationsfrom  their  mouths^ 
Even  in  the  prcfence  of  the  crowned  king. 
Thus  did  I  keep  my  perfon  frcfh  and  new; 
My  picfeacc,  like  a  lobc  poniifical, 

Na'et 


Book  III. 


DRAMATIC. 


605 


Ne'er  feenbut  wondered  at:  and  Co  jny  ftate, 
Seldom,  but  runiptuous,  rtiewed  like  a  feu  11 ; 
And  won,  by  rarcneTs,  fuch  folemnity, 
'  he  fkipf.ing  kin^',  he  ambled  up  and  down 

th  Ihallo'.v  jelfers,  and  ra(h  bavin  wits, 
>oon  kindled,  and   Toon  burned  :  'carded  his 
Mingled  hi.sioyaliywithcapcrini5rools;[llate; 
Had  his  great  nameprotaned  with  their  iVorns  ; 
And  gave  his  countenance  againfl  his  name. 
To  laugh  at  gibipf^  hoys,  and  itand  the  pulh 
Pt"  every  beardleis  vain  comparative  : 
Grew  a  companion  to  the  common  Itreets, 
Knfeofied  himielf  to  popularity: 
That,  being  daily  fwallowed  by  men's  eyes, 
They  furfeiied  with  honey  ;  arid  began 
To  loath  the  tarteDffweetneCs,  whereof  a  little 
More  than  a  little  is  by  much  too  much. 
3o,  when  he  had  octafion  to  be  ieeriy 
He  was  but  as  the  cuckow  is  in  June, 
Heard, not  regarded;  ieen,but  with  fuch  eyes, 
As,  fick  and  blunted  with  community, 
Afic-rd  n<J extraordinary  gaze, 
Such  a's  is  benr  on  fun-like  majefty 
W  hen  it  Ihi'ies  (eldom  in  admiring  eyes: 
Uui  rather  drows'd,  and  hung  their  eye-lids 

doun, 
Slept  in  his  face,  and  rendered  fuch  afpetft 
Ascloudy  menufe  to  iheiradverfaries  ;[full. 
J3ein<7  ujtli  his  prefence  glutted,  gorg'd,  and 
Pnncf  Henry's  moJeJi  Deftncc  of  himjtlf. 
God  lorgive  ihem,that  lo  much  have 

fway'd 
Your  Majefty's  good  thoughts  a\yay  from  me! 
J  will  redeem  all  this  on  Percy's  head, 
And,  in  the  ploiingof  fome  glprious  day. 
Be  bold  to  tell  you  that  1  a\\\  your  fon  ; 
When  I  will  wear  a  garment  all  of  blood, 
And  (lain  my  favours  in  a  bloody  mafk, 
M'iiich,  walh'd  away,  (hall  (cour  my  (hame 

with  it. 
And  that  fliall  be  the  day,  whene'er  it  lights, 
That  this  fame  child  of  hqnour  and  renown, 
This  gallant  Hotfpur,  thisall-praifed  knight. 
And  your  unthought  of  Harrychance  to  nicet: 
For  cv'ry  honour  fitting  on  hisheliTi, 
Would  they  were  multitudes:  and  on  my  head 
My  (hamcs  redoubled  ;  for  the  time  will  come 
That  I  (hall  make  this  northern  youth  ex- 
JJis  glorious  deeds  for  my  indignities,  [chai-ige 
Percy  is  but  my  fairtor,  good  my  lord. 
To  engrofs  up  glorious  deeds  on  uiy  behalf  j 
And  1  w  ill  fall  him  to  fo  (triit  account, 
That  he  Ihall  render  every  glory  up, 
Yea,  evei)  the  llighteft  worlhip  of  his  time. 
Or  1  will  tear  the  reckoning  from  his  heart. 
This,  in  the  name  of  God,  I  promife  here  : 
The  winch,  if  jie  bepleas'd  1  Ihall  perform, 
Ido  bcfeechyour  majedy  iTiay  falve 
The  long  grownwoundsof  my  intemperance: 
If  not,  the  end  of  life  cancels  all  bonds; 
And  I  will  die  a  hundred  thoufand  deaths. 
Ere  break  the  fniallelt  parcel  of  this  vow. 

A  Gallant  Warrior. 
\  faw  young  Harry — with  his  beaver  on, 
His  cuiUes  on  his  thighs,  gallantly  arm'd— 
Rife  from  the  ground,  like  feather'd  Mercury^ 
Aad  vaulted  with  fuch  t<ki<:.  into  liis  fcatj 


As  if  an  angel  dropped  down  from  the  clouds. 
To  turn  and  wind  a  fiery  Pegafus, 
Andwitchthewoild  with  noble  horfemanftiip.* 

Hotfpur^  s  Impatience  /or  the  Battle. 

Let  them  come : 

They  come  like  facrifices  in  their  trim. 
And  to  the  fire-eyed  maid  of  fmoky  wnr. 
All  hot  and  bleeding,  will  we  otfer  them: 
The  mailed  Mars  fhall  on  his  altar  fit, 
Up  to  the  ears  in  blood.     I  am  on  fire, 
lohear  this  rich  reprifal  is  fo  nigh, 
And  yet  not  ours:Come,lct  mc  take  my  horfc. 
Who  is  to  bear  me  like  a  thunderbolt, 
Again(t  the  bofom  of  the  Prince  of  Wales: 
Harry  to  Harry  fiaall,  not  horfe  to  horfe. 
Meet,  and   ne'er  part,  till  one  drop  down  a 
O,  that  Glendower  were  come  !  [corfe. 

Prince  Henry'' s  viodejl  Challenge. 

Tell  your  nephew,  [world 

The  Prince  of  Wales  doth  join  with  all  the 
In  praife  o^'  Henry  Percy  :  by  my  hopes — 
This  prefent  enterprife  fet  off  his  head — 
I  do  not  think,  a  braver  gentleman. 
More  aflive-valiant,  or  more  valiant,  young. 
More  daring;,  or  more  bold,  is  now  alive. 
To  grace  this  latter  age  with  noble  deeds. 
For  my  part,  I  fpeak  it  to  my  fhame, 
I  have  a  truant  been  to  chivalry  ; 
And  fo  I  hear  he  doth  account  me  too: 
Yet  this  before  my  father's  majedy — 
I  am  content  that  he  ihall  take  the  odds 
Of  his  great  naine  and  eitimation  ; 
And  will,  to  fave  the  blood  on  either  fide. 
Try  fortune  with  him  in  a  fingle  fight. 
Prince  Hairy'' s  pathetic  Speech  on  the  Death  of 

Hotfpur. 

— Brave  Percy: — fare  thee  well, great  heart  ? 

Ul-weav'd  ambition,    how    much  art  thou 

fhrunk  ! 
When  that  this  body  did  contain  a  fpirit, 
A  kingdom  for  it  was  too  fmall  a  bound  ; 
Bi^t  now,  two  paces  of  the  vileft  earth 
Is  room  enough: — This  earth  that  bears  tliee 
Bears  not  alive,  fo  flout  a  gentleman,  [dead. 
If  thou  wert  fenfibleof  courtcfy, 
I  fhould  not  make  fo  dear  a  Ihow  of  zeal : — 
But  let  my  favours  hide  thy  mangled  face; 
And,  even  in  thy  behalf,  I'll  thank  myfelf, 
Fordpingthefe  fair  rites  of  tendcrncfs.   [ven! 
Adieu,  and  take  thy  praife  with  thee  to  hea- 
Thy  ignominy  lleepwith  thee  in  the  grave. 
But  not  remember'd  in  thy  epitaph! 

Life  demands  ABion. 
O,  gentlemen,  the  time  of  life  is  fhort ; 
Tofpcnd  that  fhortnefsbafely,  vveretoolong. 
It  life  did  ride  upon  a  dial's  point. 
Still  ciidin^at  the  arrival  of  an  hour. 


§2o.TH|i:SCONDPARTOFHENRYIV. 

Shakspeare. 
Prologue.  — Rumour. 
T  FROM  the  orient  to  the  drooping  weft, 
■*>  Making  the  wind  mypofthorfe,  (till  unfold 
The  acts  commenced  on  this  ball  of  earth  : 
Upon  my  tongues  continual  (landers  ride; 
The  which  in  ev'ry  language  I  pronounce; 
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St  up  •  of  men  with  fa'fr  ir  ports. 

I  fp-  -,  while  covert  enmity, 

Uodcf  the  (tniic  of  fafefy, wounds  (hr  world  : 
Ai»H  ^'ho  bt»t  Rumour,  who  but  only  !, 

?  '  ■  -  ,  and  prcpjrd  defence, 

^  ,  iwoln  with  iu'.iie  other 


child  bv  ihe  ftrrn  tyr»nt  war. 
•icr  '    K<.ir.joi:i  is  a  pipe 

uijotitures; 


1    •• 

A"  : 

Blown  by 

Aud  of  fv. 

Thatthcbluaimonltti  with  urn    •:t>t-fi  heads, 

The  ftill  difcordant  wavering  null  I  Uiide, 

Cu  pUy  upon  it. 

Ctmtentfim* 
—— Contention.  likr  .i  horfc 
Full  of  high  feedtnc,  •  broke  loofe, 

And  bean  down  ail  I 

After  him,  came.  Ijiurring  hard, 
A  gentleman  almofi  forefpent  with  foeed, 
That  Itopp'd  by  jne  to  breathe  his  bloodied 

horfe : 
Heafk'd  the  way  to  Chefter;  and  of  him 
I  did  demand  what  n^ws  froTn  Shrcwfhury. 
He  fold  me,  that  rel  !1  luck, 

And  ihjit  young  Harr  pur  wascold: 

;;ive  hi .  j'oif  i;  >!  l»Mhc  head, 
»rward,  ftruck  h;  anued  heels 

'  fides  of  hi>  pooi  jade 

I ;  and,  ftarting  fo, 
to  devour  the  way. 
Si*)  tug  ti'  n. 

'f  Nrws. 
Yea.    ■  •     .1  title-leaf, 

Foi  vohunc: 

SoloT.  P.  -  in:  .1.  wnu»  IK  I'  uii  111  iiiipciiousflood 
Hath  Icit  a  Hiinefs'd  ufuipntion.  [check 

Thou  trcmblcrt:   and  Ine  whitencf*  in  thy 
I»  apler  than  ihy  tongue  to  tell  thv  errand. 
Even  fuch  a  man,  fo  fdint,  fo  fpiritU-fs, 
Moduli,  fodead  in  look,  fo  wor-hcgone, 
Drew  Priam's  curtain  in  the  dead  ot  night, 
And  would  have  told  him  half  his  Troy  was 
hurn'd: 


An 

A 


I  fee  A 

Th. 
Tu 
Th 

An.*  ' 


i»o»i 
Ren> 

A«tV 

Like'*: 

On;  .  t  1 
\\ 

A 

A 

Mux   :\\ 


quotf} 


r  confeflion  in  thinr  eye  :     [fin, 
'••yheadi  and  hold  fl  it  fear  or 
•h.    If  hehcflain,  fayfo: 

rfshis  death: 
ir  the  dead  I 
a".  IS  not  alive, 
welcome  news 
•"'I  his  lonirue 
'    H, 

ing  friend. 
,  'oy  the  Itfs. 
cr.weaken'd  joints, 
.:/s,  burklc  under  life, 
Ir    ^r,  breaks  like  a  8re 
r{  c:  3.irms;  evcnfo  my  limbs, 
thgrief,  being  now  enra^'d  with 
nice  crutch  ; 
'nifelves!  Hence  therefore  thou 

let  now,  with  joints  of  rteel, 
nis  hand :  and  hence,  thou  fickly 


Thou  art  a  guard  too  wanton  for  the  head, 
Wi)ichprinces,ftefli'dwithconqucft,aim  to  hit. 
Noxv  bind  my  brows  with  iron,  and  approach 
The  rugged'ft  hour  that  time  and  fpite  dare 

bring 
To  frown  upon  th'cnrag'd  Northumberland! 
Let  heaven  kifs  earth!  now  letaot  Nature's 

hand 
Keep  the  wild  flood  confin'd!  Let  order  die! 
And  let  this  world  no  longer  be  a  ftage 
To  feed  contention  in  a  ling'ring  ad  ; 
But  let  onefpirit  of  the  firrt.born  Cain 
Reign  in  all  bofonis,  that,  each  heart  being  fct 
On  bloody  courfes,  the  rude  fccne  may  end. 
And  darkncfs  be  the  burier  of  the  dead  ; 
The  Fkkltnrfi  of  the  Vulgar. 
An  habitation  giddy  andunfure 
Hath  he  that  buildeth  on  the  vulgar  heart. 
O  thou  fond  many  ;  with  what  loud  applaufe 
Didft  thou  beat  heaven  with  blcfllng  Boling- 

broke,  ^ 

Before  hf  was  what  thou  wouldft  have  him  be! 
And, being  now  trimm'd  in  thine  own'defires, 
Thou,  beaftly  feeder,  art  fo  full  of  hiin, 
That  ihouprovok'ft  thvfelf  to  cafthim  up. 
On  Sleep. 

O  gentle  fleep, 

Nature's  foft  nurfe,  how  have  I  frighted  thee. 
That  thou   no  more  wilt  weigh  my  eye-lids 
Andfteep  my  fenfes  in  forgetfulnefs !    [down, 
Why  rather,  fleep,  licft  thou  in  fmoky  cribs, 
Upon  uneafypallets  lhetchingthce,[fluniber; 
And  hufh'd  with  buzzing  night-flies  to  thy 
Than  in  the  perfum'd  chambers  of  the  great. 
Under  the  canopies  of  coftly  ftate, 
And  luU'dwith  founds  of  fweeteft  melody  ; 
O  thou  dull  god,  why  liell  thou  with  the  vile. 
In  loathfomebcd<;andlcav'ftthckingly  couch, 
A  watch-cafe,  or  a  common  larum-bcU  ? 
Wilt  thou  upon  the  high  and  giddy  maft. 
Seal  up  ihefhip. boy's  eyes, and  rock  his  brains 
In  cradle  of  thcrude  imperious  furge  ; 
And  in  the  vilitation  of  the  winds, 
Who  take  the  ruflian  billows  by  the  top. 
Curling  their  monltrous  heads,  and  hanging 

them 
Withdearningclamoursintheflippcrycloud?, 
That,  wi.th  the  hurly,  death  itfclf  awakes  > 
Canft  ihou,  O  partial  deep  !   give  thy  repofe 
To  the  wet  fea-boy  in  an  hour  fo  rude  ; 
And,  in  thecalnicft  and  the  ftillcft  night, 
With  all  appliances  and  means  to  boot. 
Deny  it  to  a  king? 
The  CharittifT  o/  King  llrnry  V.  iy  hii  Father, 

He  is  gracious  if  he  be  obferv'd  ; 
He  hath  a  tear  for  pity,  and  a  hand 
Open  as  day  for  melting  charity  : 
Yet   notwithftanding,    Dcing   inccns'd,   he's 
As  humourousas  winter, and  asfudden[flinti 
As  flaws  congeal'd  in  the  fpring  of  day. 
His  temper,  therefore,  muft  be  well  obferv'd: 
Chide  him  for  faults,  and  do  it  reverently. 
When  you  perceivehis  blood  inclin'd  to  mirtha 
But,  being  moody,  give  him  line  and  fcope  : 
Till  that  his  pafTtons,  like  a  whale  on  ground, 
Confbund  themfelveiwith  working. 

On 


Book  III. 


DRAMATIC. 


607 


On  Fortune. 
Will  fortune  never  come  with  both  hands 
full, 
But  write  her  fair  words  flill  in  fouled  letters? 
She  either  gives  a  ftoniach,  and  no  food — 
Such  are  the  poor  inliealth  ;  orelfe  a  feaft, 
And  takes  away  tlie  (lomaclij- fuch  the  rich, 
That  have  abundance,  and  enjoy  it  not. 

Dialogue  ketween  Prince  Henry  and  his  Father. 

•—Come  hither  to  me,  Harry  : — 
Depart  the  chamber,  leave  us  here  alone. 

Exit  Lords. 
P.H.I  never  thought  to  hearyoufpeak  again, 
K.Iicn.  Thy  wifh  was  farther,  Harry,  to  that 

thought : 
I  flay  too  long  by  thee,  I  weary  thee. 
Doft  thou  rohungerfcrmyemptychair,[nours, 
That  thou  wilt  needs  invefl;  thee  with  mineho- 
Before  thy  hour  be  ripe  ?  O  foolifii  youth  ! 
Thou  fcek'ft  the  greatnefs  that  will  overwhelm 

thee. 
Stay  but  a  little:  for  my  cloud  of  dignity 
Is  held  from  falling  with  fo  weak  a  wind, 
That  it  will  quickly  drop  ;  my  day  is  dim. 
Thou  haft  ftolen  that,  which  after  fome  few 

hours 
\Vere  thine  without  offence;  and,  at  my  death 
Tliou  haft  feal'd  up  my  expectation: 
Thy  life  did  manifeft  thou  lov'dft  me  not, 
And  thou  wilt  have  me  die  alfur'd  of  it, 
Thouhid'ftathoufcinddaggersinthythoughts, 
Which  thou  haft  whetted  on  thy  ftouy  heart, 
To  ftab  .It  lialf  an  iiourof  my  life.        [hour  > 
What !    canft    thou    not  forbear  me  half  an 
Then  f.et  thee  gone  and  dig  my  grave  ihyfelf; 
And  bid  the  merry  bells  ring  to  thine  ear 
That  thou  art  crowned,  not  that  I  am  dead. 
Let  all  the  tear > that  fhould  bedew  my  hearfe, 
Be  drops  of  balm,  to  fandify  thy  head  : 
Only  compour-d  me  with  forgotten  duft  ; 
Give  that,  which  gaVe  thee  life,  unto  the 

W'  ,rms. 
Pluck  down  my  officers,  break  mydecreesj 
For  now  a  time  is  come  to  mock  at  form, 
Henry  the  Fifth  is  crown'd  : — up,  vanity; 
Down,  royal  ftate!  All  you  fagecounfcUors, 

hence ! 
And  to  the  Englifh  court  afTemble  now, 
FromevVy  region  apes  of  idlenefs;      [fcum  : 
Now,  neighbour-confines,  purge  you  of  your 
Have  you  a  ruffian  that willfwear, drink, dance, 
Revel  the  night  ;  rob,  murder,  and  commit 
The  oldeft  fins  the  neweft  kind  of  ways? 
Be  happy,  he  will  trouble  you  no  more  : 
jKugland  fhall  double  gild  his  treble  guilt: 
England  ftiall  give  him  office,  honour,  might: 
For  the  fifth  Harry  from  curb' d  licenfe  plucks 
The  muzzle  of  reftraint,  and  the  wild  dog 
Shall  flefli  his  tooth  inev'ry  innocent. 
O  my  poor  kingdom,  fick  with  civil  blows  ! 
"When  that  my  care  could  not  withold  thy 

riots, 
What  wilt  thou  do  when  riot  is  thy  care  ? 
O,  thou  wilt  be  a  wildernefsagain, 
Peopled  ifvith  wolves,  thy  old  inhabitants ! 


P.  H.  O  pardon  me,  my  liege!  but  for  my 
tears,  [Kneeling, 

The  moift  impediments  unto  my  fpecch, 
I  had  foreftai I'd  this  dear  and  deep  rebuke. 
Ere  you  wiih^ricf  hadfpoke,  and  I  had  heard 
I  he  courfe  ct  it  fo  far.   There  is  your  crowu; 
And  He  that  wears  the  crown  immortally. 
Long  guard  it  yours  I  If  I  atfe6t  it  more. 
Than  as  your  honour,  and  as  your  renown. 
Let  me  no  more  i'vom  this  obedience  rife     [rit 
(Which  my  mod  true  and  inward  duteous  fpi- 
Teacheth),  this  prollyate  and  exterior  bend- 
ing! 
Heaven  witncfs  with  me,  when  Iherecamein, 
And  found  no  courfe  of  breath  within  your 

Majefty, 
How  colli  it  ftruck  my  heart!  If  I  do  feign, 
O,  let  me  in  my  prcfent  wildnefsdiel 
And  never  live  tofhew  tlie  incredulous  world 
The  noble  change  tliat  I  have  purpofed  ! 
Coming  to  look  on  you,  thinking  you  dead 
(And  dead  almoft,  my  liege,  to  think  you 

were), 
I  fpake  unto  the  crown,  as  having  fenfe. 
And  thus  upbraided  it.    ''The^care  on  thee 

depending, 
"Hath  fed  upon  the  body  of  my  father;  [gold? 
*'  Therefore,  thou  beft  of  gold,  art  worft  cf 
"  Other,  lefs  fine  in  carat,  is  more  precious^ 
**  Prefervinglifeinmed'cinepotable:[nownV, 
**  But  thou  moft  fine,  mofthonour'd,  moft  re- 
**  Hafteat  thybearerup."  Thus, mymoft  royal 
Accufing  it,  I  put  it  on  my  head  ;  [iiege. 

To  try  with  it— as  with  an  enemy 
That  had  before  my  face  murdered  myfather-- 
The  quarrel  of  a  true  inheritor. 
But  if  it  did  infect  my  blood  with  joy, 
Or  fwell  my  thoughts  to  any  ftraia  of  pride; 
If  any  rebel  or  vain  fpirit  of  mine 
Did,  with  the  leaftaffeclien  of  a  welcome. 
Give  entertainment  to  the  might  of  it. 
Let  God  forever  keep  it  from  my  head : 
And  make  me  as  the  pooreft  vaflal  is. 
That  doth  with  awe  ^nd  terror  kneel  to  it ! 

K.  Hen.   O  my  fon  ! 
Heaven  put  it  in  thy  mind,  to  take  it  hence. 
That  thou  mij^ht'ft  win  the  more  thy  father's 
Pleading  fo  wifely  in  excufe  of  it.  [love. 

Come  hither,  Harry,  fit  thou  by  my  bed; 
And  hear,  I  think, the  very  lateftcounfcl  [fon. 
That  ever  I  fliall  breathe.  Heaven  knows, my 
By  what  by-paths,  and  indirecl  crook'd  ways, 
I  met  this  crown;  and  I  myfelfknow  well, 
How  troublefome  it  lat  upon  my  h«ad  : 
To  thee  it  ftialldefcend  with  better  quiet, 
Better  opinion,  better  confirmation  ; 


For  all  the  foil  of  the  achievement 


goes 


With  me  into  the  earth.  It  feem'd  In  me. 
But  as  an  honour  fnatch'd  with  boifterous 
And  I  had  many  living,  to  upbraid  [hand; 
My  gain  of  it  by  their  afliftances  ; 
Which  daily  grew  to  quarrel  and  to  blood  fhed. 
Wounding  fuppofed  peace:  All  thefe  bold 
Thou  feeft,  w  ith  peril  I  have  anfwered:[fear^ 
For  all  my  reign  hath  been  butasafcene 
A^ing  that  argument ;  and  now  my  death 

5  .  Changes 
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f  Sec  your  mof!  dreadful  lawsfoloofelyflightcd. 
Behold  yourfclf  fo  by  a  fon  difdain'd  » 
And  then  imagine  mc  taking  your  part, 
And,  in  your  power,  foft  filcncin^  your  fon. 


And 


jrreen  : 


.'d 
L  ;  .(.  ij  ait 
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Chan^»rhrmod«:  for^rhf 

FAU»U)>on  thrtinamurh  • 

foiKouihcgarli 

Vet  I  ho'  ihou  :• 

Tbou   art  f»ot    Inin   cnuugn, 

;  t}-.>  friends, 
-ntl  .  wliich  tli'Hi  iniift  make 
'  '\ti'cnout. 

t  .Mv.inc'd, 

.\  tlod^cafcar 

'1  •  •  •  '  avoid, 

I  lUt    thcni  ort  ;  jn>:  ii.iu  .1  ynt  y  >(c  tidW 

To  lead  out  many  to  the  Holy  Lru!  ;  [look 
Ixft  Tciif  and  lyinc  ftill,  mij;>it  in.ikc  them 
Too  near  imtomy  fTate.  TheirNnr, my  Harry, 
Bf  it  thy  courfe,  to  bufy  giddy  iiiinds  (out, 
U  ifht'oreignquAfrcIs;  that  jdioit.hrucc  borne 
Nf  ;.  wallc  the  memory  of  the  fonn- 1  vlays. 
More  would  I,  but  n>\  '  Naittd  fo, 

That  Hrcngth  of  fpcr>  cimicd  m?. 

How  (  ranir  hv  fhr  r  ,   -v vJt!,  Joigive  ! 

'•  ■  M)  true  peace  live! 

■'■    '  ''^:  :-         ■         .«■» 

',  Wore  a,  kcjjl  it,  garc  it  me; 
and  rij^ht  muft  my  pofTclTion  be  : 
>*  r  iCM  l,^^  ith  morrthannith  a  torumon  pain, 
Gainftall  the  world  will  rightfully  iiuinlain. 

n   .f     •  ■  .     .    -•, 

O  poll  111  II  care! 

Th.it  kcep^  ■ ..  .,_.:„ .;..^. .  open  wide 

ny  a  watchful  ni«ht — Hecpwuli  itnow( 
T  fn  found,  and  half  fo  deeply  fweet, 
brow,*vithhomelybij;j,'rn  bound, 
he  watch  of  night,     OMajcftyl 
Jliy  bearer,  thou  doftfjt 
'  rn  in  heat  olday, 

i  -■-  — y. 

Co/J. 
How  quickly  nature  falls  into  revolt, 
gold  becomes  her  object  f 
isthefoolifti,  over.carefiil  tifluis 
:         •   ""'  •     '  '  with  thoii-litN,   their 

'  •  i^«y;  [brainsuitlicarc, 

'  .  ...v  .n.-rofs'd  and  pil.l  up 

d  heaps  of  llrangeatciii'v.d  j-oldj 
>•  ha?c  been  thoughtful  to  invefl 
with  arts  and  martial  rxdcifes  : 
rh"  hre.culliiigfroni  tv'ry  flow'r 
[honey, 
'I'^aJtjOur  mouths  with 
■■  ;  ;  '"     ■'»»••»  and,  like  the  bees, 
AiT'  f  Mr  '-rd  for  our  pains. 
7 .    (    -y  J.Jhi  to  Ktn^  Henry  t\  whom  kt  had 

Tf  the  deed  were  ill, 

I.  wearing  now  the  garland, 
•  your  dfcrces  at  nought  \ 

.  .V'  '"'^  • '>wr  awful  binch; 

.■»h«cou,i  Ibluntihefword 


ileal  your  Q% 


'^  c-igiiuy  lu  muth  |*roUii*d, 


LCafc 
yours, 


^  »i.    THE   LIFE   OF   HENRY  V. 

SHAKSr£ARE. 
Prologue. 
r\  FOR  amufe  of  fire,  that  would  afcend 
^^»   The  brighte/l  heaven  of  invention  ! 
A  kin[;doin  for  a  ftajre,  princes  to  adt, 
And  nionarchs  to  behold  the  fwelling  fcene  ? 
Then  Hiould  the  warlike  Harry,  like  hiinfcll", 
Affunic  the  port  of  Mars ;   and,  at  Jiis  hceh, 
Leafht  in  like  hounds,  fhould  famine,  fword. 
Crouch  for  eniployinent.  [and  fire, 

Confi deration. 
Confideration,  like  an  angel,  came. 
And  whipp'd  th'oftending  Adam  out  ofhim,' 
Leavinj,'  liis  body  as  a  paradife, 
To  envelop  and  contain  celcflial  fpiritsi 
KittfT  Henry  V.  his  Per/eitions. 
Hear  him  but  reafon  in  divinity, 
And,  all-admiring,  with  an  int^ard  wifh 
You  would  defire  thckingwcre  made  a  prelate: 
Hearhini  debate  of  common-wealth  afiairs. 
You  would  fay,    it  hath  been  alUiivali  hit 

ftudy: 
Lid  his  difcourfe  of  war,  and  you  fliall  hear 
A  fearful  battle  rendered  you  inmufic. 
TurnJiim  to  any  caufc  of  policy, 
The  gordian  knot  of  it  he  will  unloofe, 
Fumiliaras  his  garter  ;  that,  when  he  fpcaks^ 
The  air,  a  chartered  libertine,  is  ftill, 
And  the  mute  wonder  lurkct'h  in  men's  ears% 
To  (leal  lus  fweet  and  honcy'd  fentcnccs. 
The  Commonwealth  of  Recu 
So  work  tbe  honey-bees  : 
Creatures  that,  by  a  rule  in  nature,  teach 
The  ait  of  order  to  apeopird  kingdom. 
They  have  a  king,  and  officers  ot  forts  : 
H  here  fome, like  ma;;irtrates,correiJt  athoinei 
Othcrs,like  mcrcliants, venture  trade  abroadj 
Others,  like  foldiers,  armed  in  their  ftings. 
Make  boot  upon  the  fnmmcr's  velvet  buds; 
Which  pillage  they  with  merry  march  bring 
To  the  tent-royal  of  their  emperor :     [home 
Who,  bulled  in  his  majcfty,  furveys 
Fhe  finging  mafons  building  roofs  of  gold  ; 
The  civil  citizens  kneading  up  the  honey  j 
The  poor  mechanic  porters  crowding  in 
1  heir  heavy  burthcnsat  his  narrow  gate  ; 
1  he  fad-eyed  jufticc,  with  his  furly  huiu. 


Del 


ivcring  o'et;  to  executors  pale 


I  he  lazy  yawning  drone. 

Warlike  Spirit. 
A     I  ?'..'''*'  *''^  y^\n\\  of  Kngland  are  on  fire, 
And  filkcn  dalliance  in  the  wardrobe  lies; 
Wow    tlirivc   the    armourers,   and  honour's 

thought 
^?,'e"s  folely  in  the  bread  of  every  man : 
i  fiey  fell  the  pafhiie  now  to  buy  the  horfe  ; 
following  the  mirror  of  all  Chridian  kincs 
VV,th  winged  heels  as  Englifh  Merc 
Fornowhtscxpeaationiuthe 


"g3. 


uries. 


air  'f 


And 
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And  hides  a  fword,  ftoni  hilt  unto  tlie  point, 
With  crowns  imperial ,  crowns, ;uid  coronets, 
Piomis'd  to  Harry,  and  his  followers. 
England. 
O  England  ! — model  to  thy  inward  great- 
Like  little  body  with  a  mighty  heart— [nefs, 
What  mightll  thou  do,   that  honour  would 

thee  do, 
Were  all  thy  children  kind  and  natural  ! 
But  fee  thy  tault!  France  hath  in  thee  found 
A  ne(l  of  hollow  bofonis,  which  he  fills  [out 
With  treach'rous  crowns. 

FalJ'e  Appearances. 
O  !  how  thou  halt  with  jealoufy  infected 
The  fweetnefs  of  alliance  !  fhew  men  dutiful  ? 
Why,  fo  did  a  thou  :    feem  they  grave   and 
learned?  [milv? 

Why,  fo  didfl;  thou  :  come  they  of  noble  fa- 
Why,  fo  did(l  thou  :  feem  they  religious? 
Why,  fo  didfl  thou:  or  are  they  fpare  indict; 
Free  from  grofs  paflion,  or  of  mirth,  or  anger; 
Conftant  infpirit,not  fwerving  with  the  blood; 
Garnifh'd  and  deck'd  in  modefl:  compliment; 
Not  working  with  the  eye,  without  the  ear, 
Andjbut  in  purged  judgment,trufting  neither? 
Such,  and  fo  finely  boulted,  didft  thou  feem  : 
And  thus  thy  fall  hath  left  a  kind  of  blot. 
To  mark  the  full-fraught  man,   and  befl  en- 
^y■ith  fome  fufpicion.  [dued, 

Kinc^  Henry's  CharaRer^by  the  Conjlable  of  France. 

You  are  too  much  miftaken  in  this  king : 
Qiiedionyour  grace  the  late  ambaffadors— 
V/ith  what  great  flatehe  heard  theirembafly: 
How  well  fupplied  with  noble  counfeliors — 
How  modeft  in  exception,  and,  withal. 
How  terrible  in  conftant  refolution — 
And  you  fliall  find,  his  vanities  lore-fpent 
Were  but  the  out-fide  of  the  Roman  Brutus, 
Covering  difcretion  with  a  coat  of  folly  ; 
As  gardeners  do  with  ordure  hide  thofe  roots 
That  fliall  firft  fpring,  and  be  mofl  delicate. 
Dcfcription  of  a  Fleet  fetting  Sail. 

Suppofe,  that  you  have  i'^en 
The  well-appointed  king  at  Hampton-pier 
Embark  his  royalty  ;  and  his  brave  fleet 
With  filken  dreamers  the  young  Phabus  fan- 
ning. 
Play  with  your  fancies :  and  in  them  behold, 
Upon  the  hempen  tackle, ffiip-boys climbing: 
Hear  the  flirill  whifile,  which  doth  01  der give 
To  founds  CO nfus'd:  behold  the  threaden  fails. 
Borne  with  the  invifible  and  creeping  wind. 
Draw  the  huge  bottoms  through  the  furrow'd 
Breafting  the  lofty  furge.  [fea 

Dcfcription  of  Night  in  a  Camp. 
From  camp  to  camp,  thro' the  foul  womb  0/ 
'The  hum  of  either  army  flilly  founds,  [night, 
T  hat  the  fix'd  fentinels  almoft  receive 
The  fecretwhlfpers  of  each  other's  watch  : 
Fireanfwersfire;andthroughtheirpalyflames 
Each  battle  fees  the  other's  umber'd  face: 
Steed  threatens   ftced,  in  high  and  boaflful 
neighs,  [tents, 

Piercing  the  night's  dull  earj  and  from   the 
The  armourers,  accomplifhing  the  knights, 
With  bufy  hammers  clofmg  rivets  itp, 


Give  dreadful  note  of  preparation.         [toll: 
The  country  cocks  do  crow,    the  clocks  do 
And  the  third  hourofdrowfy  morning  name. 
Proud  of  their  numbers,  and  fecure  in  foul. 
The  confident  and  over-lufty  French 
Do  the  low-rated  Englifhplay  at  dice; 
And  chide  the  cripple  tardy- gaitcd  night. 
Who,  like  a  foul  and  ugly  witch,  doth  limp 
So  tedioutlyaway.  The  poor  condemned  Eng- 
Like  facrifices,  by  their  watchful  fires    [lilh, 
Sit  patiently,  jmd  inly  ruminate 
The  morning's  danger;  and  their  gefture  fad, 
Inveftinglaiik  lean  cheeks, andwar.worn  coats, 
Prefenteih  them  unto  the  gazing  moon 
So  many  horrid  ghofts.O, now, who  will  behold 
The  royal  captain  of  this  ruin'd  band,  [tent. 
Walking  from  watch  to  watch,  from  tent  to 
Let  him  cry — praife  and  glory  on  his  head  I 
For  forth  he  goes,  and  vifits  all  his  hoft  ; 
Bids  them  good  morrow, with  a  modeft  fmile; 
And  calls  them — brothers,  friends,  and  coun- 
Upon  his  royal  face  there  is  no  note  [trymen. 
How  dread  an  army  hathenrounded  him; 
Nor  doth  he  dedicate  one  jot  of  colour 
Unto  the  Aveaiy  and  all-watched  night : 
But  frefhly  looks,  and  overbears  attaint, 
Wiih  cheerful  femblance,  and  fweet  majefly ; 
That  ev'ry  wretch,  pining  and  pale  before. 
Beholding  him, plucks  comfortfronihis  looks: 
A  largefs  univerfal,  like  the  fun. 
His  liberal  eye  doth  give  to  ev'ry  one. 
Thawing  cold  fear. 

The  Miferies  ofRcyalty. 
O  hard  condition!  twin-born  with  greatnefs, 
Subjeflto  the  breathof  every  fool, [wringingi 
Whofe  fenfe  no  more  can  fe;.l  but  his  own. 
What  infinite  heart's-eafe  muft  kings  neglect. 
That  private  men  enjoy  !  [too. 

And  what  have  kings,  that  privates  have  not 
Save  ceremony,  fave  general  ceremony  ? 
And  what  art  thou,  thou  idol  ceremony  ? 
What  kind  of  god  art  thou,  that  fufFer'ft  more 
Of  mortal  griefs,  than  do  thy  worftiippers  ? 
What  are  thyrent.s?  what  arethy  comings-in? 

0  ceremony,  fiiew  me  but  thy  worth  ! 
What  is  the  foul  of  adoration  ?  [form. 
Art  thou  auglit  elfe  but  place,  degree,  and 
Creating  awe  and  fear  in  other  inen. 
Wherein  thou  art  lefs  happyi  being  feav'd. 
Than  they  in  fearing  ?                             [fweet. 
What  drink'll   thou  oft,  infiead  of  homage 
But  poifon'd  flattery?  O,  be  fick,  great  greilt. 
And  bid  thy  ceremony  give  thee  cure,  [nefs, 
I'hitik'fl  thou,  the  fiery  fever  will  go  out 
With  titles  blown  from^dulation  ? 

Will  it  giveplaceto  flexure  and  low-bending? 
Candthou,  when  thou  command'ft  the  beg« 
gar's  knee,  [dream 

Command  the  health  of  it?  No,  thou  proud 
That  play'fl:  To  fubtly  with  a  king's  repofe  : 

1  am  a  king,  that  find  thee;  and  1  know, 
'Tis  not  th'::  balm,  the  fceptre,  and  the  ball. 
The  fword,  the  mace,  the  crown  imperial, 
The  enter-tiffued  robe  of  gold  and  pearl. 
The  farfed  title  running  'fore  the  king. 
The  throne  he  fits  on,  nor  the  tide  ot  pomp, 

R  r  ThAt 
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Tlut beats  uponlh 

No,  fv»<  aU  thcfr,  t 
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^  world— 

etched  fl*ve; 
1  vacant  mind, 
ivith  di;ricJstul 


Goc»  him  to  rcfl,  crauimM 

Never  f'  '*"•''; 

SI    .  am;  next  ii^^  n, 

Doin  luc,  .i:»*l  help  Hyi'ciiwu  .«  ...^  h  )iie : 
And  follows  to  the  evci-running  yc.i , 
With  profitable  labour,  to  his  grave 
And, but  for  ceremony,  fuch  a  wrctcl,i>cp, 
Winding  up  days  with  toil,  and  iwjv. .  -vith 
Hath  the  fore  hand  and  vantage  oi  i  r  in  ,. 
A  Df/iri^ieM  of  tkt  mijrrahle StaU  ej :L    Ln^UJk 
Army. 
Yon  ifland carrions,  defp'rate  oftlip.i  bones, 
Ill.favourMly  become  the  morninj;  ncM: 
Their  rag^a  curtains  poorly  arc  let  loofe. 
And  our  air  (hakes  tttrm  patOng  fcor.it  ully. 
Big  Mars  feeros  bankrupt  in  thcii  lc.:i;ar'd 
Ami  faintly  thro'aTufty  Dcavcr  peeps. [hoft, 
Tl.  .7n  fit  like  fixed  candlcMuKs, 

>V  ;  tves  in  their  hand:  and  the  poor 

Lob  d«wn their  heads,  dropping  the  hide  and 
hips;  i>ycs, 

The  gum  dowruroping  from  their  p.tlc  dead 
And  mihe'irpale  dull  mouths thc^iinnial  bit 
Liet  foul  witnchew'd  erafs,  fiill  and  tnotion- 
And  their  executor*,  the  knavifticruws/lcfs; 


li 

Will  > 
Andf.. 
Thenv 
Oldiu 
But  Xhi 


-"  —   •'-••:  •",  impatient  for  their  hour. 
•r/»r<  t/tt Battier/ A ifti.i  ourt. 
•  '->  this  day,  and  cumci  (afe 
home, 
•I  ft  and  a  tip-toc  whcn  this  day  is  nam*d, 
in  at  the  nameofCrtrpian. 
live  this  day,  and  fee  old  age, 
•^'-  vigil  teart  his  ncij^hbour, 
>)W  i»  St.  Crifpian  I 
l.i*flecvc,and(ne\v  liib  fears: 
Nct  Jhall  not  all  fori;ct, 
ibcr,  with  advanta^'cs, 
What  fcautljcy  did  that  day;  Ihcn  Ihullour 

namef. 
Familiar  in  their  moutl 
Hairy  the  King.  Bedt. 
Warwickand  Talbot, 
Be  in  their  flowing  cii 

Drfrnpti:ncflhr  I 
He  fm 
And, 

•*  Commrn  >  v\)  J-^t  vi 
So  did  he  turn,  and  ov 
He   threw  his  ho'«"'' 
And(u,efpous'd  t 
A  trilamcnt  of  m- 


'  !  old  words, 
;er, 
'•''-/ncr, 
'  ci'd. 

,  gave  iiic  ilia  hand, 
f»y*,  ««Drar!Tiylord, 


.lips; 
.  ...M  Mod  his 
t h  blood  he  feal'd 
love. 


ri-c  pretty  and  fwcci  manner  of  it  forc'd 
i  hole  waters  fiom  roe  which  I  would  have 

Hopp'd » 
Butt  had  not  fo  much  of  man  in  mc, 
And  alt  my  niother  came  into  mine  eves. 
And  gave  mc  up  to  tears. 


The  Mff.rirs  efWar. 
Her  vine,  the  merry  chccrer  of  the  heart, 
Unpruncd  dies  :  her  hedges  even  pleach'd. 
Like  prifoners,  wildly ovcr-grown  with  hair, 
Put  forth  difordcr'd  twigs  :   her  fallow  l^as 
The  darnel,  hemloc,  and  rank  fumitory, 
Doth  root  upon  ;  while  that  thccoultcr  rufis, 
That  Should  deracinate  fnch  favagery : 
The  even uicad,thatcrft  brought  fwcetlyforth 
The  frcckledcovvfiip,bnrnet.  and  green  clover, 
Wanting  the  fcythe,  withal  uncoricfted,  rank. 
Conceives  by  idlenefs;  and  nothing  teems, 
But  hateful  docks,  rough  thirties,    keckfics, 
Lofing  both  beauty  and  utility.  [burs, 

S  aa.  THE  FIRST  PART  OF  HENRY  V  I. 
Shakspeake. 

Glory. 
/^  LORY  is  like  a  circle  in  the  water; 
^^  Which  never  ceafetli  to  enlarge  itfclf. 
Till  bybioudfpreading  itdifpeile  to  nought. 
Marriage. 
For  marriage  is  a  matter  of  more  worth. 
Than  to  be  dealt  in  by  attorney  (hip. 

For  what  is  wedlock  forced  but  a  hell, 
An  age  of  difcord  and  continual  llrifc  ? 
Whereas  the  contrary  bringeth  forth  blifs. 
And  is  a  pattern  of  celcftial  peace. 

§a3.THE  SECOND  PARTOF  HENRY  VI. 

SHAKSPEARr. 
A  rrfohed ambitioui  Woman. 
poLLOW  I  mull,  1  cannot  go  before, 
^  WhilcGlo'ller  bears  this  bafc  and  humble 

mind. 
Were  T  a  man,  a'dnke,  and  next  of  blood, 
I  would   remove    thcfc    tedious  ftumbling- 
blocks,  [necks. 

And   fmooth   my  w'ay    upon  their  hcadlcfs 
And,  being  a  woman,  I  will  nut  be  flack 
To  play  my  part  in  fortune's  pageant. 
The  Lord  ever  to  be  rcmcmbtred. 
Let  never  day  or  night  unhallow'd  pafs, 
But  ftill  remember  what  the  Lord  hath  done. 
Eleanor    to    the  Duke    of  Qlo'Jlcr^    when  doing 

Penance. 
For,  whilft  I  think  I  am  thy  married  wife. 
And  thou  a  prince,  proteaor  of  this  land, 
Methinks  I  Ihould  not  thus  be  led  along, 
Mail'd  up  in  (hame,  with  papers  on  my  hackj 
Andfollow'd  with  a  rabble  ,  that  rejoice 
To  fee  tuy  tear>,and  hear  my  deep-felt  groans. 
The  ruthlcfs  flint  doth  cut  my  tender  tcet  ; 
A  nd,  w  hen  1  rtart,  the  envious  people  laugh. 
And  bid  luc  bcadvifed  huw  I  tread. 
Client  Refentmcnt  deepejl. 
Smooth  runs  the  water  w here  the  brook  is 
deep  ; 
And  in  his  fimplc  fliowhc  harbours  trcafon. 

A  guilty  Countenance. 
Upon  the  eyc-balls  murd'rous  tyranny 
Sit&,in  grim  majefty,  to  fright  the  world. 
Defcridtion  of  a  mv.ydercd  Per/on. 
See  how  the  blood  is  fettled  in  his  face! 
Oft  have  I  fccn  a  timely-par  led  ghoil. 

Of 
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Ofa(hyfcmblanrf,meagre,pale,andbloodlers, 
Bcingall  defcended  to  the  labouring  lu-art; 
Who, in  the  conflid^  that  it  holds  withd^ath, 
Attraflstlicfanicforaidance'gainRtlie  enemy; 
Which  w.ith  the  heart  there  cools,  and  ne'er 

retiirncth 
TQ.blufh  and  beautify  the  clicek  apin. 
Kuf,  fee,  his  face  is  black,  and  full  of  blood; 
His  eye-balls  further  out  than  when  he  liv'd, 
btaringfull  ghallly,  like  a  ftrangled  man  : 
His  hair  uprear'd,  his  noftrils  flretch'd  with 

(trugglmg  J 
His  hands  abroad  difplay'd, as  one  thatgrafp'd 
And  tugg'd  for  life,  and  was  by  ftrcngth  fub- 
dued.  [ing; 

Lock  on  the  fhects  >  his  hair,  you  fee,  is  (lick- 
His  well-proporlion'd  beard  made  rough  and 

rugged, 
Like  to  the  fummer's  corn  by  t^mpefl  lodg'd. 
It  cannot  be  but  he  was  murder'd  here; 
The  leall  of  all  thcfc  figns  were  probable. 
A  gcod  Covfcience. 
What  ftronger  breaft-plate  tiian  a  heart  un- 
tainted? 
Thrice  is  he  arm'd,that  hath  his  quarrel  jufl; 
And  he  but  naked, though  lock'd  up  in  fleel, 
Whofe  confciencevvith  injuftice  is  corrupted. 
Rmorfdefi  Hatred. 
A  plague  upon 'em!  wherefore  fhould  I 
curfe  them  ?  [groan, 

Would-eurfes  kill,    as  doth    the  mandrake's 
I  would  invent  as  bitter  fearcliing  terms, 
A  curs'd,  as  harfh,  as  horrible  to  hear, 
Deliver'd  ftrongly  through  my  fixed  teeth, 
W^ith  full  as  many  figns  of  deadly  hate, 
As  lean-fac'd  envy  in  her  loathfome  cave  ; 
My  tongue  (hould  ihunble  in  mine  earneft 

words; 
Mineeyesfhovildfparkleiike  the  beaten  flintj 
Vline  hair  be  fix'd  on  end  like  one  diftracl: ; 
Ay,  ev'ry  joint  fliould  feem  to  curfe  and  ban; 
And  even  now,   my  burden'd  heart  would 

break, 
Shbuld  I  not  curfe  th^m.  Poifon  be  then* drink! 
Gall,  worfe  than  gall,  x\\t  daintiell  that  they 

tarte  ; 
Their  fweetefl  (hade, a  grove  of  cyprefs  trees! 
1  heir  chiefefl  profpcci,  murdering  bafililks! 
Their  foftefl  touch, as  ("mart  as  lizards'  (tings; 
Their  irtufic,  frightful  as  the  fcrpent's  hifs  ; 
And  boding (crich-owls  make  the  concert  full! 
All  the. foul  terrors  in  dark-leated  hell 

'  Now,  by  the  ground  that  I  anl  banifh'dfrom, 

We}}  could  I  curfe  away  at  winter's  nigbr, 

Though  (landing  naked  ort  a  mountain  top. 

Where  biting  coldwould  never  let  grafsgrovv. 

Parting  lovers. 

And  bani(hed  I  a^n,  if  but  from  thee. 

Go,  (peak  not  to  me,  even  now  be  gone 

O,go  notyetl  even  thus  two  fiiendsconciemn'd 
Lmbracgj  and  kifs,   and' take  ten  thoufand 
leaves. 

Loather  a  hundred  times  to  part  than  die. 

Yet, now  farewell;  and  farewell  lifewith  thee! 
i//y.TUasi5.^'Oor  Suffolk  ten  times  baniilied, 


Once  by  tlie  king,  and  three  times  thrice  by 

thee! 
'Tis  not  the  land  I  care  for,wcrt  thou  hence  t 

A  vvildernefs  is  populous  enough, 
SoSu(rolk  had  thy  heavenly  company  : 
For  where  thou  art, there  is  the  world  itfelf. 
With  every  feveral  pleafure  in  the  world! 
And  where  thou  art  not,  defolation. 
Dyings    with  the   Perfon    beloved^  preferable  ta 
parting. 
If  I  depart  from  thee,  1  cannot  live  : 
And  in  thy  fight  to  die,  what  were  it  elfe. 
But  like  a  plcafant  (lumber  in  thy  lap  ? 
Here  could  1  breathe  my  foul  into  the  air. 
As  mild  and  gentle  as  the  cradle-babe. 
Dying  \\  ith  mother's  dug  between  its  lips. 
TAe  Death- bed  Horrors  bf  a  guilty  Confcience, 
Bring  me  unto  my  trial  when  you  will. 
Died  he  not  in  his  bed  r  Where  (hould  he  die? 
Can  I  make  men  live, whether  they  will  or  no? 
O  !    torture  me  no  more,  I  will  confefs— — 
Alive  again  ?  Then  (liew  me  where  he  is  ; 
I'll  give  a  thoufand  pound  to  look  upon  him — 
He  hath  no  eyes,  the  duff  hath  blinded  them. 
Comb  down  his  hair  ;  look  !   look  !   it  (lands 

upright. 
Like  lime-twi^s  fet  to  catch  my  winged  foul! 
Give  me  (bme  drink  ;  and  bid  the  apothecary 
Bring  theftrong  paifbn  that  I  bought  of  him. 
Ntght. 
The  gaudy,  blabbingj  and  reriiorfeful  day 
Is  crept  into  the  bofom  of  the  fea; 
And  now  lou  dhow  ling  wolves  aroi(fe  the  jades 
That  drag  the  tragic  melancholy  night  ; 
Who  with  their  drowfy,  (low,  and  flagging 

wings, 
Clip  dead  men's  graves,  and  from  their  mifty 

jaws 
Breathe  foul  contagious  dairknefsin  the  air. 
Kent, 
Kent,  in  the  Commentaries  Coefar  writ. 
Is  term'd  the  civil'll  place  of  all  this  ide  : 
Sweet  is  the  country,  becaufefuU  of  riches  j 
The  people  liberal,  valiant,  adUve,  wealthy. 
Lord  Say'' 5  Apology  for  himfclf. 
Juftice,  with  favour,   have  I  always  done; 
Prayers  and  tears  have  mov'd  me,  gifts  could 

never. 
When  have  I  aught  exacted  at  your  hands, 
Kent  to  maintain, theking,therealm,  and  you? 
Large  gifts  have  I  beffow'd  on  learned  clerks 
Becaufe  my  book  preferr'd  me  to  the  king  : 
And — feeing  ignorance  is  the  curfe  of  God, 
Knowledge   the  wing  wherewith  we  fly  fo 

heaven, 
Unlefsyou  bepo(refs'd  with  devilifli  (Spirits, 
You  cannot  but  forbeaito  murder  me. 
$34  IHii:  THIRD  PART  OF  HENRYVI. 
Shakspeare. 
The  Tranfports  of  a  Crown. 
— "p^obut  think 

^^  Howfweet  athingit  is  to  wear  a  crown; 
Within  whofe  circuit  is  Elyfium, 
And  all  that  poets  feign  of  blifs  and  joy. 
A  hungry  Lion. 
So  looks  the  pent-u;  lion  o'er  the  wretch 
R  r  a  '  That 


V.-' 
U  he 


ELEGANT    EXTRACTS,        Book  III, 

7Xf   BUJtH^i  of  a  Shepherd's  life. 
oGod!  nicthinks  it  were  a  happy  life, 
1  o  be  no  better  than  a  honv:ly  Twain  ; 
To  fit  upon  a  hill,  as  I  do  now, 
To  carve  out  dials  quaintly,  point  by  point, 
Thereby  to  fee  the  minutes  how  ihey  run: 
How  many  make  the  hour  full  complete, 
How  many  hours  bring  about  the  day, 
How  many  days  will  finifh  up  the  year, 
How  many  years  a  mortal  man  may  live  : 
NV  hen  this  is  known, then  to  divide  the  timcsf 
So  many  hours  mufl  I  tend  my  flock  ; 
So  many  hours  mulJ  I  take  niy  rc/l  j 
So  many  hours  mufl  I  contemplate; 
So  many  hours  mull  I  fport  myfelf  j 
So  many  days, my  ewes  have  been  with  yoimg: 
So  many  weeks,  ere  the  poor  foolswill  yeanj 
So  many  months,  ere  I  fliall  flienr  the  fleece: 
So  minutes,  hours,  days,  weeks,  months,  and 

yeai-s, 
Pafs'doverto  the  end  they  were  created. 
Would  bring  white  hairs  unto  a  quiet  grave. 
Ah  wh.it  a  life  were  this!  how  fweet!  how 

lovely  ! 
Gives  not  the  hawthorn  bufh  a  fweeterfhade 
To  fhepherds,  looking  on  their  filly  flieep, 
Than  doth  arichenibroider'd  canopy 
To  kings,  that  fear  their  fubjec^U'  treachery? 
O,  yes,  it  doth  ;   a  thouiand  fold  it  doth. 
And   to   conclude — the   fhepherd's   homely 

curds, 
His  cold  th.in  drink  out  of  his  leather  bottle, 
His  Wonted  fiecp  under  a  frefii  tree's  Ihade, 
All  which  fccure  and  fwectly  he  enjoys, 
Is  far  beyond  a  prince's  Jelicates, 
His  viands  fparkling  in  a  golden  cup. 
His  body  coiiched  in  a  curious  bed. 
When  care,  miltruft,  and  treafon  wait  on  him. 
Mob. 
Look,  ns  T  blow  this  feather  from  my  face. 
And  as  the  air  blows  it  to  me  again, 
Obeying  with  my  wind,  when  1  do  blow, 
And  yielding  to  another  when  it  blows, , 
Couunandcd  always  by  the  greater  guft  ; 
Such  is  the  lightncfs  of  your  common  men* 
A  Smile  on  amlntiovi  Thcu^hts^ 
Why,  then  I  do  but  dream  on  fov'reignty ; 
I.ikc  one  that  ftands  upon  a  promontory. 
And  fpiesa  far-oft  (hore  where  he  would  tread, 
Wifhing  his  foot  were  equal  with  his  eye  ! 
And  chides  the  fea  that    fundcrs  him  from 

thence. 
Saying—he'll  lade  it  dry,  to  have  his  way. 
Gloucejier^i  Deformity. 
Why,IovcforlworenieiHmymother'swomb: 
And,  forlfhould  not  deal  in  herloft  laws, 
She  did  corrupt  frail  nature  with  fomc  bribe 
To  (brink  min.-arnfup  like  a  withcr'd  (hrub; 
To  make  an  e  ivious  mountain  on  my  back. 
Where  fits  deformity  to  mock  my  body; 
To  fhapc  my  Icgi  of  an  unequal  (ize  j 
To  dilprop*)rtion  me  in  every  part : 
Like  to  a  chaos,  oranunlick'd  bcar-whclp, 
That  carries  no  impredion  like  the  dam. 
AndamI  thena  man  to  bcbclov'd? 

3  CioucesUr''i 


»U 


A:'     i  '   I    k.  'tnc*  to  icikI  ht9  lunb  '    iti.iUtr. 
^i<  iJ.t-  cj  Y9tk  t«  tkt  g^UsMl  Bfhui  uur  ^f  kit 

S0»i. 

Myfonv-GoU  kno«^«wtutluth  bc(  hancM 

tliemi  [^clve^ 

But  ihii  Iknotn— they  have  demc.tr«i  thrm- 

l.iker— »    ■••  • -"  ^-  t.K.    „:  .K,ih. 

Thicf  I.-  to  me, 

And  t:  ^  '      '^o'^*  »* 

And  full**  oft  ome  Fdward  »o  Tin  lidr, 
With  purjl-        ■  •  ,       .     5!,,.  |,i|t 

Jn  blood  or  tttd  him: 

And**!'"  ..>..>  ...t,.  lui- .iivl  retire, 

Rich.1  Chargel  and  give  no  foot  of 

;*  Acrown,orclfca  gloi iiisis  tombt 

*  ,  or  an  earthly  fcpulci.re  !" 

Willi  !h:i  w<  chargM  auain:  but  out,  alas! 
We  bodg'd  again  t-as  I  have  fccn  a  In  an 
W'ith  bootleit  labour  fwim  againii  ilc  tide, 
And  fj»cnd  her  ftrcngth  with  ovci-matching 

wave*. 

A  r^t'"       Pajiim  on  tkt  Murder  of  a  favourite 

ChiU. 

-     ^  ,wrapp\l  in  a  worn  n's  hide  ? 

,1  dtain  the  life-lhod  of  the 

lie  :.»uci  wiuc  hiscycsu  ith  :1,  [child, 

*  ^ct  be  fccn  to  beura  womnn  ^  r  cc? 
rrs  are foft,  mild,  pitiful,  and  flexible; 

'1:  ::>,obduratc,  flinly,  rou^ii,  lcalorfe- 

•  •  •  »  •  -  . 
That  face  of  hi*  th*'  hungry  cannib.iU 
Wou! '  ■  ich'd,  would  not  have 

od  : 
^••'  ■ iirvorable— 

*  Hvuania. 
[      .                  i         .         ,              irr's  tears: 
U  iu%  ciuih  thou  dipp'U  in  blood  of  my  fvrect 

And  I  i*uh  tcarsdoMrafhthe  bi.  .  <<  awny. 
Keep  thou  the  napkin,  and  j;o  how  of  this: 
And,  if  thou  tell'll  tl     '  '     ,  y  i  i^ht, 

Vponmy  foul,  the  I '  >\\  tears; 

Vca,evenmvfiKi  >%;li  :...    :dluig  tears, 

And  fay,  *'AIaj,  it  was  a  piteous  deed  l'» 
Ti't  Dtke  of  York  /«  fictile. 

^c  1>ore  him  in  the  thickefl 
I  a  herd  of  neat ;  [troop, 

■\  with  dogs, 
de then) cry, 

.,  .....  .  ..;k  at  him. 

74r  Merm^/f. 


5ep|TOtTthe  Trorning  opes  her  golden  gatei, 

"li  of  tlie  glorious  fun! 

'  the  prime  of  vouth, 

J  rm.in  u  iiikf  .1  vchn  'tonisiove* 

Tktkorn 

This  battle  fares  liK. .....    ..iorning'swar, 

When  dying  clouds  contend  with  growing 

^  'owingof  hit  nails, 

<  .  .  Jay  ui  night. 
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Gloucfjltr's  DiJJimutation, 

Why,  I  can  liiiile,  and  murder  whilclfmlle; 
And  cry,  content,  to  that  which  grieves  my 

heart ; 
And  wet  my  cheeks  with  artificial  tears; 
And  frame  my  face  to  all  occalions  : 
I'll  drown  more  Aiilors  than  the  mennaidfliaUj 
I'll  (lay  more  gazers  than  tlie  balililk  ; 
I'll  play  the  orator  as  well  as  Neilor, 
Deceive  more  flily  than  Ulyfl'es  could, 
And,  likeaSinon,  take  affother  Troy  : 
I  can  add  colours  to  the  cameleon  ; 
Chan<je  fhapcs  with  Proteus,  for  advantages, 
And  fet  the  murd'rous  Machiavel  to  fchool. 
Can  I  do  this,  and  cannot  get  a  crown  ? 

Henry  VI,  on  Ids  own.  Lcniiy,    [mands, 

I  have  not  ftopp'd  mine  ears  to  their  de- 
Nor  pofted  off  their  fuits  with  flow  delays  ; 
My  pity  hath  been  balm  to  heal  their  wounds, 
My  mildnefs  hath  allay'd  their  fwelling  griefs, 
My  mercy  dried  their  water-flowing  tears. 
I  have  not  been  defirous  of  their  wealth, 
Normuchopprefs'd  them  with  great  ftibfidies, 
JS'or  forwardof  revenge. tho' they  mucherr'd. 
The  Earl  of  WarwiclC s  ^y^^S  ^P^^^^' 

Ah, who  is  nigh  s'  Come  to  me, friend  or  foe. 
And  tell  me  who  is  victor,  York  or  Warwick? 
Why  a(k  I  that  ?  My  mangled  body  fliews ; 
My  blood,  my  want  of  ftrength,my  hck  heart 
1'liat  I  mullyieldmybody  totheearth.[lhews 
And,  by  my  fall,  the  conqueft  to  my  foe. 

Thus  yields  the  cedar  to  the  axe's  edge, 
Whofe  arms  gave  flielter  to  the  princely  eagle, 
Under  whofe  fhade  the  ramping  lion  llept ; 
Whofe  top-branch  overpeerd  Jove's  fpread- 
ing  tree,  [wind. 

And  kept  low  flirubs  from  winter's  powerful 
Thefe  eyes,  that  nowaredimm'd  withdeath's 

black  veil, 
Have  been  as  piercing  as  the  mid-day  fun. 
To  fearch  the  fecret  treafons  of  the  world. 
The  wrinkles   in  my  brows,  now  fill'd  with 
Wereliken'd  oft  to  kingly  Iepulchers;[blood, 
F^rwho  liv'dkingjbut  I  could  dig  his  grave? 
And  who   durft  fmile,  when  Warwick  bent 

his  brow  ? 
Lo,  now  my  glory  fmear'd  in  dud  and  blood! 
My  parks,  my  walks,  my  manors  that  I  had,   ' 
Ev'n  now  forfakeme  ;  and,  of  all  my  lands, 
Isnothing  left  me,  but  my  body's  length. 
I^ieen    Margaret's   Speech    before  the   Battle   of 
Ttzokefbury. 

Lords,   Knights,   and  Gentlemen,    what  I 
ihould  fay, 
My  tears  gainfay  ;  for  every  word  I  fpeak, 
Ye  fee,  I  drink  the  water  of  my  eyes,   [reign, 
Therefore, no  more  but  this:  Henry,yourfovc- 
Is  ptifoner  to  the  foe,  his  (late  ufurp'd. 
His  realm  a  flaughfer-houfe,his  fubje<5ts  flain, 
His  ftatutes  cancell'd,  and  his  treafure  fpent ; 
And  yonder  is  the  wolf  that  mukes  this  fpoil : 
VouH^ht  in  juIlice:then,inGod's  name, Lords, 
Be  valiant,  and  givefignal  to  the  fight. 
Omens  on  the  Birth  of  Richard  I II, 

The  owl  fhriekMat  thy  birth,  an  evil  fign; 
The  night-ciow  cried, a  boding  lucklefs  tune; 


Dogs  hovvl'd, and  hideous  tempeils  fliook  down 

trees  ; 
The  raven  rook'd  her  on  the  chimney's  top. 
And  chattering  pyes  in  difnial  difcords  iun^: 
Thy  mother  felt  more  tlian  a  mother's  pain, 
A;)d  yet  brought  forth  Icfs  than  a  mother's 
'J'o  wit — an  indigeft,  deformed  lump,  [hope. 
Not  like  the  fruit  of  fuch  a  goodly  tree,  [born, 
Tcetii  hadd  thou  in  tliy  head  when  thou  watt 
1  o  fignify — thou  cam' (I  to  bite  the  world  : 
And,  if  the  reft  be  true  wJiich  1  have  heard, 
Tiiou  cam'ft  **  into  the  world  with  thy  legj 

forward." 


S  25.  THE  LIFE  OF  HENRY  VIIL 

Shakspeare. 
Anger. 

TTo  climb  fteep  hills, 

-*■  Rcquiresllowpaceatfirft.Angerislike 
A  full-hot  horfe;  who,beingaUow'dhis  way. 
Self-mettle  tires  him. 

AiJion  to  be  carried  on  with  Refolution, 

If  I  am 

Traduc'd  by  ignorant  tongues,which  neither 
My  faculties,  norpcrfon,  yet  will  be    [know 
The  chronicles  of  my  doing — let  me  fay, 
Tis  but  the  fate  of  place, and  therough  brake 


That  virti 


ift  go  through.  We  mufl  not  ftir.t 


Our  neceffary  aftions,  in  the  fear 
To  cope  malicious  cenfurers;  which  ever. 
As  rav'nous  fiflies,  do  a  veifel  follow- 
That  isnew-trjmm'd;  but  benefit  no  further 
Than  vainly  longing.  What  we  oft  do  beft. 
By  fick  interpreters,  once  weak  ones,  is 
Not  ours,  or  not  allow'd  ;  what  worlt,  as  oft 
Hitting  a  grofler  quality,  is  cried  up 
For  our  beftai^t.     If  we  fhall  ftand  ftill. 
In  fear  cur  motion  will  be  rnock'd  orcarp'dat. 
We  ftiould  take  root  here, where  we  fit,  or  iit 
State-ftatu-?s  only. 

New  Cvjloms. 

New  cuftoms. 

Though  they  be  never  fo  ridiculous. 
Nay,  let  'cm  be  unmanly,  yet  are  follow'd. 
The  Duke  of  Buckingham' s  Prayer  for  the  King^ 

May  he  live 

Longer  than  I  have  time  to  tell  his  years  ! 
Ever  belovM,  and  loving,  may  his  rule  be  ! 
And, when  old  time-  fluill  lead  him  to  his  end, 
Goodnefs  and  he  fill  up  one  monument  ! 
Dependents  not  to  be  too  viuch  trujied  by  great  Men, 
riiis  from  a  dying  man  receive  as  certain  : 
Where  you  are  liberal  of  your  loves,and  coun- 
fels,  [friends. 

Be  fure  you  benotloofe  :  forthofe  you  make 
And  give  your  hearts   to,  when  they  oncQ 

perceive 
Theleaft  rub  in  your  fortunes,  fall  away 
Like  water  from  ye,  never  found  again 
But  where  they  mean  to  fink  ye. 
A  gcod  Wije. 

A  lofs  of  her, 

That,  like  a  jewel,  has  hung  twenty  years 
About  his  neck,  yet  never  loft  her  luftre; 
Of  her,  that  loves  him  with  that  excellence 
That  angels  love  good  men  wuh  :  even  of  her 

That 
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Th4t«h«n  ihtfrealefttroke of  fortune  {*\U, 
WUlblefithcking. 

'Til  PctlCf  ro  be  lo-Ov  Votn, 
AndTMtt^e  with  humble  Iiv<rr»  «n  co'^.Xf  rf. 
Than  to  be  pcrk'd  up  in  a  giitt'ring  ^t  let, 
And  «rc«r  a  Koldcti  forruw. 

Qutm  CstAaruf'i  Sp4f<k  tokrr  Hujhand. 
•     ••    AU>,  Sir, 
In  what  hjkvc  !  ofTrn-i-il  you  ?  ^Vh^f  caufc 
lUthmy  behjv:  ,  Ic.irure, 

IbJt  thus  yov.  •  111'-  ott, 

Aod  take  your  good  i;racc  irum  mr  •  heaven 

wiiaers, 
1  ba<"-  »"'"  ">  voH  a  triir-"''  »...«'  V  wife, 
At  vour  will 

Kv-  ;  >  kindle  yo  ^ lorry 

Yea,  ibbjcct  to  your  countnamc;  j;l  id  or 
At  I  faw  it  Incltn'd.    When  was  the  hour, 
I  Ttfer  contradicted  your  dclire,  ^friends 

Or  made  it  not  minc_joo }    Which  of  your 
Have  I  not  rtrove  to  love,  although  I  knew 
lle»*c;e  mine  enemy  f  What  Irieivl  ot"  mine, 
That  had  to  him  il'iiv'd  vdui  ..h  •  i,  did  I 
Cootinue  in  i  .  >tice, 

Hewiifromff,  il  to  mind 

TJ  en  yoin  v\  lie,  iaihii  obedience, 

I'p  ntyyearnand  have  born  blett'd 

\*iii.;ti.i:i,.  I      '        '     '  ou.  It*,  in  ill- coiirfc 
At>dprucrr»>  ,  youcan  icpvJi  r. 

And  prove  It  t    ,,  .   ;i  mine  honoiw  .lught. 

My  bond  towrdl«Kk,  or  my  love  aiid  duty, 
ARJtnff  yonr  f.icred  peifon,  in  God'^  name 
1 '  'V  ;  and  let  the  foul'rt  c«,ntcinpt 

SI  r>n  tnCf  and  (o  give  nir  up 

7  w  lie  inarpcrt  kind  ofjuHice. 


Qa/tn  CMtUrime'i  SptetJi  to  Cardinct  'f 
——You  are  meek,  and  humble  mr>v 


th'd; 


\  ou  fign  your  place  and  calling,  in  full  fcetiit 


^*  <^r»  and  humility :  but  your  hear! 

'*  •vitharrogancy,fpleen,.«nd  piide. 

3'«a  hA\r,  by  fortuoc,aiid  hi*  hiihnrfs' Ya- 

yow*-*.  ?r.u>.inted, 

tlyoVr  low   flept;and   iv  w  are 

r»are  your  retainersi     juJ  your 

fcrvryour  will,  a>'t  pleafe 
cethrirolEcc.lmtiit  irllyou, 
1  o..  ttodcr  more  vour  perfun'i  honour,  than 
^  our  hi?!h  profrHon  fpiritual. 
^•-    "  'r  o/QuftnCfithariitf. 

vho  (hall  report  he  has 
;  n\  jn  noi:t:ht  be  truftrd, 
m  t!iaii  1  h'Mi  art,  alone, 
■'•■'.   f*rcet  penile. ieh, 


Th. 

Ab«:t.,  w-.-.   ,^T 
For  f|»<akingfuirc 
(\i  thy  rare  r  .  .!; 
I  hy  meek- 
obeying  in 
Sovereign  j 
The  queen 


kc,  wife.like   govern- 

/,  andihyparts'inent, 

ild  but  rpeak  thee 

[out) 

</•  4/T  eu-n  Si'Tit. 

Have  I  liVdthu»long(letmefpeakmyfelf, 
Since  virtue  find*  no  fr-"-'   >  •"  •♦^^,a  true  one? 

wonun  (I  dare  fay  n •glory) 

Never  ytt  branded  w  i-  ,\\t 

Have  I  wiih  Jfiny  full  afTc^iivii 


Still  met  the  king?   lov'd  him  next  Heaven? 

obey*rt  him  > 
Been,  cui-of  tondncfs,  fupcrftitious  to  him  ? 
Almoft  forgot  my  pruyers  to  content  him? 
And  am  I  thuircwardcdf  'Tis  not  well, lords. 
Bring  me  a  conflant  woman  to  her  hulband, 
le  that  ne'er  dieam'd  a  joy  beyond  his  plea- 
furc; 
And  to  that  woman,  when  flie  has  done  mod, 
Vet  I  will  add  an  li^jnoui— a  great  patieucc. 
Queen  Catharine  compared  to  A  ti'V' 

Like  the  lily,  [rifli'd. 

That  once  was  miftrefsofthe  tield,  and  tiou^ 
I'll  hang  my  head,  and  pcri(h. 
Obedience  to  Princes, 
The  hear(s  of  princes  kifs  obedience, 
So  much  they  love  it :  but  to  (lubborn  fpirits 
They  fwcll,  and  grow  as  terrible  as  ftorms. 
Horror^  its  outward  FJfeHs. 

Some  fl range  commotion 

Is  in  his  brain :  he  bites  his  lip,  and  darts ; 
Stops  on  a  fudden,  looks  upon  the  ground. 
Then  lays  his  finder  on  his  temple  j  ftraight 
Springs  out  into  tafl  gait ;  then  Hops  again, 
Strikes  Iji^breaft  hard;  and  anon  he  cafts 
His  eye  againft  the  moon  :  in  moft  Itrange  pof, 
W^'vc  fecn  him  fet  himfclf.  [turca 

Firm  Allej^iance. 
Though  perils  did 
Abound  as  thick  as  thought  could  make 'cm, 
Appcarinfoimsashorrid;  yctmyduiy,  [and 
As  doth  a  rock  againlt  the  chiding  flood, 
Should  the  approach  of  thiswild  uverbicak, 
And  (land  unfhakcn  youis. 

Ait^cr,  its  external  Tffccli. 
What  fudden  angei'stliis?  How  have  1  rcap'd 
He  parted  frowning  from  me,  as  if  rum    [itr 
Leap'd  from  his  eyes :  fo  looks  the  chafed 
lion  [h>n>  \ 

Upon  the  daring  huntfman  that  has  gall'd 
Tlicn  makes  him  nothing. 

Fiillinf^  GreaLn^fs. 

Nay,  tlK*h  f«rcwcll !     [greatnefs  ; 

I  have  touclrd  the   highelt  point  of  all  my 
And,    from  that  fnllmeiididn  of  my  glory, 
I  hade  now  to  my  fetting.   I  (hall  fall. 
Like  a  bright  exhalation  in  the  evening, 
And  no  man  Oc  me  more. 

The  ViuiJitudrs  of  Life. 
So  farewell  to  the  little  good  youbear  me. 
Farewell,  a  long  farewell,  to  all  my  grcatnefsl 
Thisi*theftaicofman:  To  day  he  puts  forth 
The  tender  leaves  of  hope,   to-morrow  blof- 
foms,  [him  t 

And  bears  his  blufliing  honours  thick  upon 
The  third  day  comes  a  trod,  ak  lling  froil ; 
And  when  he  think,  good  eafy  man, full  furely 
His  greatnef>  is  a  ripening,  nip:>  his  root. 
And  then  he  falls,  as  1  do.    \  have  vcntur'd. 
Like  little  wanton  boy«i,thatfwim  on  bladders. 
This  many  fummcrs  in  a  feaof  glory  ; 
But  far  beyond  my  depth:  my  high-blown 
pri<le  iTi^i 

At  length  broke  under  me;  and  now  has  lett 
Weiiry,  and  old  with  fervice,  to  the  mercy 
Of  1  rude  ftrcain,  that  muft  for  ever  hide  me. 
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Vain  pomp  and  glory  of  this  world,!  hate  ye! 
It'eclmy  heart  newopen'd.   O,  how  wretched 
Is  that  poor  man  that  hangs  on  princes'  fa- 
vours ! 
There  iSjbctwixtthatfmilewewouldafp  ire  to, 
That  fweet  afpeiSt  of  princes,  and  our  ruin. 
More  pangsandfears  thanwarorwomenhave; 
And,  when  he  falls,  he  falls  like  Lucifer, 
Never  to  hope  again; 

Cardinal  fVolJtv's  Speech  to  Cromwell. 
Cromwell,   I  did  not  think  to  Ihed  a  tear 
In  all  my  miferies  ;  but  thou  haft  forc'd  me 
Out  of  thy  honeft  truth,  to  play  the  woman. 
Let's  dry  our  eyes:   and  thus  far  hear  me, 

Cromwell; 
And,  when  I  am  forgotten,  as  I  ftall  be. 
And  fleep  in  dull  cold  marble,  where  no  men- 
tion [thecj 
Of  me  more  mud  he  heard  of,  fay,  I  taught 
Sav,  Wolfey,  that  once  trod  the  ways  of  glory. 
And  founded  all  the  depths  and  flioals  of  ho- 
nour. 
Found  thee  away,  out  of  his  wreck,  to  rife  in; 
A  fure  andfafeone,  tho' thy  mailer  mifs'd  it. 
Mark  but  my  fall,  and  that  that  ruin'd  me. 
Cromwell,!  charge  thee,  fling  away  ambition; 
By  thatfinfelltheangels;  how  can  man  then. 
The  image  of  his  Mak-er,  hope  to  win  by  't  ? 
Lovethyfelflaft:  cherilh  thofe  hearts  that 

hate  thee  ; 
Corruption  wins  not  more  than  honefty. 
Still  in  thy  right  hand  carry  gentle  peace,[not: 
To  filence  envious  tongues.  Be  ju(l,  and  fear 
Let  all  the  ends  thou  aim'Il  at,  be  thy  coun- 
try's, [Cromwell, 
Thy  God's,  and  truth's;  thenif  thou  fairft,0 
Thou  fall'ftablened  martyr.  Serve  the  king; 

And,  pr*ythee,  lead  mein: 

Th^^re  take  an  inventory  of  all  I  have, 
To  the  laft  penny:  'tis  the  king's:  My  robe. 
And  my  integrity  to  Heaven,  is  all       [well, 
I  dare  now  call  mine  own.  O  Cromwell, Crom- 
Had  I  but  ferv'd  my  God  with  half  the  zeal 
I  ferv'd  my  king,  he  would  not  in  mine  age 
Have  left  me  naked  to  mine  enemies! 
Applaufe. 

Such  a  noifcarofe 
As  the  flirouds  make  at  lea  ina  (tiff  tempeft. 
As  loud,  andtoasmany  tunes:  Hats, cloaks, 
{Doublets,  1  think)  flew  up;  and,  had  their 
faces  [joy 

Becnloofe,  this  day  they  had  been  loft.  Such 
1  never  faw  before.  Great-bellied  women. 
That  had  not  half  a  week  to  go,  like  rams 
In  the  old  time  of  war,  would  (hake  the  prefs, 
And  make'em  reel  before  'em.  No  man  living 
Could  fay, "this  is  my  wife,"  there;  all  were 
So  ftrangely  in  one  piece.  [woven 

Cardinal  IVolfefs  Death 
'  At  laft,  with  eafy  roads,hecame  to  Leicefter, 
Lodg'd  in  the  abbej;where  the  rev'rend  abbot, 
Witli  all  his  convent, honourablyreceiv'd  him; 
Tow  horn  he  gave  thefewords:*'Ofather  abbot, 
**  Anoldman,brokenwiththe  ftorms  of  ftate, 
,  **  Is  come  to  lay  his  weary  bones  among  ye: 
"  Give  him  a  little  earth  for  charity?" 
»o  went  to  bed :  where  eagerly  his  fickners 


Purfucdhimftill  !  and,  three  nights  after  this. 
About  the  hour  of  eight  (which  he  hirnfelf 
Foretold  fhould  be  his  laft),  full  of  repentance. 
Continual  n:editations,  tears  and  forrow. 
He  gave  his  honours  io  the  world  again. 
His  blelfed  part  to  heaven,  and  Hept  in  peace, 
His  Vices  and  Virtues. 
So  may  he  reft;  his  faults  lie  gently  on  him! 
Yet  thus  far,  Griftith,  give  me  leave  to  fpeak 
And  yet  with  charity — be  was  a  man    [him, 
Of  an  unbounded  ftomach,  ever  ranking 
Hirpfelfwith  princes;  one,  that  by  fuggeftion 
Tied  all  the  kingdom:  fimony  was  fair  playj 
His  ow  n  opinion  was  his  law:  I'  tlie  prefence 
He  would  fay  untruths  ;  and  be  ever  double. 
Both  in  his  woidsand  meaning:  He  was  never. 
But  where  he  went  to  ruin,  pitiful: 
His  promifes  were,  as  hethenwas,  mighty; 
But  his  performance,,  as  he  now  is,  nothing. 
Of  his  own  body  he  was  ill,  and  gave 
Theclergy  ill  example. 
GriJ.   Noble  Madam, 
Men'sevil  manners  live  in  brafs;  the  ir  virtues 
We  write  in  water.     --___.- 
-------    This  cardinal, 

Tho'  from  an  humble  ftock,  undoubtedly 
Was  falhion'd  to  much  honour.    From  his 

cradle 
He  was  a  fcholar,  and  a  ripe  and  good  one ; 
Exceeding  wife, fair  fpoken,  and  perfuading; 
Lofty  and  four  to  them  that  lov'd  him  not; 
But,  to  thofe  men  that  fought  him,  fweet  as 

fummer. 
And  though  he  were  unfatisfied  «n  getting 
(Which  was  a  fin),  yet  inbeftowing,  madam. 
He  was  moft  princely:  everwitnefs  for  him, 
Thofe  twins  of  learning  that  he  rais'd  ip  you, 
Ipfwich  and  Oxford  !  one  of  which  fell  with 

him. 
Unwilling  to  out-live  the  good  he  did  it: 
The  other,  though  unfinifli'd,  yet  fo  famous. 
So  excellent  in  art,  and  ftill  lo  rifing, 
ThatChriftendom  (hall  ever  fpeak  his  virtue. 
His  overthrow  heap'd  happine(s  upon  him; 
For  then,  and  not  till  then,  he  fell  himfelt. 
And  found  the  blellednefs  of  being  little. 
And,  to  add  greater  honours  to  his  age 
Thanmancouldgivehim,hediedfearingGod. 
Malicious  Men. 

Men  that  make 

Envy  and  crooked  malice  nouriftiment,*- 

Dare  bite  the  beft. 

A  Qhurck-Man. 

Love  and  meeknefs,  Lord, 

Become  a  churchman  better  than  ambitions 
Win  ftraying  fouls  with  modcfty  again, 
Caft  none  away. 

Inknmaniiy. 

'Tis  a  cruelty. 

To  load  a  falling  man. 

Archbijhop  Cranmcr^s  Prophecy, 

Let  me  fpeak.  Sir,         [utter 

For  Heav'n  now  bids  me  ;  and  the  words  I 

Let  none  think  flattery,  for  they'll  find  them 

truth,  [her!) 

This  royal  infant  (Heaven  ftill  move  about 


Tho'  in  a  cradle,  yet  iiowpromif«s 
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Upoothtt  land  s  thonfand.rhourantl  blcffings, 

(Btitfetrnow  oodncfs) 

A  pattern  to  ..  ,..   ^    .  .■..■.,^  -..i!  I.cr, 
And  all  ihai  (hall  fucccedt  Shebi  vs  .1 .  never 
^!o.c  covrjiui*  of  n-ifdotn.  andfair  vrtuc, 

left  ioul  ftall  be.  AI!  ^ni\ct\y 


'.Ighty  piece  as  iliis, 
iiKndthc;:oin!.' hei. 
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And  talking  ofthc  Alps  and  Apennines, 
The  Pyrcncan»  and  the  river  Po), 
It  draus  tow.ird6  fupper  in  conclusion,  fo, 
B\n  this  is  worlhiptul  focifty, 
And  tits  the  mounting:  (pirii,  likemylelf  1 
For  he  is  but  .1  ballard  to  the  time, 
That  doth  noi  fmack  ofobfervation. 
A  Dffcripticn  of  England. 

That  pale,  that  white-tac'd  fhore, 
Whofe  foot  rpurns  back  the  oc«an*s  roaring 

tides. 
And  coops  trom  other  lands  her  iflanders  ; 
Kvcn  till  that   Eajrland,  hedg'd  in  with  the 
That  water-walkd  bulwark, flill  fecure[main, 
At»d  confident  frojn  toicign  purpofes, 
Kvrn  till  that  utnioU  corner  ot  the  weft, 
Salute  thee  tor  her  king. 

Drfcription  of  an  F.n(rli^  Army. 
Hii  marches  are  expedient  to  this  town. 
His  forces  rtrong,  his  foldiers  conftient. 
With  him  along  is  come  the  mother  queen, 
An  Ate  (tirrin^  him  to  blood  rnd  (Irife  ; 
With  her,  her  niece,  thelady  iilanch  of  Spain; 
With  thema  baflard  of  the  king  deceas'd  » 
And  all  the  unfettled  himiours  ot  the  land — 
Rafli,  inconfidcrate,  fiery  voluntaries, 
With  ladies'  faces,and  fierce dragons'fpleens — 
Have  fold  tlieir  fortunes  at  tlieir  native  homes. 
Bearing  their  birthrights  proudly  on  their 

backs. 
To  make  a  hazard  of  new  fortunes  here. 
In  brief,  a  baver  choice  of  dauntlefs  fpirits. 
Than  now  the  Eiiglifli  bottonis  have  watt  o'er. 


That  .TOul 
VithjM  thr  . 
Shallftdlbeuc    w  c 
Holy  and  heavenly  th^t 
She  (hail  belov'd  and  h 

blef*  hert 
H^  foet  fhake  Itke  a  field  of  beaten  c  orn,^ 
And   hin{;  their  heads  with  forrc^v.     Good 

grow*  with  hct. 
In  her  d-iy*  every  man  fha!l  eat  in  f  «fi:ty, 
Under  hii  o*»n  vinr,  what  he  plant  ;  .1  ut  fing 
The  n»erryfongs  of  peace  to  all  his  II'  :',h  hours 
God  (halt  be  truly  knonn-.audthofc  a  uut  her 
From  her  ftiallre.td  rh?perf«el  ways  of  honour. 
And  by  thofe  claim  tneir  |;reainels,  rot  by 

blood.  [when 

Nor  rttall  this  peace  fleep  with  hrr  ;  but,  at 
The  biidof  wonder  dies  the  maiden  piiornix, 
>lera(hes  new  create  another  heir, 
Aft  pear  in  admiration  as  herfelf ; 
5m  (h4l]  (he  leave  her  bleffcdnefs  to  one 
(When  Heaven  fliall  call  her  from  tins  cloud 

ofdarknefs) 
Who,  from  the  facred  .'  '         '  "    i  honour, 
Shall  fl«r.likerife,  39  f;T  isfJicwas, 

AaJ  fuflandtix'd,  Pcact,  I'ttiui,  iuvc, truth, 

terror, 
Th4t  ucic  th'-T'-rvnfs  to  t!);.',  cIk'T-ti  infant, 
•5'  >v  to  him; 

^  :    "  Ihine, 

Hj  f'oncur 
Shall  be,  jn 

An«J.  nkr  a  niunn(.ii:i  tf:<Mr  rcacn  ii.s  .)r.:iA  lies 
To«I«  the  plains  about  himt  '4^r  children's 
Shalt  kc  this,  and  blefsHeavet*      [childtcn 

I  16.    THB    LIFR    AND   VY.\T\\   OF 
KING  JOHN.  S.i\:    ikAm. 

S'u  Tiffft. 
*'f^  '-n,  Sir  Kichard->-God   .-i'  mercy 

[trr: 

n  snamcsi 

traveller — 
p'smefs  t 
-rd, 
.)e 
-'.,  u..„  Sir, 
'\  I  ben  in) 
>t  is  queftionnowt 
-nf»*er  like  an  AKC  book; 
.v<.  ir>f.v*f. "at your befl command, 
•,atyourfervice,Sn:*'- 
yn,  ••  I,  fwect  Sir,  at 
[would, 
'    »nfwfr  knows  what   queflir^n 
itloguc  of  compliment  j 


••  OS  r.-   fjv^ 


Did  iKver  float  upon  the  fwcllin<j  tide. 
To  do  otfenccand  (cath  in  Chrilp^ndom. 
The  interruption  of  their  churlith  drums 
Cuts  oft*  more  circumdancc  J  they  are  at  hand. 

By  how  much  unexpected,  by  fo  much 
We  mutt  awake  endeavour  foi  defence j 
Forcotuage  niounteth  with  occalion. 
A  Bo^Per. 
What  crackcriithislamc,thatdeafsourears 
With  this  abundance  oftupcrfluousbreath  ? 
DfJ'criptiono/Vielory^  by  the  Frrnch. 
You  menof  Au{;icrs,open  wide  your  gates 
And  let  y.ouojc  .Arthur,  Dukeof  Bretagne,  in; 
Who,  by  the  hand  of  France,  this  day  hath 
made  [mother, 

Much  woik   (pr  tears  in  many  an  Knglifh 
Whofe    fons  jjc    fcatter'd  on    the  bleeding 

ground  ( 
M.inya  widow's  hufband  grovelling  lies, 
Coldly  embracing  the  dilcolour'd  eartl) ; 
And  viHory,  unth  little  lof:>,  doth  play 
Upon  the  dancing  banners  of  the  Fiench  ; 
Wiio  are  at  haii^,  triumphantly  difplay'd, 
To  enter  conquerors. 

Rytke  Enftlijk. 
Rcjoiccyoumeo  of  Angiers,ringyour  bells, 
King  John,  your  King,  and   Englajid\s,doth 

apt!  roach, 
Commanderot  this  hot  maliciousday!  [bright, 
Their  armours  thatmarch'd  hence,   fo  lilvcr 
Hither  return  all  giitwith  Freiichnien'sbloodj 
There  tluckno  j'iuiiie  in  any  tngliili  creft, 

That 
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That  is  removed  by  n  ftaff  of  France  ; 
Our  colours  do  return  in  thofelaine  hands 
That  did  dif^ilay  thcni  when  we  firft  nKirch'd 

forth  ; 
And,  like  a  jolly  troop  of  huntfmen,  come 
Our  lulty  Engli'lh,  all  with  purpled  hands. 
Dyed  in  tlie  dying  Daughter  of  their  foes. 
A  complete  Lady. 
If  lufty  love  ftiould  go  in  queft  of  beauty, 
Where  (hould  he  find  it  fairer  than  in  Blanch? 
If  zealous  love  fliould  go  in  fearch  of  virtue, 
Where  fliould  he  find  it  fairer  than  in  Blanch? 
If  love,  ambitious,  fought  a  match  of  birth, 
W'hofe  veins  bound  richer  blood  than  lady 
Blanch? 
On  Commodity y  or  Self-Intncjl. 

Rounded  in  the  ear 

With  that  fame  purpofe-changer,   that    fly 
devil ;  [faith ; 

That  broker,  that   ftill  breaks  the   pate  of 
That  daily  break-vow  ;  he  that  wins  of  all. 
Of  kings,  of  beggars,  old  men,  young  men, 

maids— 
W^ho  having  no  external  thing  to  lofe    [that; 
But  the  word  viaid — cheats  the  poor  maid  of 
That  fmeoth-fac'd  gentleman,  tickling  com- 
modity— 
Commodity,  the  bias  of  the  world; 
The  world,  which  of  itfelf  is  poifed  well 
Made  to  run  even,  upon  even  ground  ; 
Till  this  advantage,  this  vile-drawing  bias, 
This  fway  of  motion,  this  commodity. 
Makes  it  take  head  from  all  inditferency, 
From  all  direction,  purpofe,  courfe,  intent; 
And  this  fame  bias,  &c. 

A  Woman's  Fears. 
Thou  fhalt  be  punifli'd  for  thus  frighting 
For  I  am  fick  and  capable  of  fears  ;         [me, 
OpprefsM  with  wrongs,  and  therefore  full  of 
A  widow,  hulbandlefs,  fubje6t  to  fears;  [fears; 
A  woman,  naturally  born  to  fears;         [jeft. 
And    tho'  thou    now  confefs  thou  didft  but 
With  my  vex'd  fpiritsl  cannot  take  a  truce, 
But  they  will  quake  and  tremble  all  this  day. 
Tokens  of  Grief. 
Whatdoft  thoumeanbyfhakingof  thyhead? 
Why  doit  thou  look  fo  fadly  on  my  Ion  ? 
What  means  that  hand  upon  that  breaft  of 

thine  ? 
Why  holds  thine  eye  that  lamentable  rheum, 
Like  a  proud  river  peering  o'er  its  bounds  ? 
Be  thele  fad  figns  confirmers  of  thy  words  ? 
Then  fpeak  again;  not  all  thy  former  tale, 
^ut  this  one  word,  wJiether  thy  tale  be  true. 
A  Mother's  Fondnefsfor  a  beautiful  Child. 
If  thou,  that  bid'lt  me  be  content,  were 
grim. 
Ugly,  and  (land'rous  to  thy  mother's  womb, 
Full  of  unpleafingblots,  and  fightlefs  llains, 
Lame,  fooiifli,  crooked,  fwart,  prodigious, 
Palch'd  with  foul  moles,   and  eye-otlcnding 

marks, 
I  would  not  care,  I  then  would  be  content ; 
F'orthen  I  fliouldnot  love  thee:  no,  nor  thou 
Become  thy  great  birth, nor deferve  a  crown. 
!Pm  thou  art  f;iir  J  and  at  thy  birth,  dear  boy  1 


Nature  and  fortune  joinM  to  make  thee  great  t 

Of  nature's  giftsthou  may'llwith  lilies  boafl. 

And  with  the  half-blown  rofe. 

Grief. 

I  will  inftrutl  my  furrows  to  be  proud; 

For  grief  is  p)oud,and  makes  his  owner  (loop. 

Confla nc<  to  Avftria . 

0  T.ymoges!   O  Audrial  thou  doft  fliame 
That  bloody  fpoil:  thou  (lave,  thou  wretch, 

thou  coward  ; 
Thou  little  valiant,  great  in  villany ! 
Tliou  ever  ftrong  upon  the  ftronger  fide; 
Tlioufortune's  champion, that  dofhicvcrfight. 
But  when  her  humorous  1  adyflup  is  by. 
To  teach  thee  fafety  !  thou  art  pcrjur'd  too. 
And  footh'ft  up  greatnefs.  What  a  fool  urt 

thou, 
A  rampingfool !  to  brag,  toflamp,  and  fwcar. 
Upon  my  party!    thou  cold-blooded  Have, 
Haft  thou  not  fpoke  like  tiuinderon  my  iidc? 
Been  fworn  my  foldier  \   bidding  me  depend 
Upon  thy  flars,  thy  fortune,  and  thy  ftrength? 
And  dolt  thou  now  fall  over  to  my  foes  > 
Thou  wear  a  lion's  hide  !  doff  it,  for  fhame. 
And  lianga  calfslkinon  thofe  recreant  limbs. 
The  Horrors  of  a  Conf piracy . 

1  had  a  thing  to  iay — but  let  it  go: 
The  fun  is  in  the  heaven  ;  and  the  proud  day. 
Attended  with  the  pleafures  of  the  world. 
Is  all  too  wanton,  and  too  full  of  gawds. 
To  give  me  audience.     If  the  midnight-bell 
Did,  with  his  iron  tongue  and  brazen  mouth, 
Sound  one  unto  the  drowfy  race  of  night ; 
If  this  fame   were  a  church-yard  where   wc 

(land. 
And  thou  poflcfTed  with  a  thoufand  wrongs: 
Or  if tliat  furly  f pirit,  melancholy,      [thick. 
Had    bak'd  thy  blood,    and  made   it  heavy, 
(Which  elfe   runs  tickling  up  and  down  the 

veins, 
Making  that  idiot  laughter  keep  men's  eyes^ 
And  (train  their  cheeks  to  idle  merriment, 
A  paflion  hateful  to  my  purpofes); 
Or  if  that  thou  could  It  fee  me  without  eyes. 
Hear  me  without  thine  ears,  and  make  reply 
Without  a  tongue,  uling  conceit  alone 
Without  eyes,  ears,  and  harmful  found  of 

words  ; 
Then  in  defpite  of  brooded  watchful  day, 
I  would  into  thy  bofom  pour  my  thoughts; 
But  ah,  1  will  not. 

A  Mother's  Ravings. 
I  am  not  mad  ;  this  hair  1  tear,  is  mine  ; 
My  name  is  Conltance,  I  was  Geffrey's  wife : 
Young  Arthur  is  my  fbn,  and  he  is  loft: 
I  am  not  madr-I  would  to  heaven  I  were  ! 
For  then  'tis  fike  I  fhould  forget  myfclf : 
O,    if  I  could,  what  grief  fliould  I  forget ! 
Preach  fome  philofophy  to  make  me  mad. 
And  thou  fhalt  be  canoniz'd.  Cardinal  j 
For,  being  not  mad,  but  fenfible  of  grief. 
My  reafonable  part  produces  reafon 
How  I  may  be  deliver'd  of  thefe  woes. 
And  teaches  me  to  kill  or  hangmyfelf. 
If  I  were  mad,   I  fliould  forget  my  fon. 
Or  madly  think,  a  babe  of  clouts  were  he  : 

I  am 


6iS 

J  am  not  madi  loo  veil,  loo  wcU  1  iVel 
1  be  dirrcnt  pljgu*  of  etch  cal*m;iy. 
Apeprtp^r  te  Deatk. 

O  •     '      ' 

Thmi  odorifffou* 

Ax-  ■:    *  *■ 

Tl 
A 
A 
A 


ELEGANT  EXTRACTS, 


fiooK  iir 


ii»  in  thy  v.ii. 
-cr»  willi  ihv 


f'.! 


.'Ulchold 


dull, 


•1: 


love, 


A;  i;apof  breath  withful 

And  or  .1  curioo  monrter  like  thy  i 
Co»<,gf>nonme;r»ndI  will  think  tl 
And  buf»  thee  «  thy  wiie !  raifcty 
O,  come  to  me ! 

A  M^iAer's  Grief. 
Father  Cardin.il,  1  have  heard  you  r.»v, 
Thil  we  (hat)  fee  and  know  our  incuds  in 

heaven! 
tf  that  be  true,  I  rh»*ffeemy  W  a;ain  ; 
For.fincethcbirthotCai     •  ilc-child, 

To  him  that  did  but  yc::  :  c, 

There  wa»  not  fuf  h  a  gr.«i  :o»:s  en  aiurc  born. 
But  now  will  canker  forrow  eat  niv  bud. 
And  chafe  the  native  beauty  from  lii    check, 
And  he  will  look  a»  hollow  a)iaj;lu)!t, 
A*  dim  and  meagre  a»  an  ague's  tit ; 
And  fo  he'll  die;  and,  rUing  fo  ag;\in. 
When  I  Oiallmeethiininthccourt  of  heaven. 
1  (hall not  know  him:  therefore,  never,  never 
Ikfuft  I  behold  my  pretty  Arthur  nuur. 

/•(W^.You  hold  too  hrt -"'•    rt  ofj-rief. 

I  Ce9jt.  He  talk*  to  nir,  i  .nl  a  Con. 

A  /»•»/.  Vnu  arc  as  lo!         „     :  .«s  of  your 

.       I.  'child, 

<  •      <      rf  6II»  theroomtip  of  my  ibfent 

■<1,  walkb  itpanddown  witli  me; 

;  rrtty  looks,  repeat*  hi^  word>j 

u-r  ofall  ht% gracious  parts, 

\ .!(  int  garments uith  hi^form) 
1  teuton  to  be  fond  of  grief. 

«!'s  nothin 

\\   tCiilOUN 

«  '.  vii^  the  dull  €.41  wt .,  tuw>«ij 
Dtp«Ttimff  Dtftofrt. 

■-.hh. 

r   ni   )»  iirun^T  l  I    rvM>   til  l»  \.\KL-  IfaVP, 

D  their  departure  moft  of  all  (hew  evil. 

Duniffr  Uyt  INdc/any  Support. 
ITr   th.Jt  iVind^  upon  a  Oif^'ry  pl-irr, 
Make«  nice  ol  no  viie  hold  to  iUy  him  up. 

Artkw't  Mketk  SfrnkettoHuhrrt. 
"    ^ink»,  nobody  (hould  be  fad  but  I : 
rrmcmbcr,  m  hen  I  wus  in  France, 
-n''    n-n  «n.,id  be  a*  fad  as  night, 
By  my  Chrittcndom, 
.  and  kept  (heep, 
i  fhuu^u  be  tncny  a«  the  day  is  long. 


out  h 
have 


•  ri  rn  tkemc 
U,    [joy: 
iiiaii. 


\\^\'t  you  the  heart  >  when  your  head  did 

but  ake, 
I  knit  my  handkerchief  about  your  brows 
(The  beft  1  had,  a  princefs  wrought  it  me), 
And  I  did  never  afk  it  yon  again: 
And  with  my  hand  at  midnight  held   your 

head ; 
And,  like  the  watchful  minutes  to  tlie  iiour. 
Still  and  anon  checr'd  up  the  heavy  time; 
laying*  what  lack  you }  and,  where  lies  your 

grief  r 
Or,  what  good  love  may  I  perform  for  you  } 
Many  a  poor  man's  fon  would  have  lain  Hill, 
And  ne'er  have  fpokea  loving  word  to  you; 
But  yott  at  your  Tick  fervice  had  a  prince. 
Nay,  you  may  think,  my  love  was  crafty  love. 
And  call  it  cunning:  do,  and  if  you  will ; 
If  Heaven  be  plea^'d  that  you  muft  ufe  me  ill. 
Why  then  you    mull.— rWill  you  put  out 

mine  eyes? 
Thefe  eyes  that  never  did,  nor  never  fhall. 
So  much  as  frown  on  you  \ — 

Alas,  what  need  you  be  foboift'rous  rough? 
I  will  not  ftruggle,  I  will  (land  (lone-ftilT. 
For   Heaven's   fake,  Hubert,   let  me  not  be 

bound ! 
Nay,  hear  me,  Hubert  1  drive  thefe  men  away. 
And  I  will  fit  as  quiet  as  a  lamb; 
1  will  not  (Iir,  nor  wince,  nor  fpeak  a  word. 
Nor  look  upon  the  iron  angerly  :  [you, 

Thrud  but  thefe  men  away,  and  I'll  forgive 
Whatever  torment  you  do  put  me  to.— — 
Is  there  no  remedy  ? 

Hub.  None,  but  to  lofo  your  eyes. 

Arth.  O  Heaven!  that  there  were  but  a  moth 
in  yours, 
A  grain,  a  dud,  a  gnat,  a  wand'ring  hair, 
Any  annoyance  in  that  precious  fenfel 
Then,  feeling  what  fmall  things  are  boiftVou* 

there. 
Your  vile  intent  mud  needs  feem  horrible. 
To  add  to  PerfcHiony  fupcrfluouSy  and  fujtiicioui. 

To  gild  refined  gold,  to  paint  the  lily, 
To  throw  a  nerfume  on  the  violet, 
To  fmOoth  the  ice,  or  add  another  hue 
Unto  the  rainbow,  or  with  taper  light 
To  feck  thebcauteouseyeofheaven  togarni(h. 
Is  wadeful  and  ridiculous cxcefs. 


In  this  the  antique  and  well  noted  face 
Of  plain  old  form  is  much  disfigured : 
And,  like  a  fliiftcdwind  untoa  fail, 
It  miikcs  the  courfe  of  thoughts    to  fetch 
Startles  and  frights  confidcration  ;       [abouti 
Makes  /^ouiid  opinions   fick,  and  truth  fuf- 

peiJtcd, 
For  putting  on  fo  new  a  fadiionM  robe. 
Murderer" t  Look. 
This  is  thcmanfliould  do  the  bloody  deedj 
The  imageof  a  wicked  heinous  fault 
Livcsin  his  eye  ;  that  clofcafped  of  his 
Doesdicw  the  mood  ofa  much  troubled  bread. 
Struggling  Confciencty 
The  colour  of  the  king  doth  come  and  go 
Between  his  purpofe  and  his  confcicnce, 

Like 
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rike  heralds 'twixt  two  dreadful  battles  fet: 
liis  paflion  is  fo  ripe,  il  ncedsmufl  break. 

News-tdUrs  en  the  Death  of  Arthur. 
Old  men  and  beldams,  in  tiie  ftreets, 
Do  prophefy  uponit  dangcroully  :  [mouths; 
Young  Arthur's  death  is  common  in  tlieir 
And,  when  they  talk  of  him, they  fliake  their 
And  whifper  one  another  in  the  ear  ;  [heads, 
And  he  that  fpeaks  doth  gripe  the  hearer's 

wrid; 
Whiks  he  that  hears  makes  fearful  a6Hon. 
With  wrinkled  brows,  with  nods,with rolling 

eyeci, 
I  faw  alniithftand  with  hishammer,  thus, 
ThewhiKl  his  iron  did  on  the  anvil  cool, 
Withopenmcuth,  fwallowing  ataylor's  news; 
Who  with  his  (hears  and  meaCurc  in  his  hand, 
Stajiding  on  (Uppers  (which  h?s  nimble  hade 
Had  falfcly  thrurt  upon  contrary  feet), 
Told  of  many  a  thou  (and  warlike  French, 
That  were  embattled  and  rank'd  in  Kent : 
Another  lean  unwafli'd  artificer    • 
Cuts  ofFhis  tale,  and  talks  of  Arthur'sdeath. 

Kings'  evil  Purpofes  tooJerviUly  and  kajlily 
executed. 
It  is  the  curfe  of  kings,  to  be  attended 
By  flaves,  that  take  their  humours  fipr  a  ^var- 
To  break  into  the  bloody  houfe  of  life  ;  [rant 
And,  on  the  winking  of  authority, 
To«nderftand  a  law  ;  to  know  a  meaning 
Of  dang'rous   majefty,  when,  perchance,    it 

frowns 
More  upon  humour  than  advisM  refpc61:. 
A  Villain's  Look,  and  wicked  Zeal. 
How  oft  the  fight  of  means  to  do  ill  deeds 
Makes  deeds  ill  done  !   Hadfl:  not  thou  been 
A  fellow  by  the  hand  of  nature  mark'd,[by. 
Quoted,  and  (ign'd,  to  do  a  deed  of  fham'e,' 
This  murder  had  not  come  into  my  mind : 
Hadft  thou  but  (hook   thy  head,  or  made  a 

paufe. 
When  I  fpake  darkly  what  I  purpofed  ; 
Or  tvirn'd  an  eye  of  doubt  upon  my  face, 
Or  bid  me  tell  my  tale  in  exprefs  words  ; 
Deep  (hame  had  ftruck  me  dumb,  made  me 

break  off,          _  [in  me. 

And  thofe  thy  fears  might  have  wrought  fears 

Hypocrify, 
Trufl:  not  thofe  cunning  waters  of  his  eyes, 
For  villany  is  not  wiliiout  fucli  rheum  ; 
And  he,  long  traded  in  it,  makes  it  feem 
'X-ike  rivers  of  remorfe  and  innocency, 

Defpair, 
Ifthou  didfl  but  confent 
To  this  mod  cruel  3(51,  do  but  defpair, 
Andj  ifthou  want'ft  acord,the  fnialleft  thread 
That  everfpidertwif^ed  from  her  womb 
Will  ferve  to  ftrangle  thee;  a  rufh  will  be  a 
beam  [thyfelf, 

To  hang  thee  on:  or,  wouldil  thou  drown 
Put  but  a  little  water  in  a  fpoon. 
And  it  (hall  be  as  all  the  ocean, 
l^inopgh  to  (lifle  fuch  a  villain  up. 


A  Man*s  Tears, 
Let  me  wipe  off  this  honourable  dew. 
That  filverly  doth  progref^  on  thy  cheeksf 
My  heart  hath  melted  at  a  lady's  tears. 
Being  art  ordinary  inundation^ 
But  this  effudon  of  fuch  manly  drops, 
This  fliow'r,blown  up  by  temv  eft  of  the  foul. 
Startles  mine eyes,and  makes  me  niore  amaz'd^ 
Than  had  I  feen  the  vanity  top  of  heaven 
Figur'd  quite  o'ev  with  burning  meteors. 
Lift  up  thy  brow,  renowned  Salifbury, 
And  with  a  great  heart  heave  away  this  florm: 
Commend  thefe  waters  to  thofe  baby-eyes 
That  never  faw  the  giant-world  enrag'd  ; 
Nor  met  with  fortune  other  than  at  feafts. 
Full  warm  of  blood,  of  mirth,  of  gofliping. 
Drujns. 
Strike  up  the  drums,  and  let  the  tongue 
of  war 
Plead  for  our  int'reft.  .        _        _ 

Dobutftart 
An  echo  with  the  clamour  of  thy  drum. 
And  even  at  hand  a  drum  is  ready  br?x'd. 
That  fhall  reverberate  all  as  loud  as  thine; 
Sound  but  another,  and  another  (hall, 
As  loud  as  thine,  rattle  the  \yelkin"s  ear. 
And  mock  the  deep-mouth'd  thunder. 
The  Approach  of  Death. 
It  is  too  late,  the  life  of  all  his  blood 
Is  tonch'd  corruptibly  ;  and  his  pure   brain 
(Which  fome  fuppofe  the  foul's  frail  dwell- 

ing-houfe) 
Doth,  by  the  idle  comments  that  it  makes, 
Foretel  the  ending  of  mortality. 

Madnefs  occajioned  by  Pcifon. 
Ay, marry,  now  my  foul  liath  elbow-room. 
It  would  not  out  at  windows,  nor  at  doors. 
There  is  fo  hot  afummer  in  my  bofom. 
That  all  my  bowels  crumble  u'p  to  duft  : 
I  am  a  fcribbled  form,  drawn  witha.pen 
Upon  a  parchment ;  and  againft  this  fire 
Do  I  flirink  up. 

Poifon'd — ill  fare — dead,  forfook,  caft  ofFt 
And  none  of  you  will  bid  the  winter  come 
To  thruft  his  icy  fingers  in  my  maw  ; 
Nor  let  my  kingdom's  rivers  take  their  courfc 
Thro'  my  burnt  bofom  ;  nor  entreat  the  north 
To  make  his  bleak  winds  kifsmy  parched  lips. 
And  comfort  me  witii  cold. 

England  invincible ,  if  unanimous. 
England  never  did  (nor  never  (hall) 
Lie  at  the  proud  foot  of  a  conqueror, 
But  when  it  firfl  did  help  to  wound  itfelf. 
Now  thefe  her  princes  are  come  home  again. 
Come  the  thi^ee  corners  of  the  world  in  arms. 
And  we  fliall  fhock   them: — Nought  (hall 

make  us  rue, 
If  England  to  itfelf  do  reft  but  true. 

^  27.  JULIUS  CJESP^.     Shakspeam. 

Patriotifm. 

TXThat  is  it  that  you  would  impart  to  me? 

'^   If  it  be  aught  toward  the  general  good 

Set  honour  iuone  eye,and  death  i'  the  other* 
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Aad  I  mW  look  on  both  iBdifftreotly  : 
For,  im  tW  mU  ib  rp««l  «c,  m  I  tuve 

Ql  llOlM 


TW 


than  I  for  lieath. 


I  wa«  borit 
VclMVt  boet)  ^>!i 

Bviurc  the  mu\:<(\.  c^  ^k  tvc]]  m  be. 
For  oacc,  upon  a  iaw  4iki  guli^4av't 
Tht  tt<Mib)«l  Tybtr  cbAling  wich  hit  niorci, 
Cm<uUyt»a»,  "Dor'ftinou,  CaiIuu,  now 
Leap  ia  with  im  totoUiit  an^y  flout!, 
Aad  fwiui  to  yogUer  point  ?"-^U^PO  ihe  word, 
Accootml  a»  I  «ra«,  I  plunged  m» 
And  bade  hUn  follow t  ll>,  ioidM^  ^^  ^'^* 
Tbc  lorrrm  roar'd,  and  wc  didlpiet  it 
Wiib  luftjr  fincwt ;  throwinf  kvfidc, 
And  Hemming  it  with  bcaiis  of  Cont rover fy. 
But  arc  wt  could  arrive  the  poiMpropos  d, 
Cxfar  cried,  *«  Help  me,  CalBufltar  I  fink,  " 


I*  aa  Afkcat,  our  great  aHsmwr* 
Did  from  tbc  6amet  of  I'roy  upon  hi<.  (}ir<ulder 
The  obi  Anchifet  bear,  (b  from  the  w.tves  of 
Did  I  iba  tirad  Cxfart  a  [  Tyber 

li  now  b«co«no  a  fod  i  a 
A  wrttcbad  creature,  and  muK  ircnu  iii»  body, 
1 1  CmuT  carckraljr  but  nod  on  kin. 
He  bad  a  faver  wben  be  wa«  in  Spain ; 
And,  when  tbc  fit  wa»  on  him,  I  did  mark 
Mow  be  did  Ibaket  *tii  true,  this  god  die)  ttiakti 
Hit  coward  lipa  did  from  their  colour  fly  ; 
And  that  fame  eye,  whofr  bend  do  thaw  the  world. 
Did  UAc  hit  luftrei   I  did  hear  him  groin  : 
Ay,  and  that  tongue  ot  his,  that  bade  t!u  Romans 
Mwk  him,  and  write  hit  fpecchca  in  tlic'u  book$, 
A.»»'  It  ciied— **Gire  me  iomedrlr.k,  Titi- 

rnu»'— 
A»  a  fick  girl.     Ye  g»xli,  it  doth  ama/e  me, 
A  man  ol  fucb  a  tctble  temper  (hould 
So  get  tbc  flart  of  this  majclHc  world, 
And  bear  ibe  palm  alone.  [Sbcul  Jlouri/b. 

Bru,  Aoocbcrgrr-'  >  ^      •• 
1  do  believe  that  th  i  are 

For  fume  ri' v»  hooo^.i  _  'seap'd  on  Ccf.u. 

man,  he  doth  bcftride  the  rarrow 
.»j  and  we  petty  men  [Aoild 

WxW.  Ujidcr  bis  hviee  legs,  and  peep  :ihout 
To  find  ourfelvei  dilhooourahlc  graves, 
»f  ..  ..  ,  _  .  ^'^^  jj.^  mifter*  ( !    ' 

>r  Brutuf,  M  not  i 

iirutus.aiidi  •  ,.;^,> 

>Vhy(h««Jd  r  ^|,an 

voars? 
Write  tWm  together,  jmn  }■  ai  fair  a  name  ? 
Sound  tk««,:<  -Uajwell: 

Weigh  the...  vith'em, 

Bmtus  wdl  tU ,  ., ,.  a,  ,v  .,.  ..>  Cxlar. 

Wow,  in  Che  names  of  aU  the  go»!t  at  once, 
Upon  what  meat  doth  this  our  Cxf-tr  feed, 
That  be  ia  grown  foment?  Age,  thou  art  (ham'd, 
breed  of  noble  bloods ! 


Rome,  thou  haft 
When  went  there 
flocd, 

V 


lo  great 
lobhe 
^  by  ai 


an  age,  fince  the  great 


-I  with  ore  man? 
'•  t^lk'fiofRome, 
./d  but  one  n:  >•  > 


Cafar*s  DiJUke  ofCnJfius, 
Would  he  were  fairer ! — but  I  fear  him  not : 
Vet  if  my  name  were  liable  to  I'car, 
I  do  n  )C  know  the  man  I  fliuuld  avoid, 
S)  loon  a»  that  Ipare  CaiUus.     He  reads  much  ; 
H?  is  a  great  oblerver,  and  he  looks 
Quite  thro'  the  deeds  of  mcnj  he  loves  no  plays, 
A*  thou  doft,  Antony  ;   he  hears  no  mufic  : 
Seldom  he  imitcs  \  and  Imilcb  in  fuch  \  fort, 
As  if  he  mock'd  hitnfclt,  and  Icorn'd  his  fpirit 
That  could  be  tnov'd  lo  Imileat  any  thing. 
Such  men  as  he  be  never  at  heart's  cale, 
Whiles  they  behold  a  greater  than  themfelves  j 
And  therefore  arc  they  very  dangerous. 
I  rather  tell  thee  what  is  to  be  fcar'd. 
That  what  I  fear;  tor  always  1  am  Caefar. 
Spirit  of  Lihgrty. 
I  know  where  I  will  wear  this  dagger  then  ; 
CaflTius  from  bondage  will  dt liver  C.<(fius : 
Therein,  ye  gods,  you  make  the  weak  mod  ftrongj 
Therein,  ye  god&,  you  tyrants  do  defeat : 
Nor  ftony  tower,  nor  walls  ol  beaten  brafs, 
Norairltfs  dungeon,  nor  ttrong  links  of  iron. 
Can  be  retentive  to  the  ftrength  of  fpirit  j 
But  life,  being  weary  of  thefe  worldly  bars, 
Never  lacks  power  to  dlimirs  itfclf. 
If]  know  this,  know  all  the  world  befidcs. 
That  part  of  tyranny,  that  I  do  bear, 
I  can  thake  off  at  pltafurc. 

Atitbiiio/ty  cohered  nvith  jpecious  Humiiitjf, 
But  'tis  a  common  proof. 
That  lowlinefs  is  young  ambition's  ladder. 
Whereto  tl;e  climber  upward  turns  his  face  { 
But  when  he  once  attains  the  upmoll  round. 
He  then  unio  the  ladder  turns  his  back, 
Looks  in  the  clouds,  fcoming  the  bafe  degrees 
By  which  he  did  afccnd. 

Coiijpirucy  dreadful  till  executed. 
Between  the  ailing  of  a  dreadful  thing, 
And  the  firft  motion,  all  the  interim  is 
Like  a  phantal'ma,  or  a  hideous  dream : 
The  genius,  and  the  mortal  inftrumentt 
Are  then  in  conncil ;  and  the  flate  of  man, 
Like  to  a  little  kingdom,  fuffcrs  then 
The  nature  of  an  infurreflion. 
Cotijpiracy. 
O,  confpiracy  1  [night, 

Sham'ft  thou  to   flicw  thy  dangerous  brow   by 
When  evils  are  moft  free  ?  O,  then,  by  day 
Where  wilt  thou  find  a  cavern  dark  enough 
To  maik  thy  monllrous  vifagc  ?  Seek  none,  con- 
Hide  it  in  Imiles  and  affability  }  ['pi'^^^yi 
For  if  thou  patjt,  thy  native  fcmblance  on, 
Not  Erebus  it  lei f  wei*c  dim  enough 
To  hide  thee  from  prevention. 
ylgoinjl  Cruelty. 
Gentle  ^friends. 
Let's  kill  him  boldly,  but  not  wrathfully  { 
Let's  carve  him  as  a  difli  fit  for  the  gods. 
Not  hew  him  as  a  ctrcafc  fit  for  hotmds  | 
And  let  our  hearts,  as  fubtlemafttisdo. 
Stir  tip  fhcir  fcrvants  to  «n  aft  ol  rage, 
And  after  fcem  to  chide  them. 
Slcrp. 
I'njoy  the  honey. heavy  d.w  of  flnmbir  : 

Thou 
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Thou  haft  no  figures,  nor  no  fantafics, 
Which  buly  care  draws  in  the  brains  of  men, 
Therctorc  thou  (leep'lt  lb  found. 

Portia's  Speech  to  Brutus. 

You  have  ungently,  Brutus, 
Stole  from  my  bed  :  and  yefternight,  at  fupper 
You  fuddenly  arofe  and  walk'd  about, 
Mufing,  andfighing,  with  your  arms  acrofs  ; 
And,  vvhcn  I  a(kM  you  what  the  matter  was, 
You  ftar'd  upon  me  with  ungentle  looks  : 
1  urg'd  you  further  5  then  you  fcratch'd  your  head, 
And  too  impatiently  (lamp  d  with  your  foot  : 
Yet  I  infjited,  yet  youanfwer'd  not ; 
But,  with  an  angry  waftiireot  your  hand. 
Gave  (ign  for  mc  to  leave  you  :  lb  I  did  j 
Fearing  to  ftrengthen  that  impatience. 
Which  feem'd  too  much  inkindiedj  and,  withal, 
Hoping  it  was  hut  an  etfeft  of  humovff. 
Which  fomelimeb  hath  his  hour  with  ev'ry  man  ! 
It  will  not  let  you  eat,  nor  talk,  nor  deep  ; 
And,  could  it  work  io  much  upon  your  fhape. 
As  it  hath  much  prevail'd  on  your  condition, 
I  (hould  nor  know  you,  Brutus.  Dear  my  lord. 
Make  me  acquainted  with  your  caufe  of  grief. 
Calphurnia  to  Ceefary  on  the  Prodigies  fecn  the 
Kigbt  before  his  Death. 
Cal,  I  never  ftood  on  ceremonies. 
Yet  now  they  fright  me.     There  is  one  within, 
Befides  the  things  that  we  have  heard  and  feen. 
Recounts  moft  horrid  fights  feen  by  the  watch. 
A  lionefs  hath  whelped  in  the  ftreets  j       [dead  : 
And  graves  have  yawn'd,  and  yielded  up  their 
Fierce  fiery  warriors  fight  upon  the  clouds. 
In  ranks,  and  fquadrons,  ahd  right  form  of  war, 
Which  drizzled  blood  upon  the  capitol : 
The  noife  of  battle  hurtled  in  the  air  ; 
Horfesdi^  neigh,  and  dying  men  did  groan  : 
And  ghofts  did  {hriek,and  fqueal  about  the  ftreets. 
O  Caefar  1  thefe  things  are  beyond  all  ufe. 
And  I  do  fear  them. 

Co'far,  What  can  be  avoided, 
Whofe  end  is  purposed  by  the  mighty  gods  ?        ^ 
Yet  Caefar  (hall  go  forth  :  for  thefe  predi6lions 
Are  to  the  world  in  general,  as  to  Ciclar. 

Cal.  When  beggars  die  there  are  no  comets  feen ; 
The  heavens  themfelves  blaze  forth  the  death  of 
princes. 

Againjl  the  Fears  of  Death, 
Cowards  die  many  times  before  their  death  ; 
The  valiant  never  tafte  of  death  tut  once. 
Of  all  the  wonders  that  I  yet  have  heard. 
It  feems  to  me  moft  ftrange,  that  men  (hould  fear, 
Seeing  that  death,  a  neceflary  end, 
Will  come,  when  it  will  come. 
Danger. 
Danger  knows  full  well, 
That  Caefar  is  more  dangerous  than  he. 
We  are  two  lions  litter'd  in  one  day, 
And  I  the  elder  and  more  terrible. 
En'vy. 
My  heart  laments,  that  virtue  cannot  live 
Out  of  the  teeth  of  emi)lation. 

Antony  to  the  Corpfe  of  C afar. 
O  mighty  Caefar!  doft  thou  lie  fo  low  ? 
Are  all  thy  conquefts,  glories,  triumphs,  fpoils, 
Shrunk  to  this  little  mtafure  ?  fare  thee  well ! 


H/x  AdJrefs  to  the  Confpirators. 
I  know  not,  gentlemen,  what  you  intend. 
Who  elfe  muft  be  let  blood,  who  elfe  is  rank  : 
It  1  myfelf,  there  is  no  hour  fo  fit 
As  Caefar's  death's  hour  !  nor  no  inftrument 
Ol  half  that  worth, as  thofe  your  fwoids  made  rich 
With  the  moft  noble  blood  of  all  this  world. 
Itlo  bcfeech  ye,  if  you  bear  me  hard,       [Jmokc, 
Now,  whilft  your  purpled   hands  do  reek  and 
Fulfil  your  pleaiure.     Live  a  thoufand  years, 
I  fliall  not  find  myfelf  fo  apt  to  die  ; 
No  place  will  pleafe  me  ro,no  mean  of  death. 
As  here  by  Caefar,  and  by  you  cutoff. 
The  choice  and  maftcr  fpirits  of  this  age, 

ReveTjge. 
Caefar's  fpirit,  ranging  for  revenge. 
With  Ate  by  his  fide,  come  hot  from  hell, 
Shall  in  thefe  confines,  with  amonaich's  voice. 
Cry,  **  Havoc  1"  and  let  flip  the  dogs  of  war, 

Antony" s  Funreal  Oration. 
Friends,  Romans,  Countrymen,  lend  me  yoxrf 
ears  ; 
I  am  come  to  bury  Caefar,  not  to  praifc  him  I 
The  evil,  that  men  do,  lives  after  them  j 
The  good  is  oft  interred  with  their  bones  ; 
So  let  it  be  with  Caefar  !  The  noble  Brutus 
Hath  told  you  Caefar  was  ambitious  : 
If  it  were  fo,  it  was  a  grievous  fault ; 
And  grievoufly  hath  Caefar  anfwer'd  it. 
Here,  under  leave  of  Brutus  and  the  reft, 
(For  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man  \ 
So  are  they  all,  all  honourable  men) 
Come  I  to  fpeak  in  Csefar's  funeral. 
He  was  my  friend,  faithful  amd  juft  to  me  : 
But  Brutus  fays,  he  was  ambitious  j 
And  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man. 
He  hath  brought  many  captives  home  to  Rome, 
Whofe  ranfoms  did  the  general  coffers  fill : 
Did  this  in  Cxfar  feem  ambitious  ? 
When  that  the  poor  have  cried,  Caefar  hath  wept  j 
Ambition  (hould  be  made  of  fterner  ftuff : 
Yet  Brutus  fays,  he  was  ambitious ; 
And  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man. 
You  all  did  fee,  that,  on  the  Lupercal, 
I  thrice  prefented  him  a  kingly  crown. 
Which  he  did  thrice  refufe.  Was  this  ambitious  ? 
Yet  Brutus  fays,  he  was  ambitious ; 
And,  fure,  he  is  an  honourable  man. 
I  fpeak  not  todifprove  what  Brutus  fpoke. 
But  here  I  am  to  fpeak  what  I  do  know. 
You  all  did  lo\'e  him  once,  not  without  caufe  ; 
What  caufe  with-holds  you  then  to  mourn  for 
O judgment, thou  art  fled  to  brutifii  beafts,  [him  ? 
And  inen  have  loft  their  reafon  ! — Bear  with  mej 
My  heart  is  in  the  coffin  there  with  Caefar, 
And  I  muft  paufe  till  it  come  back  to  me. 

But  yefterday  the  word  of  Casfar  might 
Have  ftooil  againft  the  world :  now  lies  he  there. 
And  none  fo  poor  to  do  him  reverence. 

0  mafters  !   if  I  were  difpos'd  to  ftir 
Your  hearts  and  minds  to  mutiny  and  rage, 

1  fhould  do  Brutus  wrong,  and  Calfuis  wrong, 
Who,  you  all  know,  are  honourable  men  : 

I  will  not  do  theuj  wrong  j  I  rather  chufe 

To 
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To  wrong  (he  «ka«t,  to  wrong  nyfclf  an  J  you, 
Tbna  1  *tU  Mrrvflg  fuch  honourable  ncn. 
Bm  htn  *•  a  Michincnt  with  the  U4I  ot  CxCxr ; 
I  fottod  it  io  bu  c'oi'ct,  *tU  hU  will  ^ 
L«f  but  thr  fommini  hear  rht>  trftatu'  iit 

J^l\  auvinJi. 

And  u.^  iQ^tr  dj{>a'  c.i  uiuvhI  j 

Yra,  beg  ahatxgf  b:  ry. 

And,  dying,  rocntlot.  ..     .:....  tucir  wills, 
Bequeath! U|:  ir,u  a  rich  kgicj, 
Uotu  their  iff  tt, 
^Firh,  We'll  hear  the  will*  read  ic,  Mark 
Antony.  ( will. 

JO.  The  will,  the  will ;  wt  will  hear  Cxfar'j 
Jm.  Hare  patience,  gentle  fneoJs,  I  mud 
not  rrati  it  ^ 
It  is  00c  meet  you  know  how  Cxfar  IotM  you. 
Yott  are  not  wood,  you  are  not  ftones,  bur  mcit ) 
And,  being  men,  hearing  the  will  ot  Cxf^ir, 
It  will  inflame  you,  it  will  make  you  m  id. 
*Ti«  food  you  know  uot  il  '  n  heirs; 

For  if  you  (boulJ — 0,_vili  .  oHt  1 

4f(r^.  Read  the  will;  wcv%i..  ..«.».  a.Ai.tony: 
Yoo  iiall  read  us  tlie  will ;  Cxl.tr'!>  will. 

J9t.  Will  you  be  patient  ?  will  you  rtay  awhile? 
I  hatrc  o'crOiot  myTelf,  to  tell  you  of  it. 
I  fear,  I  wrong  the  honourable  men 
Wbolit diners  have  ftabb*d  Cxiar— I  do  ft-arlt. 
4^M.  ^»ey  were  traitors  t — hoiKturublc  men  1 
Jtt.  The  will !  the  tellameoli 
Ant,  You  will  compel  m.  then  to  read  the  will? 
Then  nuke  a  ring  about  the  corpfe  ot  Cxlar, 
And  let  me  (hew  you  him  that  made  the  will. 
Shall  1  dcfcend  i  and  will  you  give  mc  leave  i 
AO.  Come  down, 
a  f/r^.  Dcfcend. 

[Ht  fmttdvomfrfitn  the  fulpit. 
Ami.  If  you  have  tears,  prepare  to  il.cU  them 
now. 
YoQ  all  do  know  this  mantlet   I  remenibcr 
The  firi  time  ever  Cxfar  put  it  on  ; 
HTwason  a  fummer*s  evening,  in  his  tcr.r, 
That  day  be  overcame  the  Ncrvii:~. 
Look  I  inthispUcc  r4nCairius'daggcrthro\;gh:.. 
i«c  wbat  a  rent  the  envious  Cafca  made  ;— 
Tkrovgli  this,  the  well- beloved  Bruius  Itibb'd  ; 
Aad,ashc  pluck'd  his  curfcd  ftcel  away, 
Mtfk  bow  the  blood  of  Cxfar  followM  it  ; 
At  rvlbing  out  of  doors,  to  be  refolv'd 
If  Bnttoa  id  unkindlv  knock'd,  or  no  t 
For  Brutus,  as  you  know,  was  Cxfar's  angch 
JNC<.  Oyou  gods.howdcarWCsBfarlov  dhim! 
This  was  the  moA  i.i  '•      '   '     ,t  of  all : 
For,  when  the  noble  <  litn  ttab, 

InrrAtittttir,  fwr,r»   '\  ,  .    .    »  jrmS 

V.  .is  mighty 

t'  c,  [heart; 

*■'  •<  i'f  Pi^ttKy't  ftatue, 

^  while  nn  Wood,  j?;rc9t  C»far  fell. 

O,  wrvii  a  uit  was  there.  men  ! 

TWn  Ifind  you,  andal;  ^n, 

Whilt  bloody  ircalon  fr  „. ....  .. .  >c.  u», 

O.  Mwyottwcrp;  and,  I  perceive,  vou  feel 
Tbc  dim  of  pity  I  tbefeare  gracious  drops. 
Kind  a»nls  I  «ibat,w«p  you  when  you  but  behold 


Our  Cxfar's  vefture  wounded  ?  look  you  here  I 
Here  is  himftif,  marr'd,  as  you  lee,  with  traitors. 
I  PUh,  O  piteous  IpeAacle  \ 
z  PUh.  \Vc  will  be  rcveng'd  :  revenge  ; 
About — feck — burn — fire — kill — ttay  !  let  not 
a  traitor  live. 
Ant.  Good  friends,  fweet  friends,   let  me  not 
flir  you  up 
To  fuch  a  luddcn  flood  of  mutiny. 
They  that  have  done  this  deed  arc  honourable  { 
What  private  griefs  they  have, alas  I  I  knownot^ 
That  niade  them  do  it :  they  arc  wiie,  and  ho- 
nourable, 
And  will,  no  doubt,  with  reafons  anfwer  you.  ' 
I  come  not,  friendt,  to  ileal  away  your  hearts  j 
I  am  no  orator,  as  Brutus  is  : 
But,  as  you  know  nie  all,  a  plain  blunt  man. 
That  love  my  friend  ;  and  that  they  know  full 
That  give  me  public  leave  to  fpcak  ot  him.  [well 
For  I  have  neither  wit,  nor  words,  nor  worth, 
Aftion,  or  utterance,  nor  the  power  of  fpeech. 
To  ttir  men's  blood  ;  1  only  fpeak  right  on  ; 
I  tell  you  that  which  you  yourftlvcs  do  know  ; 
Shew  you  Iwect  Cxfar's   wounds,    poor,  poor 

dumb  mouths  I 
And  bid  them  fpcak  for  me :  But  were  I  Brutus, 
And  Brutus  Antony,  there  were  an  Antony 
Would  riifBe  up  your  fpirits,  and  put  a  tongut 
In  ev'ry  wound  of  Cxlar,  that  fl^ould  move 
Tbe  tlones  of  Rome  to  rile  and  mutiny. 
Ctremony  infwcere. 
— — — 'Ever  note,  Lucilius, 
WUrn  love  begins  to  ficken  and  decay, 
It  ul'eth  an  enforced  ceremony. 
There  are  no  tricks  in  plain  and  fimple  faith  { 
But  hollow  men,  like  horfes  hot  at  hand. 
Make  gallant  fliow  and  promife  of  th^ir  mettle  j 
But  when  they  Qiould  endure  the  bloody  tpur. 
They  fall  their  Creils,  and,  like  deceitful  jades. 
Sink  in  the  trial. 

Brutus  and  Caffius. 
Caf.  That  you  have  wrong'd  me,  doth  appear 
in  this : 
You  have  condemned  and  noted  Lucius  Pclla, 
For  taking  bribe*  here  of  the  Sardians  j 
I  Wherein  my  letters  praying  on  his  fide,- 
Becauli:  I  knew  the  man,  were  flighted  of.  ^cafe. 
Bru.  You  wrong'd  yourfelf,  to  write  in  lucha 
Caf.  In  fuch  a  time  as  this,  it  is  not  meet 
That  every  nice  offence  rtiould  bear  his  comment. 

Bru.  Let  n>e  tell  you,  CaiTius,  you  yourl'clf 
Are  much  condemn'd  to  have  an  itching  palm  $ 
To  fell  and  mart  your  offices  for  gold 
To  undefetven. 

Caf.  I  an  itching  palm  ? 
You  know  that  you  are  Brutu-'  that  fpcak  this, 
Or,  by  the  gods,  this  fptech  wcreelle  your  laft. 
Bru.  The  name  of  Callius  honours  this  cor- 
ruption, 
And  chaftifemcnf  doth  therefore  hide  his  head. 
Ctf,  Chaftilemcnt  1 

Bru.  Remember  March,  the  ides  of  March  re- 
member t 
Did  not  great  Julius  bleed  for  juftice'  fake  ? 
What  villain  touch'd  bis  body,  that  did  ftab. 
And  not  for  juftice  i  What !  ihall  one  of  us, 

Th«t 
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That  ftruck  the  forcmoft  man  of  all  this  world,  ' 
But  for  fupporting  lobbeis  ;  ftjall  vvc  now 
Contaminate  our  fingers  with  hafe  bribes  ? 
And  Itll  the  mighty  fpace  of  our  large  honours, 
For  (o  much  trafli  as  may  be  grafped  thus  ? 
I  had  rather  be  a  dog,  and  bay  the  moon, 
Than  fuch  a  Roman  1 

Caf.  Brutus,  bait  not  me, 
I'll  not  endure  it:  you  for^tt  yourfelf. 
To  hedge  me  in  ;   I  am  a  foldier,  I, 
Older  in  praftice,  abler  than  yourfelf 
To  njake  condkions. 

£ru.  Go  to  J  you  are  not,  CaJfius. 
Caf.  I  am. 

£ru.  1  fay,  you  are  not. 
Caf.  Urge  me  no  more,  I  (hall  forget  myfelf  j 
Have  mind  upon  your  health — tempt  me  no  far- 
£ru.  Away,  llight  man  !  [ther. 

Caf  Is  't  poflible  ? 
Bru.  Hear  me,  for  I  will  fpeak. 
Muft  I  give  way  and  room  to  your  rafli  choler  r 
Shall  1  be  frighted,  when  a  madman  (tares  ? 
Caf.  O  ye  gods  1  ye  gods  !  muft  1  endure  all 
this  ?  [heart  break ; 

Bru.  All  this!  ay,  more:  fret,  till  your  proud 
Go,  ihew  your  flaves  how  choleric  you  are. 
And  make  yourbondmen  tremble,  MaftI  budge  ? 
Muft  I  obferve  you  ?  muft  I  rtand  and  crouch 
Under  your  tefty  humour  ?  By  the  gods. 
You  (hall  dlgett  the  venom  of  your  fpleen, 
Tho'  it  do  fplit  you  :  for,  from  this  day  forth, 
I'll  ufcyou  for  my  mirth,  yea,  for  my  laughter. 
When  you  are  wafpifh. 
Caf  Is  it  come  to  this  ? 
Bru,  You  fay  you  are  a  better  foldier  : 
Let  it  appear  fo;  make  your  vaunting  true. 
And  it  fliall  pleafe  me  well  :   for  mine  own  part, 
I  fhall  be  glad  to  learn  of  noble  men. 

Caf  You  wrong  me  ev'ry  way — you   wrong 
me,  Brutus  : 
I  faid  an  elder  foldier,  not  a  better. 
Did  I  fay  better  ? — 

Bru.   If  you  did,  I  care  not.  [mov'd  me. 

Caf.  When  Csefar  liv'd,  he  durft  not  thus  have 
Bru.  Peace,  peace  j  you  durft  not  fo  have 
Caf  I  durft  not  ?  [tempted  him. 

Bru.  No. 

Caf.  What  !  durft  not  tempt  him  ? 
Bru.  For  your  life  you  durft  not. 
Caf   Do  not  prefume  too  much  upon  my  love, 
I  may  do  that  I  (hall  be  forry  for.  [for. 

Bru.  You  have  done  that  you  fhould  be  forry 
There  is  no  terror  Caflius,  in  your  threats  j 
For  I  am  arm'd  fo  ftrong  in  honefty. 
That  they  pafs  by  me  as  the  idle  wind 
Which  I  refpeft  not.    I  did  fend  to  you 
For  certain  fums  of  gold,  which  you  denied  me  j 
For  I  can  raife  no  money  by  vile  means  : 
By  Heaven,  I  had  rather  coin  my  heart. 
And  drop  my  blood  for  drachmas,  than  to  wring 
From  the  hard  hands  of  peafants  their  vile  trafli. 
By  any  indireftion.     I  did  fend 
To  you  for  gold  to  pay  my  legions,       [Caflius  ? 
Which  you   denied  nic :     was    that   done    like 
Bhouid  I  have  anfwer'd  Caius  Cafiius  i^o  ? 
When  Mai'cus  Brutus  grows  fo  covetous, 


To  lock  fuch  rafcal  counter  from  hi«  fi'lends. 

Be  ready,  gods,  with  all  your  thundcrboltfi 
Daih  h:m  to  pieces, 
Cif.  I  denied  you  not. 

Bru.  You  did. 

Caf.  I  did  not  j — he  was  but  a  fool 
That  brought  my  anfwcr   back. — lirutus  hatk 

riv'd  my  heart: 
A  friend  (hould  bear  a  friend's  infirmities. 
But  Brutus  makes  mine  greater  than  they  are:, 

Bru.  I  do  not,  till  you  praftife  them  on  me, 

Caf.  Come,  Antony,   and  young   Odavius, 
Revenge  yourfelves  alone  on  Cailius,       [comc| 
For  Caifius  is  a-weary  of  the  world  : 
Hated  by  one  he  loves  ;   brav'd  by  his  brother; 
Check'd  like  a  bondman  ;  all  his  faults  obferv'd. 
Set  in  a  note-book,  learn'd,  and  connM  by  rote  } 
To  caft  into  my  teeth.     O,  I  could  weep 
My  fpirit  from  mine  eyes  ! — There  is  my  dagger. 
And  here  my  naked  brtaft  j — within  a  heart 
Dearer  than  Plutus'  mine,  richer  than  gold  : 
If  that  thou  be'st  a  Roman,  take  it  forth  j 
I,  that  denied  thee  gold,  will  give  my  heart  t 
Strike,  as  thou  didft  at  Csefar  :  for,  I  know, 
When  thou  didft  hate  him  worft,  thou   lovd'fl: 
Than  ever  thou  Ipv'dft  Caflius.         [him  better 

Bru.  Sheath  your  dagger  : 
Be  angry  when  you  will,  it  fhall  have  fcopei 
Do  what  you  will,  difhonour  ftiall  be  humour, 
O  Caflius,  5'ou  are  yoked  with  a  lamb. 
That  carries  anger  as  the  flint  bears  fire  ; 
Who,  much  enforced  ftiCAS  a  hafty  fpark. 
And  ftralght  is  cold  again. 

Caf  Hath  Caflius  liv'd 
To  be  but  mirth  and  laughter  to  his  Brutus, 
When  grief,  and  blood  ilUtemper'd,  vexeth  him? 

Bru.  When  I  fpoke  that,  I  wasill-teraper'd  too.. 

Caf  Do  you  confefs  fo  much  J  Give  nie  your 
hand.. 

Bru.   Ar.d  my  heart  too.  ^^Embracing. 

Caf  O  Brutus  I 

Bru,  What  is  the  matter?  [n:r, 

Caf  Have  you  not  love  enough  to  bear  with 
When  that  rafti  humour,  which  my  mother  gav« 

me, 
Makes  me  forgetful  ? 

Bru.  Yes,  Cafhus;  and  from  henceforth. 
When  you  are  over-earaeft  with  your  Brutus: 
He'll  think  your  mother  chides,  and  leave  you  lo. 


Bru.  O,  Caflius,  I  amfickof  many  griefs, 

Caf.  Of  your  philofophy  you  make  no  ufe. 
If  you  give  place  to  accidental  evils. 

Bru.  No  man  bears  forrow  better  : — Portia  !•■ 

Caf.  Ha!  Portia?  [dead 

Bru.  She  js  dead. 

Caf.  How  'fcapM  I  killing;  when  I  crofs'd  you 
O,  infupportable  and  touching  lofs  ! —  [fo  ? 
Upon  what  ficknefs  ? 

Bru.  Impatient  of  my  abfence  ;  [tonv 

And  grief,  that  young  0£lavius  with  Mark  An- 
Have  made  themfelves  fo  ftrong — /cr  wiih  her 

death  ' 

That  tidings  came— -with  this  flic  fell  diftrafV, 
And,  her  attendants  abfsnt,  fwallow'd  fire. 

Caf  And  died  fo  ? 
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Bm,  Srcn  fe.  > 

Of  O  y«  iMDoml  fods  ? 

Mm/mt  B^^itbWiMemki  Tt:/'rrs. 
Bn<,  Spcaknomortof  Imt— Give  me  a  bowl 
of  wioc  I 
la  ibk  I  bvry  ail  ttnkinJntft,  Cafliuk.    {Drinks. 
O^,  Mv  Imrt  ia  tbirii  V  for  that  noble  pkd|^.<^ 
Fill,  Lucitii.  till  the  wine  o'erl'wrll  the  cup  | 

I  caoooc  dftnk  too  much  ot  Brutus'  love. 

Offtrtaaitjf  1$  bffrix^JtmaJJ  Afiurs. 
Tbtn  ia  a  tide  ID  the  aflEura  of  nu  n , 
Which,  taken  attbe  Aood,  leads  on  to  tot  tune  { 
Omitted,  all  the  voyage  of  their  liTc 
it  h«und  in  Hialknvt  arid  in  inilerics. 
On  luch  a  hill  tea  are  we  now  afloat  ; 
And  wre  muft  take  the  current  when  it  fcnrct. 
Or  k>lc  our  vcmurea. 

*th<  fmrttKg  ^'SruiMS  md  Cajfius. 
Bn,  No,  Cafliui,  no  i  think  not,  thou  noble 

Ronun, 
That  ever  Brutin  will  go  bound  to  Ronic  j 
He  bean  too  great  a  mind.     But  tl.is  lime  day 
Muft  end  that  worlTThe  ides  o(  Mai xh  began  t 
And  whether  wc  (hall  meet  again,  I  know  not. 
'i  iKtctore  our  everlafting  farewell  t  'kc  : — 
Forerer,  and  for  ever,  farewell,  CaHius ! 

II  wc  do  meet  again,  why,  we  ftiall  iinilo  ; 

if  not,  why  then  this  part.ng  was  wc  !I  made, 

Csf,  For  ever,  aiul  tor  ever,  fartnell,  Brutus  I 
If  we  do  meet  again,  we  '11  fmile  indtcH  ; 
If  not,  'tis  true,  this  parting  was  well  made. 
Bru,  Why  then   lead  on.— O,   tint  a  man 
might  know 
The  end  of  this  day't  bufinefs  ere  it  come  I 
But  it  fuflketh,  that  the  day  will  end, 
Aad  then  the  eiid  is  koovrn. 

hUUtmhtf  tb«  Partvt  of  Error. 
O,  Hateful  eiror,  melancholy  chiM  ! 
Why  doft thou  flicwtothcapt  thot»ght$of  men 
The  thingsthat  are  not  >  O  error,  loon  cunceiv'd, 
Tbou  never  com'i>  unto  a  hnppv  birth, 
But  kiirfl  the  m  • ;  d  thee. 

Antomj  ■i,s. 

Thitwas  the  no.<.(  I.  f\(>iii;<n  <■:  tlicmallt 
All  the  conrpiiator«.  iave  only  he, 
Dift  that  thry  did,  in  envy  of  great  Crfar ; 
He, only,  in  a  general  honeft  thcti  ,h-, 
And  tommon  g«v<l  to  all,  made  rnr  of  ihem. 
^  I.  gentle  j  and  the  elemcnti 

iiim,  thj{  nature  might  Hand  up, 
^no  IA)  lo  all  the  world,  •«  This  was  a  man  !" 

i  tt.    KINO  LEAR^    Shakspiari. 
ImmkematfJ  Chi: J. 
T  IT  it  be  fo— thy  truth  then  be  thy  dower  t 
•*-•  ftft  hj  the  far  red  radiance  of  the  fun  j 
TtMSiyicrica  of  Hecatr,  and  the  night  \ 
B]r  all  the  operations  of  the  orbs 
From  whom  w«  do  cuift,  and  ceafe  to  be  » 
Here  I  diulaim  ail  my  paternal  care, 
Fropinquiry  aadpropctty  of  blood. 
And  as  a  ftrangcr  to  mj  heart  and  roe 
Hold  thee,  from  this,  for  ever.    The  baibVous 

Scythian, 
Or  he  that  makes  his  grneration  metTn 
To  gorge  bis  appetite,  (hall  to  my  Mom. 


Be  as  well  ncighbour'd,  pitied,  and  reliev'd^ 
As  thou,  roy  fometimc  daughter. 
Bajlardy. 
Thou,  Nature,  art  my  goddcfs ;  to  rhy  law 
My  I'crviees  are  bound  ;  wherefore  (lieuld  I 
Stand  in  the  plague  of  cuftom  j   and  permit 
The  curio(ity  of  nations  to  deprive  me, 
For  that  I  am  foinc  twelve  or  fourteen  m(X)nn)ines 
Lagofa  brother?  Why  baliard  ?  Wherefore  bafe? 
When  my  dimenfions  are  as  well  compadt, 
My  mind  as  gen'rous,  and  my  (hape  as  true. 
As  honcft  madam's  iflTuc  ?   Why  brand  they  us 
With  bafe  •  with balencls  ?  baftardy?  bafe,  bale? 
Who,  in  the  lufty  (lealth  of  nature,  take 
More  compofition  and  fierce  quality. 
Than  doth  within  a  dull,  ftale,  tired  bed 
Go  to  creating  a  whole  tribe  of  fops. 
Got 'tween  afleep  and  wake  ? 

A  Father  curjing  his  Child, 
Hear,  Nature,  hear  j 
Dear  goddefs,  hear  !   Sufpend  thy  purpofe,  if 
TIjou  didft  intend  to  make  this  creature  fruitful  \ 
Into  her  womb  convey  ftcrility  ! 
I  Dry  up  in  her  the  organs  of  increafe  ; 
And  from  her  derogate  body  neVer  fprlng 
Pi  babe  to  honour  her  !   If  (he  muft  teem. 
Create  her  child  of  I'pjeen  ;  that  it  may  live. 
And  be  a  thwart  difnatur'd  torment  to  her ! 
Let  it  (lamp  wrinkles  in  her  brow  of  youth  } 
With  cadent  tears  fret  channels  in  her  cheeks  j 
Turn  all  her  mother's  pains  and  benefits 
To  laughter  and  contempt ;  that  (lie  may  feel 
How  (liarpcr  than  a  fcrpent's  tooth  it  ia 
To  have  a  thanklefs  child  ! 

Ingratitvdc  in  a  Child, 
Ingratitude  ?  thou  marble-heavted  fiend. 
More  hideous,  when  thou  (hew'd  thee  in  a  child, 
Than  the  Ica-monfter ! 

Flattering  Sycophants, 
That  fuch  a  (lave  as  this  (hould  wear  a  fword. 
Who  wears  no  honcfty  !  fuch  fmiling  rogues  as 

thefe. 
Like  rats,  olt  bile  the  holy  cords  in  twain 
Which  are  too  intrince  t'  unloofe  :  foothe  ev*ry 

padion. 
That  In  the  nature  of  their  lords  rebels  : 
Bring  oil  to  fire,  fnow  to  their  colder  moods : 
Renege,  affirm,  and  turn  their  halcyon  beaks 
With  ev'iy  gale  and  vary  of  their  maffers  j 
As  knowing  nought,  like  dogs,  but  following. 


Plaint  blunt 
—  This  is  fome  fellow. 


[affca 

Who,  having  been  prais'd  for  bluntnefs,  doth 
A  faucy  roughncfs ;  am;  canftrains  the  garb. 
Quite  from  his  nature  :  He  cannot  flatter,  he! — 
An  honeft  mind  and  plain — he  muft  fpeak  truth. 
And  they  will  take  it  fo  ;  if  not,  he'»  plain. 
Thefe  kind  of  knaves  I  know,  which  in  this 

ptainnefs 
Harbour  mere  craft,  and  more  corrupter  ends 
Than  twenty  filly  ducking  obicrvanti. 
That  ftretch  their  duties  nicely. 

Defer ipt ion  ofEcdhm  Beggars, 
Wl-;ie  I  may  fcape, 
I  will  prefervc  myfclf  :  and  am  bethought 
To  take  the  bafe  ft  ard  moft  poorell  (hacc. 

That 
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That  ever  penury,  In  contempt  of  man,   [filth  ; 
Brought  near  to  beaft  :  my  tace  I'll  grime  with 
Blanket  my  loins  5  elf  all  my  hair  in  knots  j 
And  with  prcfented  nakedncfs  out-face 
The  winds   and  pcrfecutions  of  the  Iky. 
The  country  gives  me  proof  and  precedent 
Of  Bedlam  beggars,  who,  with  roaring  voices, 
Strike  in  their^num'd  and  mortified  bare  arm. 
Pins,  wooden  pricks,  nails,  fpri^s  of  rofsmary  j 
And  with  this  horrible  object,  from  low  farms, 
Poor  pelting  villages,  flieep-cotes  and  mills. 


Sometime  with  lunatic   bands,   fometime  with    VVhich  the  impetuous  blafts,  with  eyelefs  rage. 


Inforce  their  charity.  [pray'rs, 

The  Fault  of  Infirmity  pardonable. 
Fiery?  the  fiery  duke  f  tell  thehot  duke,  that— 
No,  but  not  yet : — may  be,  he  is  not  well  : 
Infirmity  doth  ftill  neglcft  all  office,  [fclves 

Whereto  our  health  is  bound  j   we  are  not  our- 
When  nature,  being  oppreft,  commands  themind 
To  fuflfcr  with  the  body  :  I'll  forbear  j 
And  am  fall'n  out  with  my  more  headier  will. 
To  take  the  indilpos'd  and  fickly  fit 
For  the  found  man. 

Unymd>:efs, 
Thy  fitter's  naught :  O  Regan,  fhe  hath  tied 
Sharp  tooth'd  unkindnefs  like  a  vulture,  here. 
[Points  to  bis  heart, 
O fences  miftaken. 
All's  not  offence,  that  indifcretioa  finds, 
And  dotage  terms  fo. 

Riftng  Pa£ion, 
I  pr'ythee,  daughter,  do  not  make  me  mad  j 
I  will  not  trouble  thee,  my  child  j  farewell  : 
We'll  no  more  meet,  no  more  fee  one  another. 
But  yet  thouart  my  flefh,  my  blood,  my  daughter, 
Or,  rather,  a  difeafe  that's  in  my  flefh. 
Which  I  muft.  needs  call  mine;  thou  art  a  bile, 
A  plague-fore,  an  imbofied  carbuncle, 
In  my  corrupted  blood  ;  but  I'll  not  chide  thee  j 
Let  fhame  come  when  it  will,  I  do  not  call  it  j 
I  do  not  bid  the  thunder-bearer  fhoot, 
Mor  telltales  of  thee  to  high-judging  Jove. 
The  t^ecejfaries  of  Life  feiv , 
O,  reafon  not  the  deed  :  our  bafeft  beggars 
Are  in  the  pooreft  things  fuperfluous: 
Allow  not  nature  more  than  nature  needs, 
Man's  life  is  cheap  as  bead's. 

Lear  on  the  Ingratitude  of  bis  Daughters . 
You  fee  me  here,  you  gods,  a  poor  old  man. 
As  full  of  grief  as  age  j  wretched  in  both  ! 
If  it  be  you  that  ftir  thefe  daughters'  hearts 
Againft  their  father,  fool  me  not  fo  much 
To  bear  it  tamely  ;  touch  me  with  noble  anger  ! 

0  let  net  women's  weapons,  water-drops. 
Stain  my  man's  cheeks !  No,  you  unnat'ral  hags, 

1  will  have  fuch  revenges  on  you  both. 
That  all  the  world  ftiall- 1  will  do  fuch 

things — 


IVilfid  Men. 
O,  Sir,  to  wilful  men, 
The  injuries  that  they  themlelves  procure 
Muft  be  their  fchoolmafters. 
Dffcription  of  Lear's  Dijlrefs  amidjl  the  Storm, 
Kent.  Where's  the  king  ? 
Gent,  Contending  with  the  fretful  clement ; 
Bids  the  wind  blow  the  earth  into  the  fea. 
Or  fwell  the  curled  waters  'bove  the  main. 
That  things  might  change,  or  ccafe  :  tears  his 
white  hair, 


Catch  in  their  fury,  and  make  nothing  of : 
Strive  in  hiS  little  world  of  man  to  outfcorn 
The  to-and-fro  confliding  wind  and  rain. 
This  night,  wherein  the  cub-drawn  bear  would 
The  lion,  and  the  belly-pinched  wolf       [couch. 
Keep  their  fur  dry,  unbonneted  he  runs. 
And  bids  what  will  take  all. 
Lear' s  pajfionate  Exclamations  amidjl  the  Tempeji, 
Blow,  wind!  and  crack  your  cheeks  !  rage  f 
You  catarafts,  and  hurricanos,  fpout     [blow  ! 
Till  you  have  drench'd   our   iteeples,  drown'd 

the  cocks  ! 
You  fulphurous  and  thought-executing  fires. 
Vaunt-couriers  to  oak-cleaving  thunderbolts. 
Singe  my  white  head  !     And  tlvou,  all-fhaking 

thunder. 
Strike  flat  the  thick  rotundity  o'  the  world  » 
Crack  nature's  moulds,  all  geraiensfpill  atonc^ 
That  make  ingrateful  man  ! 
Rumble  thy  belly-full  !  Ipit,  fire!  fpout,  rain  !' 
Nor  rain,  wind,  thunder,  fire,  are  my  daughters  : 
I  tax  not  you,  you  elements,  with  unkindnefs, 
I  never  gave  you  kingdom,  call'd  you  children. 
You  owe  me  no  fubfcription.   Why  then  let  fall 
Your  horrible  pleafure  j  here  I  ftand  your  flave, 
A  poor,  infirm,  weak,  and  defpis'd  old  man  :— . 
But  yet  I  call  you  fervile  minifters. 
That  have  with  two  pernicious  daughters  join'd 
Your  high-engender'd  battles,  'gainft  a  head 
So  old  and  white  as  this.     O !   O I  'tis  foul ! 


What  they  are,  yet  I  know  not :  but  they  (hall  be 
The  terrors  of  the  earth.  You  think  I'll  weep  j 
No,  I'll  not  weep: 

I  have  full  caufe  of  weeping  ;  but  this  heart 
Shall  break  into  a  hundred  thoufand  flaws, 
©r  e'er  I  weep,    O  fool,  I  (hall  go  mad. 


Kent.  Alas,  Sir,  are  you  kere  I  Things  that 
love  night, 
Love  not  fuch  nights  as  thefe  j  the  wrathful  fkles 
Gallow  the  very  wanderers  of  the  dark,  [man  , 
And  make  them  keep  their  caves  :  fince  I  was  % 
Such  fheetsof  fire,  fuch  bxirlfs  of  horrid  thunder. 
Such  groans  of  roaring  wind  and  rain,  I  never 
Remember  to  have  heard  :  man's  nature  cannot 

carry 
The  affliction  nor  the  fear. 

Lear,  Let  the  great  gods. 
That  keep  this  cUeadful  pother  o'er  our  heads,, 
Find  out  their  enemies  now.    Tremble,  tho»» 

wretch. 
Thou  haft  within  thee  undlvulged  crimes, [hand| 
Unwhipp'd  of  juftice*  hide  thee,  thou    bloody 
Thou  perjur'd,  and  thou  fimular  man  of  virtue^ 
That  art  inceftuous  :  caitiff,  to  pieces  Avake 
That  under  covert  and  convenient  feeming 
Haft  pra<5tis'd  on  man's  life!'  Clofc pent-up  guilts. 
Rive  your  concealing  continents,  and  cry 

8  f  Theff 
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I  am  a  man 


Book  lir. 


HMfrdm^ful  fttmrneoers  grace, 
More  fiaa'd  agaiaA  than  finning. 

JCmI.  AUc(,  Un.headed  f 
GffBcioos  my  lord,  hard  bv  ben  n  a  horel  { 
ie«w  fricndibip  wUi  it  lend  you  'gainft  the 
lempcil. 

Ltar,  Tbovcbiek'ft  'tit  much,  that  thi«  con. 
tcntiout  ionn 
Ine»dc»  u|  to  cde  fliin  :  fo  'tis  to  thee } 
-7-  'hr  greater  maUtJf  «•  fixM, 

icaice  felt.     Thou'dl\  a.un  a  bear  j 
.'h:  lay  totrard  the  ragine  ka, 
itiji,  c  bear  i' the  mouth.    When 

The  b.)  I  J  :»wxrc  ;  ti        '      "  i:imyraind 
I)v»'>h  troin  m\  Icnici  tj  .;  file 

Sivr  what  hciti  fhcie.-  intude  I 

]«  it  not  aithli  nv'Vjth  \\.    .   '.  ^    t>  'iii^liandl 

Fcr  Uinng.  foil  to'i  >— liut  1  a  ,  ;:ii(h  home. 


No,  I  wlU  weep  no  more.— In  fuch  a  nighr» 
To  (hwt  me  out  I— «i^ur  on  j  I  will  tndure. 
In  fuch  a  night  as  thU !  — O  Rega",  Guiieril ! 
Vour  old  kind  father,  whofc  frank  heait  gave 

•II 

O,  that  wax  nudneft  lies  i  let  me  fhun  that } 
No  more  ot  that 

JCtni.  Good  my  lord,  enter  here. 

Umt.  Pr'ythec,   go  in  thyfcil ;    feck  thine 
own  cafe  ; 
Trhi$  tempcll  will  not  give  me  leave  to  ponder 
On  thing*  would  hurt  mc  more — hut  I  Ml  go  in  : 
In,  boy  I  eo  firft.     You  houfvltf*  p  vcrty — 
Nay,  get  thte  in,  I  '11  pray,  and  then  I  11  flcep^ 
poor  naked  wretches,  ^lieicfoc'ti  you  are. 
That  bide  the  pelting  of  this  pipIcK  ll.>rm, 
llow  (hall  your  houlctcfi  heads,  and  unfed  fides, 
Your  lno;)M  j-idwindow'draggedncls.defend  you 
Froci  h  uthefe?— O,  1  have  ta'cn 

Too.  t  this  I   Take  phyfic,  pomp  | 

Eapoie  inyiiir  to  feci  what  wretclut  lucl  I 
Tbai  thou  maytt  (hike  the  fuperHux  tu  themi 
And  Ibew  the  heavens  more  juft. 

EMtfr  EJgiw  dif^iufed  Uke  a  Mi  I -nan, 
L^MT.  Ilaft  thou  given  alt  to  t))y  two  liaughters? 
Aad  art  thou  conte  to  this  } 
.     .     '     -     Didii  thou  give  them  all  * 
N'>w,  all  the  plagues  that  in  the  pciululous  air 
Hang  (xteA  o'er  men's  fault*,  light  un  thy  daugh* 
KfHt.  Itc  hath  no  daughteiv,  hr.  [ters  I 

Uar.  Dca'h,    traitor  I    nothing   could    have 
fubdoed  nature 
To  r«ch  a  townefs,  but  his  unkind  daughters. 
It  it  •»■-  '-A-    " ,  '^  ^f  difcarded  fathers 
9hf'  c  mercyjjy)  their  flefii  ? 

)»r1  ^  •'  'twathis  flcfli  begot 

Tbok  pciican  daughters. 

T^  Jm/tict  •(  ?rovidtn(t. 
That  I  am  wretched, 
Ifahct  tlMC  the  happier  -.—heavens,  deal  fo  ftill  I 
Let  the  fuprrftuous  and  lu(l -dieted  man, 
That  flaves  your  ordinance,  that  will  not  fee 
^ccaufc   he  doca    not    feci,   feel   your  pow'f 
«|uickly  y 


So  di&ribution  Hiould  undo  excefs, 
And  each  man  have  enough. 

Fatietfce  and  Sorroiv. 
Patience  ^nd  forrow  ttrove  U^^^ 

Which  Ihould  exprcfs  her  goodlieft.     You  hava 
Sun-(hincand  rain  at  once  j  her  fmilcs  and  tear* 
Were  like  a  better  May  :  thofe  happy  fmilcs, 
That  play 'd  onhtr  ripe  lip,  fcem'd  not  to  know 
What  guc^s  were  in  her  eyes !  which   parted 

thchce. 
As  pearls  from  diamonds  dropp'd.^rln  brief, 
Sorrow  would  be  a  rarity  moH  belov'd,  if  all 
Cotild  fo  become  ic. 

Defcription  ofUear  difiraBed. 
Alack,  'tis  he !  why,  he  was  met  even  now 
As  mad  as  the  vex'd  fea  }  finging  aloud  ; 
Crown'd  with  rank  fumitcr,  and  furrow  weeds, 
Withhi^rlocs,  hemlock,  nettles,  cuckoo-fiowei^; 
Darnel,  and  all  the  idle  weeds  that  glow 
In  our  fuftaining  corn. 

Defcription  ofDo'ver  Cliff, 
Comeon,  fir;  here's  the  place:— ft  and  ftill  ;-«- 
how  fearful 
And  dizzy  'tis,  to  caft  one's  eyes  fo  low  I     [air. 
The  crows,  and  choughs,  that  wing  the  midway 
Shew  fcatce  lo  grofsas  beetles:  haU-way  down 
klangsonc  that  gathers  famphirejdreadful  trade  ! 
Methir.ks  he  fccms  no  bigger  than  his  head  : 
The  fiftiennen,  tl.at  walk  upon  the  beach. 
Appear  like  mice;  and  yon  tall  anchoring  barl^ 
Diminidi'd  to  her  cock  ;   her  cock,  a  buoy 
Almoft  towfmallfor  fight  -.  the  tnui  muring  furgc, 


7  hat  on  th'  unnumbcrd  idle  i)tbl)|vs  chalts, 
Cannot  be  heard  fo  hiijh  :   I  Ml  look  no  more, 
Left  my  brain  turn,  and  the  deficient  fight 
Topple  down  headlong. 

Ghfter't  Farewell  to  the  ff^rld, 
O  you  mighty  gods  ! 
This  woild  I  do  renounce;  and  in  your  fights, 
Shake  patiently  my  great  aftiidtion  off ; 
If  I  could  bear  itlowger,  and  not  fall 
To  q-ianel  with  your  great  oppofelcfs  wills, 
My  tnuflf,  and  loathed  part  of  nature,  (hould 
Burn  iticlf  out.    It  Edgar  live,  O  blefs  him  \ 

On  the  Al'ufe  o/Powfr, 

Thou  rafcal  beadle,  hold  thy  bloody  hand  : 

Why  doft  liiou  la(h  that  virhorc  f   ftrip  thine  own 

back  ; 
Thou  hotly  luft'ft  to  ufe  her  in  that  kind 
for  which  thou  whipp'ft  her.  The  ulurcr  hang* 

the  cozener. 
Through  tatter'd  clothes  fmall  vices  do  appear-, 
Robes  anJ  furr'd  guvvns  hide  all.    Plate  fin  witli 

gold, 
And  the  ftrong  lance  of  juftice  hurtlefs  breaKS  ; 
Arm  it  in  rags,  a  pigmy's  ftrawdoth  pierce  it. 
None  docs  oftt^U^one,  I  fay,  none  i  I'll  able  'em  » 
Take  that  of  me.  my  friend,  who  havp  the  pow'r 
To  feal  th*  acculcr's  liys.  Get  thee  gla(j  eye*  j 
And,  like  a  fcurvy  poUtician,  fecm 
To  fee  the  things  thou  dc&  not. 

•      ■-     OrMa 
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D    R    A    M    A    T    I    C, 


6a;^ 


Cordelia  ou  the  Ingratitude  ofber  Slflcn, 


You  fee,  is  cuiM  in  him  :  and  yet  it  is  J  anger 


% 


O,   my  dear  father  I    Reftoration,  hang 
Thy  medicine  on  my  lips  j  and  let  this  kifs 
Repair  thofe  violent  harms,  that  my  two  iifters 
Have  in  thy  reverence  made  1 
Had  you  not  been  their  tather,  thefe  white  flakes 
Had  challeng'd  pity  of  them.  Was  this  a  face 
Xo  be  exposM  againft  the  warring  winds  ? 
Toftand  againlt  the  deep,  dread- bolted  thunder  ? 
In  the  moft  terrible  and  nimble  (trokc 
Of  quick  crofs  lightning  to  watch  (poor  perdu  1) 
Within  this  thin  helm  ?     Mine  enemy's  dog 
Tho*  he  had  bit  me,  (hould  have  ftood  that  night 
Againft  my  fire  j  and  wall  thou  fain,  poor  father, 
To  hovel  thee  with  fwine,  .and  rogues  foriom, 
In  fliort  andmulty  ftraw  ?    Alack^^i    alack  ! 
'Tis  wonder  that  thy  life  and  wits  at  once 
Had  not  concluded  all. 

Scene  between  Lear  and  Cordelia, 
Cord.  How  does  my  royal  lord  ?  how  fares  your 

majcfty  ?  \ 

tear.  You  do  me  wrong  to  take  me  out  o*  the 
grave.  i 

Thbu  art  a  (oul  in  blifs  j   but  I  am  bound 
Upon  a  wheel  of  fire,  that  mine  own  tears  j 

Do  fcald  like  molten  lead. 
Cord.  Sir,  do  you  know  me  ? 
l^ear.  You  are  a  fj)irit,  X  know  j  wherj}  did 

you  die  ? 
Cord.  Still,  ftill  far  wide! 
fhyf.  He's  itarce  awake,  let  him  alone  awhile. 
Lear.  Where  have  I   been  ?  where  am  I  ? — 
Fair  day-light  !  [pity 

I  am  mightily  abus'd. — I   fliould  even  die  with 
To  fee  another  thus, — I  will  not  fwear 
Thefe  are  my  hands. 

Cord.  O  look  upon  me,  Sir, 
And  hold  your  hands  inbenedi6lion  o*tr  me  : 
J»Io,  Sir,  youmuft  not  kneel, 

Lear.  Pray,  do  not  mock  me  : 
I  am  a  very  foolifli  fond  old  man, 
Fourfcore  and  upwaid  :  and,  to  deal  plainly, 
I  fear  I  am  not  in  my  perftil  mind. 
^  Methinks  1  fliould  know   you,   and  know  this 
man; 
Yet  I  am  doubtful,  for  I  am  mainly  ignorant 
What  place  this  is  j  and  all  the  {kill  I  have 
Remembers  not  thi  fe  garments  ;  nor  I  know  not 
Where  I  did  lodge  laft  nighr.  Do  not  laugh  at  mc. 
For,  as  I  am  a  man,  I  think- this  lady 
To  be  my  child  Cordelia. 
Cord.  And  fo  I  am,  I  am. 
Lear.  Be  your  tears  wet  ?  Yes,  faith.  I  pray 
weep  not : 
If  you  have  poifon  for  me,  I  will  drink  it. 
^I  know  you  do  not  love  me ;  for  your  filters 
Have,  as  I  do  remember,  done  me  wrong  ; 
You  have  Ibme  caufe,  they  h:ive  not. 
Cord.  No  caul'e,  no  caufe. 
Lear.  Am  I  in  France  ? 
Gent.  In  your  own  kingdom,  Sir, 
Lear.  Do  rot  abufc  me. 
Cent.  Be  comforted,  good  madam  i  the  great 


To  make  him  even  o'er  the  <i^ne  he  has  left. 
Dcfire  him  to  go  in  j  trouble  him  no  moic 
I'  ill  further  fettling. 

Cord.  Will't  pleafe  your  highncfs  xralk  ? 

Liar.   You  mult  bear  with  me. 
Pray  you  now,  forget  and  torglve  :  I  am  old  an4 
foolifli. 


Lear  to  Cordelia,  ivken  taken  Prifoners. 

No,  no,  no,  no  !  come,  let's  away  to  prifon  ; 
We  two  alone  will  fing  like  birds  i'  the  cage  : 
When  thou  doft  a(k  me  blefling,  I'll  kneel  down. 
And  alk  of  thee  forgivenefs :  fo  well  live. 
And  pray,  and  fing,  and  tell  old  tales,  and  laugh 
At  gilded  butterflies,  and  hear  poor  rogues 
I'alk  of  court  news  j  and  we'll  talk  with  them 

too — 
Wholofes,  and  who  wins  4  who's  in,  who's  out'— 
And  take  upon  us  the  myftiry  of  things. 
As  if  we  were  God's  fpies  j  and  we'll  wear  out. 
In  a  wall'd  prifon,  packs  and  fefls  of  great  ones. 
That  ebbajid  flow  by  the  moon, 

Bdm.  Take  them  away. 

Lear.  Upon  fuch  facrifices,  my  Cordelia, 
The  gods  themfclves  throw  incenfe. 

The  ^vfiice  of  the  Gods. 

The  gods  are  juft,  and  of  our  pleafant  vices 
Make  inltrumentsto  fcourge  us. 


Edgar  s  Account  of  his  difcoverlng  himjelfto  iii 
fatherf  &V. 
Lift  a  brief  tale  :— 
And,  when  'tis  told,  O  thatt  my  heart  would 

burft ! 
The  bloody  proclamation  to  efcape, 
That  foUow'd  mc  fo  near  (Oour  lives  fweetnefs  1 
That  with  the  pain  of  death  would  hourly  die, 
Rather  than  die  at  once  !),  taught  me  to  fliift 
Into  a  madman's  rags ;    to  alTume  a  femblance 
That  very  dogs  difdain'd  :    and  in  <his  habit 
Met  I  my  father,  with  his  bleeding  rings. 
Their  precious  ftones  new  loft;  became  his  guide. 
Led  him,   begg'd  for  him,  fav'd  him  from  dc- 

fpair ; 
Never  (O  faull;!)  reveal'd  myfelf  unto  him. 
Until  foine  half-hour  paft,  when  I  was  arm'd. 
Not  lure-,  tho'  hoping,  of  his  good  fucccfs, 
I  alk'd  his  blefling,  and,  from  firft  to  laft 
Told  him  my  pilgrimage  :  but  his  flaw'd  heart, 
[Alack,  too  weak  the  conflict  to  fupport!) 
'Twixt  two  extremes  of  paflxon,  joy  and  grief, 
Burll  frailingly, 

B^Jf.  This  fpeech  of  yours  hath  mov'd  me. 
And  ftiall,  perchance,  do  good  :  but  Ipeak  you  on ; 
You  look  as  you  had  fomething  nic^re  to  fay. 

Jib.  If  there  be  more,  more  woeful,  hold  it  in  j 
For  I  am  almoft  ready  to  didolve, 
Hearing  of  this. 

l:dg.  This  would  have  feem'd  a  period 
To  fuch  as  love  not  forrow  :  but  another,      ^y. 
To  amplify  too  much,  would  make  niuch  m<yrc, 
And  top  extremity. 

a  fa  Whili 
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Whilft  I  wai  bif  ia  cUroour,  ctme  there  in  • 
Who  havlnf  rem  me  in  my  wot&  etUic,    [man, 
Shann'd  my  abhcrr'd  fuctety  ;  but,  tl.cn,  finding 
Who*cw»«  that  to  rndur'd,  with  hi^  ftiong  anni 
He  fttlm'd  on  my  neck,  an«l  bellon'd  out 
At  he'd  boift  bcivcn  {  threw  him  en  my  father: 
Told  like  moft  piteoui  tale  of  Lear  anti  l>im 
Tbat  ever  ear  receiv'd  |  which,  in  rccmintincr. 
Hit  gi'tefgn^  puiflant,  and  the  tiring: ^  (>t  life 
B«g4niocrack:— twice  then  the  trumpet  I'ounded, 
Aad  there  I  left  him  tranc'd. 

Uar  m  tbt  Death  •}  CtrMa. 
Howl,  howl,  howl,  howl  1  O  you  are  men  of 


Had  Z  your  tongues  and  eyes,  I  'd  ufc  them  fo 
That  htavrn'i  vault  fliould  crack. — O,   (he  is 

gone  for  ever  i 
I  know  when  one  ia  ddtf,  and  when  one  ii  vtrt  \ 
She  *i  dead  at  earth  I  lend  me  a  looking- glafs} 
If  that  bcr  breath  %vill  mill  or  ftain  the  Hone, 
Why,  then  (he  lives. 
This  feather  ftirs  \  (he  lives  I  If  it  be  fo, 
It  is  a  chance  which  docs  redeem  all  ibrrows, 
That  ever  I  have  felt. 

Kemi,  O,  my  good  maAer ! 

Ltmr,  Pr'ythet  away. 

A  plague  upon  vou,  routdertrt,  traitors  all  I 
I  might  have  favV^  her  j  but  (he  '$  gone  for  ever  I — 
Cordelia  I  Cordelia  !  ftay  a  little.     Ha  ! 
What  is't  thou  fay'ft !— .Her  voice  was  ever  foff. 
Gentle^  and  low. 

liar  dpng. 

And  my  poor  fool  ia  hang'd  i    No,  fto,  no  life. 
Wbr  (kouU  a  dog,  a  horfe,  a  rat  have  life, 
And  thou  BO  breath  at  all  r     O  thou  wiit  come 

no  moftf 
Hctar«  never,  never,  never,  never  I 


Stf.    MACBETH.    Shaksfiari. 

Witehit  Jejiribtd, 
•— ^XTBAT  are  thefc, 

'^  '^  So  wither'd,  and  fo  wild  in  tl.cirattire  j 
That  look  pot  like  the  inhabitants  o*  the  earth, 
And  yet  are  on  *t  ?— Live  you  ?  or  arc  vou  ought 
That  man  may  queftioo  ?    You  fetm '  to  under- 
hand me, 
B^  each  at  once  her  choppy  finger  laying 
Upon  her  fkinny  lips  i — You  fhould  be  women  j 
And  yet  ytwr  beards  forbid  me  to  interpret 
That  you  arc  io, 

Macittb's  Temfer, 
Yet  do  I  fear  thy  nature  ; 
It  is  too  folio*  the  milk  of  human  klndnefs. 
To  catch  the  ncareft  way  -.  thouwouldn  be  great  j 
Art  not  without  ambition,  but  without 
The  tllneTs  (hould  atund  it.   What  thou  wouldft 

highly. 
That  woukl  thou  holihri  wouldft  not  play  falfe, 
And  jft  wDoUft  wropgl/ win* 


X  TRACTS,  Book  lit. 

LaJy  Macbeth,  on  the  N^vs  of  Duncan  s  Approach, 

The  raven  hlmfelf  is  hoarfe, 
That  croaks  the  fatal  entrance  of  Duncan 
Under  my  battlements.     Come,  you  fplrits 
That  tend  on  mortal  thoughts,   unfex  me  here. 
And  fill  me,  from  the  crown  to  the  toe,  top-fuU 
Of  dircft  cruelty  !   make  thick  my  blood. 
Stop  up  th'  accefs  and  pafiageto  remorfe  } 
That  no  compunctious  vifitings  of  nature 
Shake  my  fell  purpofc,  nor  keep  pace  between 
The  effect  and  it  !  Come  to  my  woman's  brealts. 
And  take  my  milk  for  gall,   you  murd'riiig  mi- 

nifters, 
Wherever  in  your  fightlefs  fubftances  [night. 
You  wait  on  nature's  mifchicf !  Come,  thick 
And  pall  thee  in  the  dunneft  fmokc  of  hell. 
That  my  keen  knife  fee  not  the  wound  it  makes  5 
Nor  Heaven  peep  thro'  the  blanket  of  the  dark, 
To  cry,  ♦«Hold!    hold  I" 

Macbetb^s  Irrefolution. 
If  it  were  done  when  'tis  done,  then  't  were 
It  were  done  quickly  :   if  the  afTaflination    [well 
Could  trammel  up  the  confequence,  and  catcb» 
With  his  furccafe,  fucceis  j  that  but  this  blow 
Might  be  the  be-all  and  the  end-all  here. 
But  here,  upon  this  bank  and  (hoal  of  time. 
We  'd  jump  the  life  to  come.  But,  in  thcfe  cafes, 
We  ftill  have  judgment  here  j   that  we  but  teach 
Bloody  ioftruf^ions,  which  being  taught,  return 
To  plague  the  inventor :  this  even-handed  juftice 
Commends  the  ingredients  of  our  poifon'd  chalic« 
To  our  own  lips.     He's  here  in  double  truft  ; 
Firft,  as  T  am  his  kinfman  and  his  I'ubjcdt, 
Strong  both  againft  the  deed  j  then,  as  his  hoft. 
Who  (hould  againl\  his  murderer  (hut  the  door. 
Not  bear  the  knife  myfelf.    Bcfidcs,  this  DuncaA 
Hath  borne  his  faculties  fo  meek,  hath  been 
So  clear  in  his  great  office,  that  his  virtues 
Will  plead  like  angels,  trumptt-tongued,again(t 
I'he  deep  damnation  of  his  taking-off : 
And  pity,  like  a  naked  new-born  babe, 
Striding  the  blaft,  or  heaven's  cherubin,  hors'4 
Upon  the  fightlefs  couriers  of  the  air. 
Shall  blow  the  horrid  deed  in  ev'ry  eye. 
That  tears  (hall  drown  the  vvind. — I  havenpfpuf 
To  prick  the  fides  of  my  intent,  but  only 
Vaulting  ambition,  which  o'erlcaps  itfclf, 
And  falls  en  the  other. 

True  Ftrtitude, 
I  dare  do  all  that  may  become  a  man  j 
Who  dares  do  more,  is  none. 

The  murderittg  Scene.     Macbeth  alone. 

Is  this  a  dagger,  which  I  fee  before  me. 
The  handle   tow'rd  my 
clutch  thee— 


hand  ?   Come,  let  m<| 


I  have  thee  not ;  and  yet  I  fee  thee  ftill. 

Art  thou  not,   fatiil  vifjon,  fenfible 
To  feeling,  as  to  fight  ?  or  art  thou  but 
A  dagger  of  the  mind  j  a  falfe  creation, 
Proceeding  from  the  heat  opprefled  brain  ? 
I   fcetheeyet,  inform  as  palpable 
As  this  which  I  now  drawi.  ■     ■■ 
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Thou  marfhall'ft  me  the  way  that  I  was  going  j 
And  fuch  an  inllrument  I  was  to  ufc. 
Mine  eycb  are  made  the  fools  o'  the  other  fenfes, 
Or  cUc  worth  all  the  reft  ;— I  fee  thee  ftill ; 
And  on  thy  blade,  and  dudgeon,  gouts  of  blood, 
Which  was  not  lb  before— There's  no  fuch  thing: 
It  is  the  bloody  bufincfs,  which  informs 
Thus  to  mine  eyes. — Now  o'er  the  one  half  world 
Nature  feems  dead,  and  wicked  dreams  abufe 
ThecurtainM  flctp  j  now  witchcraft  celebrates 
Pale  Hecate's  offerings  }  and  wither'd  murder, 
Alarum'dby  his  fentinel,  the  wolf,  [pace, 

Who.e  howl 's  his  watch,  thus  with  his  ftealthy 
WithTarq\iin'sravifhingfides,tow'rdshisderign 
Moves  like  agholt— Thou  fure  and  firm-fetearth, 
Hear  not  my  Heps,  which  way  they  walk,  for  fear 
Thy  very  ftones  prate  of  my  where-about. 
And  take  the  prefent  horror  from  the  time, 
Which  now  fuits  with  it— Whiles  I  threat,  he 
lives—  lA  bell  rings . 

I  go,  and  it  is  done;  the  bell  invites  me. 
Hear  it  not,  Duncan  ;  for  it  is  a  knell 
That  fummons  thee  to  heaven  or  to  hell.   [_Exit. 
Enter  Lady. 

Lady.  That  which  hath  made  them  drunk, 
hath  made  me  bold  : 
What  hath  quehch'd  them,hath  giv'n  mcfire  :— 

Hark!  peace! 
It  was  the  owl  that  (hriek'd,  the  fatal  bell-man, 
Which  gives   the   ftern'ft  good  night.— He  is 

about  it  :— 
The  doors  are  open*,  and  the  furfeited  grooms 
Do  mock  their  charge  with  fnores :  I  have  dr  uggM 

their  pofTets, 
That  death  and  nature  do  contend  about  them, 
Whether  they  live  or  die. 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Macb.  Who's  there  ? — what,  ho ! 

Lady,  Alack  !  I  am  afraid  they  haveawak'd. 
And  'tis  not  done:— the  attempt,and  not  thedeed, 
Confounds  us!— hark  I— I    laid  their  daggers 

ready, 
He  could  not  mifs  'em.— Had  he  not  refembled 

My  father  as  he  flept,  1  had  don't. My 

hulband  ? 

Macb^  I  have  done  the  deed  : — didft  tl)ou  not 
hear  a  noife  ? 

Lady.  I  heard  the  owls  fcream  and  the  crick- 
Did  not  you  fpeak  ?  [ets  cry. 

Macb.  When? 

Lady.  Now. 

Macb,  As  I  defceoded  ? 

Lady.  Ay. 

Macb.  Hark !  who  lies  I'the  feccnd  chamber  ? 

Lady.  Donalbain. 

Maib.  This  is  a  ferry  fight  I 

\^Looks  on  his  hands. 

Lady.  A  fool! fh  thought !   tofay  aforry  fight. 

Macb.  There*s  one  did  laugh  in  his  deep,  and 
one  cried  **  murder  I" 
That  they  did   wake  eacU  other  I  I  ftood  and 

heard  them  : 
But  they  did  fay  their  prayer«,andaddrefs'd  thpra 
Agaiit  to  fleep. 

Lady,  There  arc  two  lodg'd  together. 


Macb.  One  cried,    »«  God  blcft  us !'»    and 
•<  Amen  V  the  other  j 
As  they  had  feen  me,with  thefe  hangman's  hands, 
Liftening  their  fear.     I  could  not  fay,  Amen, 
When  they  did  fay,  God  blcfsus. 

Lady.  Confider  it  not  fo  deeply.        [Amen? 

Much.  But  wherefore  could  not  I  pronounce 
[  had  moft  need  of  blefhog,  and  Amca 
Stuck  in  my  throat. 

Lady.  Thefe  deeds  muft  not  be  thought 
After  thele  ways  j  fo,  it  will  make  us  mad, 

Macb.  Methought  I  heard  a  voice  cry,**  Sleep 
**  no  morel 
"  Macbeth  doth  murder  fleep,  the  innocent  fleep  j 
**  Sleep,  that  knits  up  the  ravell'd  flecve  of  care, 
"  The  death  of  each  day's  life,  fore  labour's  bath, 
"  B;\lin  of  hurt  minds,  great  natuire's  fecond 
"  Chief  nouriflier  in  life's  feaft."  [courfe. 

Lady.  What  do  you  mean  ?  [houfe  : 

Macb.  Still  it  cried,  "Sleep  no  more  P'to  all  the 

"  Glamis  hath  murder'd  fleep  j  and  therefore 

*' Cawdor  [naore!" 

*•  Shall  fleep  no   more,  Macbeth  fliall  fleep  no 

Lady.  Who  was  it,  that  thus  cried  ?    Why, 
worthy  Thane, 
You  do  unbend  your  noble  ftrength,  to  think 
So  brain-fickly  of  things:  go,  get  fome  water. 
And  wafli  this  filthy  witnefs  from  your  hand, 
Why  did  you  bring  thefe  daggers  from  the  place? 
They  muft  lie  there  :  go,  carry  them  j  andfmcar 
The  fleepy  grooms  with  blood. 

Macb,  i  Ml  go  no  more  : 
I  am  afraid  to  think  what  I  dave  donej 
Look  on 't  again,  I  dare  not. 

Lady.  Infirm  of  purpofe !  i 

Give  me  the  daggers  :  the  flecping,  and  the  dead^. 
Are  but  as  piftures  :  'tis  the  eye  of  childhood 
That  fears  a  painted  devil.     If  he  do  bleed, 
I  '11  gild  the  faces  of  the  grooms  withal. 
For  it  muft  feem  their  guilt.  [Exit, 

Knocking  ivithin. 

Macb.  Whence  is  that  knocking     [Starting., 
How  is't  with  me,  when  ev'ry  noife  appals  me  1 
What  hands  are  here  ?  Ha !  they  pluck  out  mine 

eyes! 
Will  all  great  Neptune's  ocean  wafli  this  blood 
Clean  from  mv  hand  ?     No  j    this  my  hand  will 
Thy  multitudinous  feas  incarnardine       [rather 
Making  the  green  one  red. 

Re-enter  Lady. 
Lady.  My  hands  are  of  your  colour ;  but  T 
fliame  [Knock, 

To  wear  a  heart  fo  white.     I  hear  a  knocking 
At  the  fouth  entry.    Retire  we  to  our  chamber  j 
A  little  water  clears  us  of  this  deed  : 
Howeafy  is  it  then  !  Your  conftancy  .^ 

Hath  left  you  unattended->»hark  !  more  knoclc*: 
ing :  [Knocks 

Get  on  your  night-gown,  left  occafion  call  us. 
And  ihew  us  to  be  watchers  :  be  not  loft 
So  poorly  in  your  thoughts.  [myfelf, 

Macb.  To  know  my  deed— 'twere  beft  not  know 
Wake,  Duncan,  with  this  knocking  I   I  would 
thou  couldft't 

Macbeth's 


ELEGANT    EXTRACTS, 


ALui^ti'i iuurj Cnjliaue,  ami  ffori  efBaiiqua, 
Emstr  Machetbf  Ms  LaIj. 
LsJf.  How  aow,  my  lord }  why  do  yoa  keep 


Boot  iir. 

now  our  country'*  ho« 


Of  forrict  backs  jmtr  romMtnions  m.  kinj;  ? 
Ufiaf  itio(b  tboagbu  wHtch  ikoald  inUccd  have 
dkd 

WUb  them  thry  think  on  i  Things  without  all 

remedy 
Should  be  without  regard  t  what'*  Hone,  is  done. 
Mack,  Wr  have  fcoichd  the  fnake,  n<  t  kill'd  it  \ 
tbc'tl  clofe,  and  be  hrrlcir,  whilft  out  yooi  malice 
Rrmiini  in  danger  of  her  former  tourh. 
But  kt  the   fisme  of  things  diMoInr,  both  the 

woridi  luflfer. 
Ere  we  will  cat  oor  meal  in  fear,  and  Htrp 

In  the  aflli^lioo  of  th-'"- -^ '-  ■^■-nM 

That  Aiakc  us  nigh  i  rhe  dead. 

Whom  we,  to  gain  nttopcacci 

Tbaaoo  the  tortuic  of  the  mind  to  l.c 
In  rcAkft  ecftafy. — Duncan  is  in  his  grave  j 
After  Ufe's  fitful  icvci,  he  flcepa  well  j 
Treafen  has  done  hisjg^orli  :  norftecl,  r.oipoifon, 
Kfaltccdoroeftic,  foreign  icTjr;  nothing 
Can  touch  him  farthci  f     •■ 

■i  ullc  ? 
Icmcclivet. 
Snot  ctcrne. 
re  .'.i.iilablei 
•tea  Vj«  thou  jocund  \  etc  the  hat  luth  Huwn 
!  i  is  cloitcr'd  flfght  j  ere,  to  black  Hcc.ite's  fuin- 

moof, 
The  fhard -borne  beetle,  with  his  Jrowiy  hums, 
Hath  riirtr  n!  ,!>;\  yawning  peal,   thtic  f)i:»ll  be 
A  dec«'  '  note.  [done 

LMi(. .  ;o  be  done? 

Uiu.6.  B.  :.uioccnt  of  the  knowlcd-r,  deareft 
chuck. 
Till  tbou  apj>Uud  thedfc  * 
Scarf  up  the  tender  eye  ' 
Atk!,  wiih  thjr  bUi'-fv  ^ 
<..t.iccl,  and  tear  r< 
Which  kraps  mc  i 
M;*/^*  -vif,^  to  the  rookv 

U  . .:    ,..i,p4  of  day  begin  to  droop  avl  diowfe  j 
Wiuk  Bighfi  bUck  agents  to  their  preys  do 


0»  full  of  fcorpior.s  is  < 

Thou  know'fl  that  Banr^ 

LdiJjf.  But  in  them  natuie'* copy 
M0r^.  There's  comfort  yrt 


rf.the; 


Mar*.  Here  hid  we 
nour  roof 'd, 
Were  the  grac'd  perfon  of  our  Banquc  prefent  j 
Whom  may  I  rather  challenge  for  unkindncls. 
Than  pity  for  mifchance, 
R-^lfe.  tlis  ahftncc,  Sir, 
Lays  blame  upon  his  promlfe.     Pleafe  It  your 

highnci's 
To  Rracc  us  with  your  royal  company  ? 

Macb.  The  table's  full  f  IStartir.^. 

Lett.  Here  is  a  place  rcfcrv'd,  Sir. 
Macb.  Where? 
Len,  Here,  my  good  lord. 
Whit  is  't  that  moves  your  liighnefs  ? 
.    Macb,  Which  of  you  have  done  this  ? 
Lords.  What,  my  good  lord  ? 
Macb.  Thou  can'ft  not  lay,   I  did  it:  never 
Thy  gory  locks  at  me.  [fhakc 

Rojfe.  Gentlemen,  rife ;  his  highnefs  is  not  well* 
Latij.  Sit,  worthy  friend  : — my  lord  is  often 
thus. 
And  bath  been  from  his  youth  :  pray  yon,  keep 
The  fit  is  momentary;   upon  athout^ht     [leat  ^ 
He  will  again  he  well  :  it  much  you  note  him. 
You  (hall  ort'end  him,  and  extend  his  paflion  F 
Feed,  and  regard  hiin  not. — Are  you  a  man  ? 

{To  Miicb.  afide, 

Macb,  Ay,  and  a  bold  one,  thnt  dure  look  on 

Which  miglit  appal  the  devil.  [that 

Lad/.  O  proper  liutFl 
This  is  tlie  very  painting  of  your  fear  :     [JjiJe, 
This  is  the  air-drawn  dagger,  which,  you  Taid-, 
Led  you  to  Duncan,     O  thele  flaws  and  ftarta 
(Impoltors  to  true  fear)  would  well  become 


fe. 


I'Jg  night, 


'  ofwiv  hand, 
atjfreat  bond 
:  ttnickcns;  and  the 
tvooti :  [crow 


^ftm, m Rmm ffSuUi,  B^fuit pre;.^rel.   Mac. 
k€th,U4f,  iC^,  ln$x,  Urdst  amd  Attendants, 

UJh,  My  royal  lord, 
Tuu  do  not  gire  the  cheer  t  the  fcaft  Is  Void. 
That  II  nos^'ftcn  vouch'd,  while  'tis  a  making, 
'rii  glrcn  wish  welcome  ;  to  feed  were  beft  at 

nome  J 
FriBi  ibncc,  the  faucc  to  meat  b  ceremony ; 
MRttSf  were  bare  without  it. 

I  Ui  CM  of  AMfM  n/#/,  andJUs  in 
MMtS€t6'/ flace, 
U^k,  Sweet  remembrancer  ! — 
Biow,  gooddigcHioa  wtit  on  appetite, 
AAd  health  0?  both  t  ^      ' 

J^m.  Miy*i  pUale  your  higbotrs  fit  ^ 


A  woman's  ftory  at  a  winter's  fii 
Authoriz'd  by  her  grandam.     Sdame  itfelf? 
Why  do  you  m^kc  fuch  faces  ?  when  ail's  done  \ 
You  look  but  on  a  ftool. 

Macb.  Pr'yihec  fee  there! 
Behold  1  look  I  lo  I  how  lay  you  f 

[  Pointing  tc  the  Gbojf. 
Why,  what  care  I?   if  thou  canllnod,lpeak  too. 
If  charncl-houles  and  our  graves  mull  fend 
Thofe,  that  we  bury,  back — our  monuments 
Shall  be  the  maws  of  kites.  {The  Glajl  'vaai/bes. 
Lady.  What !  quite  unmann'd  in  folly  ? 
Miiib,  If  I  tland  here,  I  law  him. 
Ladj.  Fie,  for  Ihante  I  [olden  time, 

Macb,  Blood  hath  been  fhcd  ere  now,    i'  the 
Ere  humsn  ftatutc  purg'd  ihe  gen'ral  weal  j 
Ay,  and  linte  too,  munhir*  have  been  perform'd 
Too  terrible  for  the  ear  ;  the  times  have  been, 
That,  when  the  brains  were  out,  the  man  would 
And  there  an  end  :  hut  now  they  rife  again,  [die  j 
With  twenty  mortal  mu'dcrs  on  their  crowns. 
And  pufliusfrom  owrt^ouls ;  this  is  more  ftrangs 
Than  fuch  a  murder  is.     ^ 

Lady.  My  worthy  lord, 
Your  nt/ble  frienels  do  lack  you. 

Macb.  I  do  forget : 

Do  not  mul>  at  me,  my  moft  worthy  friends  ; 
r  have  a  rtrange  infirmity,  which  is  nothing 
To  thofe  that  kiww  me.  Come,  love  and  heaUk 

to  us  all  } 
Then  I'll  Ct  down  i  give  me  fomc  wine,  ftll  full : 

1  it'mlf^ 
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1  drink  to  the  general  joy  of  ttie  whole  table, 
And  t©  our  dear  friend  Banquo,  whom  we  mifs  : 
Would  he  were  here  1  to  all,  and  him,  w«  thirlt, 
And  all  to  all. 

Lords,  Our  duties,  and  the  pledge. 

{The  Chofi  rifes  again. 
Macb,  Avaunt !    and  quit  my  fight  I    Let  the 
earth  hide  thee  I 
Thy  bones  are  marrowlefs,  thy  blood  is  cold  j 
Thou  haft  no  fpeculation  in  thofe  eyes. 
Which  thou  doft  glare  with  I 

Lacfy.  Think,  of  this,  good  peers, 
But  as  a  thing  of  cuflom  ;  'tis  no  orher  ; 
Only  It  fpoils  the  pleafure  of  the  time. 

Macb.  What  man  dare,  I  dare  ; 
Approach  thou  like  the  iv?gged  RtifTian  bear, 
The  arm'd  rhinoceros,  or  the  liyrcan  tiger; 
Take  any  (hape  but  that,  and  my  firm  nerves 
Shall  never  tremble  ;  or,  be  alive  again, 
And  dare  me  to  the  def'ert  with  thy  Iword  5 
If  trembling  I  inhibit  thee,  proteft  me 
The  baby  of  a  girl.     Hence,  horrible  (hadow  ! 
Unreal  mockery,  hence  !    Why,  fc — being  gone, 
[The  Ghojl  njanijhej. 
I  am  a  roan  again. — Pray  you,  fit  ftill. 

{The  Lords  rife. 
Lady,  You  have  difplac'd  the  mirth,  broke 
the  good  m.eet!Hg 
With  moft  admir'ddiicrder. 

Macb.  Can  fuch  things  be, 
And  overcome  us  like  a  fummtr's  cloud, 
Without  our  fpecial   wonder  ?     You  make  me 
Even  to  the  dilpofition  that  I  owe,  [ftrange 

When  now  I  think  you  can  bi  hold  fwch   fights. 
And  keep  the  natural  ruby  of  yourchecksj 
When  mine  are  blanch'd  with  fear. 
Rojfe,  What  fights,  my  lord  ? 
Lady,  I  pray  you,  fpeak  not  j  he  grows  worfe 
and  worfe ; 
Queftion  enrages  him  :  at  once,  good-night : 
Stand  not  upon  the  order  of  your  goings 
But  go  at  once. 

Len.  Goed  night,  and  better  health 
Attend  his  majefty ! 

Lady,  A  kind  good  night  to  all.  [jE';r^«n/  Loi^ds, 
Macb.  It   will   have  blood,   they  fay  ;   blood 
•will  have  blood  :  [fpeak  ; 

Stones  have  been  known  to  move,  and  trees  to 
Augurs,  and  underftood  relations,  have 
By  magpies,  and  choughs,  and  rooks,  brought 
The  fccret'li  man  of  blood.  [forth. 

Witches f  their  Power, 

I  conjure  you,  by  that  which  yoir  profefsj 
(Howe'er  you  come  to  know  it)  anfwer  me  ; 
Though  you  untie  the  winds,  and  let  them  fight 
Againft  the  churches  ;  though  tlie  yefty  waves 
Confound  and  fwallow  navigation  up  :    [down  ; 
'  Though  bladed  corn  be  lodg'd,  and  trees  blown 
Though  caftles  topple  on  their  warders'  heads  j 
Though  palaces,  and  pyramids,  do  flope 
Their  heads   to  their  foundations ;   though  the 
Of  nature's  germins  tumble  aUogether,  [treafurc 
Ever  til!  deftrv^ion  fivikens,  ^vS\y^  mc 
To  what  I  ssic'yo'j^ 


Malcolm's  Character  ofhimfeJf. 

Mai,  But  I  have  nonej    the  king-becoming 
graces, 
Asjuftice,  verity,  temperance,  ftablencfs, 
Bounty,  perfevtrance,  mercy,  lowlintfsj 
Devotion,  patience,  courage,  fortitude, 
1  have  no  rclifh  of  them  :   but  abound 
In  ilKdivifion  of  each  feveral  crime, 
Acting  in  many  vvays.  Nay,  had  I  pow'r,  tfhould 
pour  the  fwect  milk  of  concord  into  hell. 
Uproar  the  uaiverfal  peace,  confound 
All  unity  on  earth. 

Macd,  O  Scotland  I  Scotland  i 

Mai.  If  fuch  a  one  be  fit  to  govern,  fpeak  j 
I  am  as  I  have  fpckcn, 

Macd.  Fit  to  govern  ! 
No,  not  to  liv5. — O  nation  miferable, 
With  an  untitled  tyrant,  bloody-fceptred. 
When  fhalt  thou  fte  thy  wholelome  days  again  ? 
Smce  that  the  true(t  iflfue  of  thy  throne 
By  his  own  interdidion  ftands  accurft. 
And  does  blafpheme  his  breed  ?  Thy  royal  father 
Was  a  muft  fainted  king  ;    the  aueen,  that  bore 
Oft'ner  upon  her  knees  thau  on  her  feet,    [thecj 
Died  ev'ry  day  ft^e  liv'd.     Fare  thee  well ! 
Thefe  evils  thou  repent'ft  upon  thylelf , 
Have  banifh'd  me  from  Scotland.  O  my  breaft^ 
Thy  hope  ends  here  !  . 

Mai.  Macdulf,  this  noble  paflion. 
Child  of  integrity,  haih  from  my  foul 
Wip'd  the  hlack  fcruples,  reconcil'd  my  thoughts 
To  thy  good  truth  and  honour.  DeviliftiMacHcth^ 
By  many  of  thefe  trains  hath  fought  to  win  me 
Into  his  pow'r  ;  and  modeft  wilUom  plucks,  me 
From  ovcr^credulous  ha(ic  :  but  God  above 
Deal  between  thee  and  me  !   foi  even  now 
I  put  myfclf  to  thy  direftion,  and 
Unfpeak  mine  own  detraftion  i  hefe  a!->iure 
The  taints  and  blames  I  laid  upon  myfelf," 
For  ftrangers  to  ray  nature.     I  am  ye' 
Unknown  to  woman  ;  never  was  fof-fworn  j 
Scarcely  have  coveted  what  \*as  mine  own  ; 
At  no  time  broke  my  faith  :  vvould  hot  betray 
The  deVil  to  his  fellow  ;  and  delight 
No  lefs  In  truth  than  life  ;  my  firft  falfe-fpeaking 
Was  this  upon  myfelf.     What  I  am  truly. 
Is  thine,  arid  my  poor  country's,  to  Command, 

An  opprejfed  Country, 
Alas,  poor  country  j 
Almoft  afraid  to  know  itfelf !  It  cannot 
Be  call'd  our  mother,  but  our  grave  i  v/here  no- 
things 
But  who  knows  nothing,  ii  once  feeti  to  frfiile : 
Where  fighs,  and  groans,  and  fiiricks  that  rent 
the  air,  [feenic 

Are  made,  not  mark'd  ;  where  violent   ibrrow 
A  modern  ecftafy  j  the  dead  man's  knell 
Is  there  fcarce  afk'd,  for  wh6  y  and  good  men's 
Expire  before  the  flowers  in  th«r  caps,        [lives 
Dying  or  ere  they  fickehi    , 

Macduff,  on  the  Murder  of  his  Wife  and  Cbildrsrti 

Roffe.  Would  I  could  ajifwer 
This  somfort  with  tke  like  (  but  I  have  ^ord^,- 

Tb»t 
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Tint  «»a«M  l^lMwrdofOt  ip  the  dtfeit  air, 
Where  bcviag  iwoid  Mt  Utch  thtm. 

hOud.  What  conccachcy  f 
Thr  general  nufc  f  or  b  it  a  flec-gi  ic^ 
X>u«  to  fcgne  Cnglc  brcatt  ? 

R»^4.  N»  mind  thu'thoocft 
But  to  it  Ihartt  Ibroe  woe  {  tfao*  the  main  part 
Pvnatot  to  you  alooe. 

kUed.  \i  it  b«  mine, 
Keep  it  HOC  fraai  me,  quickly  let  mc  have  it. 
Mifft.  Let  not  jour  cart  del'pitciiry  tongue  for 
ever. 
Which  ihall  pofTefi  them  with  the  hcav:;ft  found, 
Th»t  ever  yet  they  heard. 
Mmctl.  Humph  !  I  guef*  at  it.  [babes 

W^,  Vour  caftle  is  lurprij*d  ;  your  wife  Jinil 
Savagely  flaughtet'd  ;  to  relate  the  manner, 
Wert, en  thequarry  of  ihefe  murdcr'd  deer, 
To  add  the  death  of  you. 

^iat.  Merciful  Heaven  ! 

Vi*h4t,man  1  ne'er  puU^our  hat  upon  your  browsj 

Give  fornmr  words :  the  grief  that  dots  rot  fpeak, 

Whifpen  the  o'er-fraught   heart,  and  bids  it 

ACiVi/.  My  children  too  ?  [break. 

M»fk.  Wife,  children,  fervants,  all  that  could 

be  found. 
9tdcd.  And  I  muft  be  from  thence!  my  wife 
Me.  I  have  faid.  [kitl'd  too  ? 

Aw.  Be  comforted : 
l*t '»  make  us  med'anes  of  our  great  revenge, 
'To  cure  this  deadly  grief. 

MmcJ.  He  has  no  children  I— All  my  pretty 
ones  ? 
Did  y«u  fay  all  ?  what,  all !  O  hell- kite  !  all  ? 
What,  all  my  pretty  chicken»»  and  their  dam, 
At  one  fell  fwoop  } 

MtL  Difpute  it  like  a  man. 
Mmti,  I  diall  do  fo ) 
But  I  muft  alfo  feel  it  as  a  man  i 
I  cannot  hot  remember  fuch  things  were, 
That  wwemoU  precious  to  roe.    Did  Heaven 


DefpifedOUAge. 

I  hare  liv'd  long  enough  :  my  way  of  lift 
Is  fall'n  into  the  fear,  the  yellow  leaf: 
And  that  which  Ihould  accompany  old  age, 
As  honour,  love,  obedience^  troops  of  friends, 
I  muft  not  look  to  have  t   but  in  their  flcad, 
Curies,  notloud,  but  dccp,mouth.honour,brcath. 
Which  the  poor  heart  would  fain  deny,  and  dare 
not. 
Difiafes  of  the  Miful  incurable. 

Canft  thou  not  minifter  to  a  mind  difeai'd  | 
Pluck  from  the  memory  a  rooted  forrow  9 
Raze  out  the  written  troubles  of  the  brain  ; 
And,  with  feme  fweet  oblivious  antidote, 
Cleanfe  the'iiuiF'd  bol'orn  of  that  perilous  ftuflf. 
Which  weighs  upon  the  heart  ? 

Refie^ions  on  Life. 
To-morrow,  and  to-morrow,  and  to-morrow^ 
Creeps  in  this  petty  pace  from  day  to  day. 
To  the  laft  fyllable  of  recorded  time  j 
And  al!  our  yefterdays  have  lighted  tools 
Theway  to  dultv  death.  Out,  out,  brief  candle  ! 
Life's  but  a  walking  (hadow ;  a  poor  player, 
That  ftruts  and  frets  his  hour  upon  the  ftage. 
And  then  is  heard  no  more  :  it  is  a  talc. 
Told  hy  an  idcot,  full  of  found  and  fury> 
Signifying  nothing. 


And  wouM  not  take  their  part  ?  Sinful  Macduff, 
They  were  ill  Kruck  for  thee!  Naught  that  I  am, 
Wot  for  their  own  dements,  but  for  mine, 
Fell  Aaughter  on  their  fouls  t   heaven  reft  them 
bow! 
Mml,  fie  this  the  whetfbne  0^  your  fword  } 

let  grief 

Coovciiiotngcr}  blunt  not  the  heart,  enrage  it. 
MmetU  O,  I  cookl  play  the  woman  with  mine 
*y«f  [Heaven, 

And  braggart  with  my  tongue  I    But,  gentle 
Cut  ftort  all  isitcraiifioa  t  fmnt  to  front 
Bring  thon  thUtaid  of  Scotland,  and  myfcif  j 
Within  my  fword*f  length  ftt  hia  j  if  hcfcape, 
Heaven  forgive  him  tool 

hUt.  This  tunc  goes  manly. 
Come,  go  we  to  the  king  ;  our  powV  is  ready  ; 
Cor  lack  is  nothing  but  our  leave  }  Macbeth 
Is  ripe  for  (haktag,  and  the  powers  above 
Pat  on  their  inftnuBcais.    Receive  what  cheer 


you  may  I 
The  B^  b  long  ib«t  oercr  Sodiihc  day. 

\txeunt. 


§.30.    OTHELLO.    SHAKsrzARf^ 

Frefcrnutit, 
''T'ls  the  curfe  of  fcrvice  ; 

•*■    Preferment  goci  by  letter  and  affcflioiv 
Kot  by  the  old  gradation,  where  each  fecond 
Stood  heir  to  thefirft. 

In  liijpraife  ofHonefiy, 

We  cannot  all  be  mailers,  nor  all  maftera 

Cannot  be  truly  follow'd.     You  (hall  mark 

Many  a  duteous  and  knee-crooking  knave. 

That,  doatingon  his  own  obfcquious  bondage, 

Wears  out  his  time,  much  like  his  mafter's  afs. 

For  nought  but  provender  j  and,  when  he  is  old, 

cafhier'd  : 
Whip  me  fuch  honeft  knaves.  Others  there  are, 
Who,  trimm'd  in  forms  and  vifagesof  duty, 
Keep  yet  their  hearts  attending  on  thcmfelves  s 
And  throwing  but  ftiows  of  fervice  on  their  lords. 
Do  well  thrive  by  them  i   and  when  they  have 

lin'd  their  coats, 
Do  themfelves  homage :  thcfe  fellows  have  fome 

foul, 
And  fuch  a  one  do  1  profefs  myfelf. 
For,  fir, 

It  is  as  fure  as  you  are  Roderigo, 
Were  I  the  Moor,  1  wouhl  not  be  lago  1 
In  following  him,  I  follow  but  myfcif; 
Heaven  is  my  judge,  not  I  for  love  and  duty. 
But  feeming  fo,  for  my  peculiar  end  : 
But  when  my  outward  adion  doth  demonftrat« 
Thenative  aft  and  figure  of  my  heart 
In  compliment  extern,  'tis  not  long  after 
But  I  will  yrearmy  heart  upon  my  fleeve, 
For  doves  to  peck  at  :  I  am  not  what  1  fcem. 

Lovi 
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Love  the  file  Motive  of  Otheilo's  Marrying, 
For  I  know,  lago, 
53ut  that  1  love  the  gentle  Deldemona, 
i  woulii  not  my  unhoiiied  free  condition 
Put  into  circumfcription  and  confine, 
For  the  fea's  worth. 
Othello's  Relation  of  his  Courtjhip  to  the  Senate. 

Moll  potent,  grave,  and  reverend  figniors. 
My  very  noble  and  approv'd  good  niafters— 
That  I  have  ta'en  away  this  old  man's  daughter, 
It  is  moft  true}  true,  I  have  married  her  j 
The  very  head  and  front  of  my  offending 
Hath  this  extent,  no  more.     Rude  am  1  in  my 

fpcech, 
And  little  bleft  with  the  fet  phrafe  of  peace; 
For  fmce  thefearms  of  mine  had  fevcn  years  pith, 
Till  now,  fome  nine  moons  wafted,  they  have  us'd 
Their  deareft  a<5lion  in  the  tented  field  j 
And  little  of  this  great  world  can  I  fpeak, 
More  than  pertains  to  feats  of  broil  and  battle  j 
And  therefore  little  fhall  I  grace  my  caufe. 
In  fpeaking  for  royfelf :   Yet,  by  your  gracious 

patience,  » 

I  will  a  round  unvarni(h'd  tale  deliver, 
Of  my  whole  courfe  of  love;  what  drugs,  what 

charms. 
What  conjuration,  and  what  mighty  magic, 
(For  iuch  proceeding  I  am  charg'd  withal) 
I  won  his  daughter  with.     ------ 

Her  father 
Lov'd  me ;  oft  invited  me  ;  ftill  queftion'd  me 
The  ftory  of  my  life,  from  year  to  year; 
The  battles,  fieges,  fortunes,  that  I  have  pafs'd. 
I  ran  it  through,  even  from  my  boyifh  days. 
To  the  very  moment  that  he  bade  me  tell  it, 
Wherein  I  fpake  of  moft  difafti-ous  chances. 
Of  moving  accidents  by  flood  and  field  ; 
Of  hair-breadth  'fcapes  i'  the  imminent  deadly 

breach  ; 
Of  being  taken  by  the  infolent  foe. 
And  fold  to  flavery ;  of  my  redemption  thence ; 
And  portance  in  my  travel's  hiftory . 


Thefe  things^  to  hear 
\Vould  Defdemona  ferioufly  incline ; 
But  ftill  the  houfc  affairs  would  draw  her  thence; 
Which  ever  as  fhc  could  with  hafte  difpatch. 
She  'd  come  again,  and  with  a  greedy  ear 
Devour  up  my  difcourfe  :  which  I  obferving. 
Took  once  a  pliant  hour;  and  found  good  means 
To  draw  from  her  a  prayer  of  earneft  heart. 
That  I  would  all  ray  pilgrimage  dilate. 
Whereof  by  parcels  flie  had  fomething  heard. 
But  nor  intentively  :  1  did  confent ; 
And  often  did  beguile  her  of  her  tears, 
When  I  did  fpeak  of  fomediftrefsful  rtroke. 
That  my  youth  fvfFer'd.    My  ftory  being  done. 
She  gave  me  for  ray  pains  a  world  of  fighs  : 
S^e  fwore-r-in  faith,  'twas  ftrangc,  'twas  paffing 

ft  range ; 
*Twas  pitiful,  'twas  wondrous  pitiful— 
$he  wiih'd  fhe  had  not  heard  it ;  yet  (he  wUh'd 
That  Heaven  had  mad?  her  fuch  »  man  ; — ihe 

thank'd  me  \ 


And  bade  me,  if  I  had  a  friend  that  lov'd  her, 
I  fliould  but  teach  him  how  to  tell  my  ftory. 
And  that  would  woo  her.  Upon  this  hint  I  fpakci 
She  iov'd  me  for  the  dangers  I  had  pafs'd  j 
And  I  lov'd  her,  that  fhe  did  pity  thenK 

Perfea  Content, 
O  ray  foul's  joy! 
If  after  ev'ry  tempeft  come  fuch  calms. 
May  the  winds  blow  till  they  have  waken'd  deaths 
And  let  the  labouring  bark  climb  hills  of  feas, 
Olympus  high  ;  and  duck  again  as  low 
As  hell 's  from  heaven  !   If  I  were  now  to  die, 
'Twere  now  to  be  moft  happy  ;  for,  I  fear. 
My  foul  hath  her  content  fo  abfolute. 
That  not  another  comfort  like  to  this 
Succeeds  in  unknown  fate. 

A  Lo-ver's  Exclamation, 
Excellent  wretch  '   perdition  catch  my  fouT, 
But  I  do  love  thee  !  and  when  I  love  thee  not. 
Chaos  is  come  again. 

Othello's  firjl  Sujpicion. 

Think,  my  lord  I  by  Heaven  he  echoes  me. 
As  if  there  were  fome  monfter  in  his  thought 
Too  hideous  to  be  fhewn.  —  Thou  doft  meai^ 

fomething  ; 
I  heard  thee  fay  but  now — thoii  lik'ft  not  that— • 
When  CaiTio  left  my  wife;  what  didft  not  like  j 
And  when  I  told  thee — he  was  of  my  counfel, 
In  my  whole  courl'e  of  wooing :  thou  criedft 

"Indeed!" 
And  didft  contra^  and  purfc  thy  brow  together. 
As  if  thou  then  hadft  ftiut  up  in  thy  brain 
Some  horrible  conceit :  if  thou  doft  love  mc 
Shew  me  thy  thought. 

lag.  My  lord,  you  know  I  love  you. 

Olh.  I  think  thou  doft; 
And  for  I  know  thou'l't  full  of  love  and  honefty. 
And  vvelgh'ft  thy  words  before  thou  giv'ft  theiH 
breath —  [more : 

Therefore,  thefe  ftops  of  thine  fright  me  the 
For  fuch  things  in  a  falfe,  difloyal  knave  < 

Are  tricks  of  cuftora ;  but,  in  a  man  that 's  juffu 
They  are  clofe  denotements  working  from  the 
That  pafHon  cannot  rule.  [heart. 

Reputation. 
Good  name,  in  man  and  woman,  dear  my  lord. 
Is  the  immediate  jewel  of  their  fouls : 
Who  ftcals  my  purfe  fteals  trafti ;  'tis  fomething, 

nothing ; 
'Twasmlne,  'tis  his,  and  has  been  flave  to  thou - 

fands  : 
Rut  he  that  filches  from  me  my  good  name, 
Robs  me  cf  that  which  not  enriches  him,' 
And  makes  me  poor  indeed. 

Othello's  Soliloquy  after  having  been  ^worked  up 
to  Jealoujy  by  lago. 
This  fellow  's  of  e?cceeding  honefty, 
And  knows  all  qualities,  with  aicarncd  fpirit. 
Of  human  dealings:  if  i  prove  her  haggard, 
Though  that  herjefTes  were  my  dtarheartftrings, 
I  'd  whiftle  her  off,  and  let  her  down  the  wind 
Haply,  fgr  I  am  black  ; 

Av4 


To  prey  at  fortune. 
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And  bate  not  Clwfe  foft  parts  of  converfatloo 
TlMt  cbambcrtn  have  t  or,  for  I  am  drclin'd 
lalo  the  T»le  of  years ;  yet  that  *s  not  much — 
She**  gooc  i   I  am  abua'd  {  ami  my  rrlicf 
Mot  bc««-(o  \<  aih  her.     O  curfc  ot  m.irriage  t 
That  «rc  can  call  thcfe  delicate  ci ratines  ours, 
And  not  their  appetites  I   I  bad  rather  be  a  toad» 
AfMl  live  ttpoo  tnc  vapour  of  a  dungeon* 
Tluji  keep  a  comer  in  the  thing  I  love 
For  ocbcn  ttlet. 

Trifles  light  as  air 
Arti  to  the  jealoos,  confirmations  (Itong 
Aa  proofs  of  holy  writ. 


The  T'prtures  ofjialcufy. 

Enter  Othello. 
titg9.  Look  tvhere  he  comes  !  not  poppy,  nor 
maodragora* 
Nor  all  the  drowf^jyrups  of  the  wo    ', 
Shall  ever  mcdif'"'-  ••"    ">  that  iwc  t  fleep 
Which  thou  o%v  y. 

Otb.  Ha!  h  ..,<:?  to  :.ic?      [that. 

Jq^.   Why,  how  now,  eencril  ?  no  more  of 
Cib.  Avaunt  t  begone  I  thou  hau  let  me  on 
the  rack ; 
I  (Wear  *tis  better  to  be  much  abu&'d. 
Than  but  to  k(Tow  't  a  little. 

Lm.  How  now,  my  lord  ?  [luft  ? 

Oib.  What  fenfe  had  I  of  her  flolcn  hours  of 
I  liiw  it  not,  thouiht  it  not,  it  hni  r.rd  nut  mc : 
I  flept  the  next  night  well,  was  fi  '.c  and  mercy  \ 
1  found  not  Caflto's  kifTcson  het  li^k : 
He  that  it  robb'd,  not  wanting  what  is  ftolen, 
Let  bun  not  know  it,  and  lie  U  not  robb'd -at  all. 
Ug9.  I  am  ferry  to  hear  this. 
Ou,  I  bad  been  happy,  if  the  general  camp, 
Ploeean  and  all,  had  taiicd  her  iwect  body, 
Sol  had  nothing  known :  O  now,  for  ever, 
Fkrewell  the  tranquil  mind  I  Fatfwcll  content  I 
Fferrwrll  the  plumrd  troop,  and  tl>e  big  wars, 
Tl-  n  virtue  I    O  taicwcll  I 

Fa:  ^r  ftccd,and  the  fhrill  trump, 

TL«.  •»/iiii  liiiiij^  dium,  the  cat  -piercing  fife, 
The  royal  banner  ^  and  all  qviallty, 
Frtde,  pomp,  and  circumflance  of  glorious  war  I 
And,  O  you  mortal  engines,  whole  i  ude  throats 
TV  immortal  Jove's  dread  clamours  counterfeit, 
Fltfcwtll  I  Othf llo*s  occupation  't  ^one 
lift.  Is  't  potlible,  my  lord  ? 
Od,  ViUam,  be  fure  tbou  prove  my  love  a 
♦bore  J 
Bt  (oreof  h)  glven»  thr '— N-  -roof; 

hU  on  kirn. 
Or  by  the  worth  of  min^^  ;  I , 

Tbo«  badi  better  have  been  born  a  dog. 
Than  anfwer  my  wak'd  wrath. 

/<^.  Is  it  come  to  this  F  (prove  it, 

^0/A.  Make  me  to  fee  it  j  or,  at  the  leafl,  fo 
That  the  probation  bear  no  hinge,  nor  loop, 
Tobnof  adouht  on  :  or,  woe  upon  thy  life  ! 


On  horror*s  head  horrors  ftceumulate : 
Do  deeds  to  make  heaven  weep,  all  earth  amax'd» 
For  nothing  cand  thou  to  damnation  add, 
Greater  than  that. 

Jago.  O  grace  !   O  Heaven  defend  me  f 
Are  you  a  man  }  have  you  a  foul,  or  fenfe  ? 
God  be  wi'you  :  take  mine  olfice.— O  wretched 
That  liv'f*  to  make  thine  honefty  a  vice  I    [fool, 
Omonftrous  world!  take  note,take  note,  O  world. 
To  be  direft  and  honeft,  is  not  fafc. 
I  thank  you  for  this  profit ;  and,  from  hence, 
I'll  love  no  fiiend,  fince  love  breeds  Inch  offence. 
Otb.    Nay,  ftay  -. — thou  fhouldft  be  honeft. 
logo.  1  mould  be  wife  ;  for  honelty's  a  fool. 
And  loles  that  it  works  for. 

Otk.  By  the  world, 
I  think  my  wife  be  honeft,  and  I  think  (heisnot4 
I  think  that  thou  art  juft,*  and  think  thou  art  notj 
I  '11  have  I'onie  proof.  My  name,  that  was  as  frefh 
As  Dian's  vifage,  is  now  begrim'd  and  Hack 
As  mine  own  face.    If  there  be  cords,  or  knivti, 
Poifon,  or  fire,  or  fuffocating  llreams, 
4*11  not  endure  it. — Would  1  were  fatlsfied  ! 
Othello's  Story  of  the  Ham/km  Lit f. 
That  J^andkerchi«f 
Did  an  Egyptian  to  my  mother  give  j 
She  was  a  charmer,  and  could  almoft  read 
rhc  thoughts  of  people  )    Ihe  told  her,  while  fl:e 

kept  it, 
'Twould  make  her  amiable,  and  fuhduc  my  fa« 
Kntirely  to  her  love  ;  but  if  fhe  loft  it,       (ther 
Or  made  a  gift  of  it,  my  father's  eye 
Should  hold  her  loathly,and  hisfpirits  fliouldhunt 
After  new  fancies.    She,  dying,  gave  it  me  ; 
And  bid  me,  whenmy  ffatc  would  have  me  wiv'd. 
To  give  it  her.     I  did  lb  j  and  take  heed  of  't. 
Make  it  a  darling,  like  your  precious  eye  ; 
To  lofe  't  or  give  't  away,  were  fuch  perdition. 


li^.  My  noble  lord — 
Of*.     ' 


If  thou  doft  flandcr  her,  and  torture nie, 
ll«Tcr  pray  more :  abnadon  all  rcinoi  f«  i 


There's  magic  in  the  web  of  it : 

A  Sibyl,  that  had  number'd  in  the  world 

The  fun  to  make  two  hundred  compaffes, 

In  her  prophetic  fury  few'd  tV»e  work  : 

The  worms  were  hallow'd  that  did  breed  the  fdkj 

And  it  was  dyed  in  mummy,  ^hich  the  fkilful 

Coiifcrv'd  of  maidens'  hearts. 

yi  Loi'n-''s  Computation  of  Time, 
What  I    keep  a  wttk  away  ?  fcven  days  and 
nights  ? 
Elght-ftore  tight  hours?  and  lovers  abfcnt  hours^ 
More  tedious  thanjhe  dial  eight  fcore  times  i 
O  weary  reckoning  I 

Othello's  Speech^  after  ha'vitig  recei'ved  the  Han* 
iiatc  ivheN  confirmed  in  bis  Sufpicions, 
Ay,  you  tlid  wifh  that  I  would  make  her  turn  ; 
Sir,  (he  can  turn,  and  turn,  and  yet  go  on, 
And  turn  again  }  and  fhe  can  weep,  fir,  wccpf 
And  (he  's  obedient,  as  you  fay — obedient- 
Very  obedient — Proceto  yoti  in  your  tears. 
Concerning  this,  f>r — O  well  painted  pftflion  ? 
I  am  commanded  home  :— get  you  away  j 
I  '11  fend  for  you  anon. — Sir,  I  obey  the  mandate, 
And  will  return  to  Venice— hence,  avaunt ! 
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CsfTio  fhall  have  my  place.  And— Sir,  to  night, 

I  do  entreat  that  we  jnay  Tup  together. 

You  are  wclcome»  Sir,  to  Cyprus — 

Goat«  and  monkies  1  t^*''  Ofbcllo. 


Hispfithetic  Upbraiding  of  his  H'ifi. 
Def.  Upon  ray  knees,  what  doth  your  fpeech 
I  underftand  a  fury  in  your  words,        {; import  ? 
But  not  your  words. 
0th.  Why,  what  art  thou  ? 
Def.  Youi  wife,  my  lord  j  your  true  and  loyal 

wife. 
Otb.  Come,  fwear  It ;  damn  thyfclf ; 
Left,  being  like  one  of  heaven,  the  devils  them- 

Should  fear  to  feize  thee :  therefore  be  double- 
Swear  thou  art  honeil.  ^  ^     [damn'd  j 
Def.  Heaven  doth  truly  khow  it. 
Otb.  Heaven  truly  knows 
That  thou  art  falfe  as  hell. 

Bef.  To  whom,  my  Lord  ? 
With  whom  ?  How  am  I  falfe  ? 

Oth.  O,  Defdemona,  away  !  away  ?  away  t 
Def.  Alas  the  heavy  day  !   why  do  you  weep  ? 
Am  I  the  occafion  of  thefe  tears,  my  lord? 
If,  haply,  you  my  father  do  fufpeft 
An  inftrument  of  this  your  calling  back, 
Lay  not  your  blame  on  mej  if  you  have  loft  him, 
Wiiv,  I  have  loft  lilm  too. 

Otb.  Had  it  pleas'd  Heaven 
To  try  me  with  affliflion  j  had  he  raln'd 
All  kind  of  fores,  and  ftiames,  on  my  bare  head  5 
Steep'd  me  ;n  poverty  to  the  very  lips ; 
Given  to  captivity  me  and  my  utmoft  hop^s  j 
X  ftiould  have  found  in  fome  part  of  my  Ibul 
A  drop  of  patience.     But,  alas  !  to  make  me 
A  fixed  figure,  for  the  time  of  fcorn 
To  point  his  flow,  unmoying  finger  at— 
O!  O! 

Yet  could  1  bear  that  too  ;  well,  very  well  • 
But  there,  where  1  have  garner'd  up  my  heart  j 
Where  either  I  muft  live,  or  bear  no  life  : 
The  fountain  from  the  which  my  current  runs, 
Or  clfe  dries  up  ;  to  be  difcarded  thenct ! 
Or  keep  it  as  a  ciftern,  for  foul  toads 
To  knot  and  gender  in !    Turn  thy  complexion 

there  I 
Patience,  thou  young  and  rofe-llpp'd  cherubim; 
Ay,  there,  look  grim  as  bell! 

Def.  I  hope  my  noble  lord  efteems  me  honeft. 
Oth,  0,ay ;  as  lummer-flies  are  in  the  ftiambles, 
That  quicken  even  with  blowing.  O  thou  weed, 
Who  art  fo  lovely  fair,  and  fmell'ft  fofweet, 
That  the  fenfe  akes  at  thee  j  would  thou  hadft 
ne'er  been  born  I  [ted? 

Def.  Alas!  what  ignorant  fm  have  I  commit- 
Olb.Wtis  this  fair  paper,thismoft  goodly  book, 
Made  to  write  whore  upon  I   what  committed  ! 
Committed  I  O  thou  public  comraoaer  I 
I  ftiould  make  very  forges  of  my  cheeks 
That  would  to  cinders  burn  up  modefty, 
Did  I  but  fpeak  thy  deeds. — What  committed  I 
Heaven  ftoi)s  the  r.ofe  at  it,  and  the  moon  winks : 
The  bawdy  wind,  thfct  kifTcs  all  it  meets, 
'  Js  hufti'd  within  the  hollow  mine  of  Mrth, 


And  will  not  hear  It  :  what  committed  1 
Impudent  ftrumpet  I 

Def.  By  Heaven,  you  do  me  wroog  ! 

Otb.  Are  you  not  a  ftrumpet  ? 

Def  No,  as  I  am  a  Chriftian. 
If  to  prcferve  this  velfcl  for  my  lord. 
From  any  other  foul,  unlawful  touch. 
Be  not  to  be  a  ftrumpet,  I  am  none. 

Oth.  What,  not  a  whore  ? 

Def.  No,  as  I  fliall  be  favcd, 

Otb.   Is  it  pofTible  ? 

Def.  O  Heaven  forgive  us  ! 

Otb.  I  cry  you  mercy,  then ; 
I  took  you  for  that  cunning  whore  of  Venice, 
That  married  with  Othello. 


Defdemona' s  Fi*.ithfulnefi, 
O  good  I ago, 
What  ftiall  I  do  to  win  my  lord  again  ?       C^c«» 
Good  friend,  go  to  him  ;  for,  by  this  light  ot  hoa- 
I  know  not  how  I  loft  him.     Here  I  kneel — 

iKfieeling, 
If  e'er  my  will  did  trefpafs''galnft  his  love. 
Either  in  difcourfe,  or  thought,  or  a6tual  deed* 
Or  that  mine  eyes,  mine  ears,  or  any  fenfe,  « 

Delighted  them  in  any  other  form  i 
Or  that  I  do  not  yet,  and  ever  did. 
And  ever  will — though  he  do  fliake  me  off 
To  beggarly  divorcement — love  him  dearly. 
Comfort  forfwear  me !  Unkindnefs  may  do  much« 
And  his  unkindnefs  may  defeat  my  life. 
But  never  taint  n^y  love. 

A  Bed- chamber ;  Defdemona  is  difcovsred  afUt^ 
in  her  Bed, 

Enter  Othello.,  ixjtth  a  Light  and  Szvord, 
Otb.  It  Is  the  caufe.  It  Is  the  caufe,  my  fool- 
Let  me  not  name  It  to  you,  you  chafte  ftars  I      ^ 
It  Is  the  caufe. — Yet  I'll  not  Ihed  her  blood. 
Nor  fear  that  whiter  Ikin  of  hers  than  fnow. 
And  fmooth  as  monumental  alabafter. 

[Lays  do^j:n  the  Si'jorJ^ 
Yet  flie  muft  die,  elfe  fhe'Ji  betray  more  men. 
Put  out  the  light,  and  then  put  out  the  light  I 
If  I  quench  thee,  thou  flaming  minifter, 
I  can  again  thy  former  light  reftore. 
Should  1  repent  me  j  but  once  put  out  thy  light. 
Thou  cunning'ft  pattern  of  excellent  nature, 
I  know  not  wheie  is  that  Promethean  heal 
That  can  thy  light  relume. 

[Sets  don^n  the  ta^n^ 
When  I  have  pluck'd  thy  role, 
I  cannot  give  it  vital  growth  again  ; 
It  needs  muft  wither :   I'll  fmell  it  on  the  tree, 

[Kijfing  her, 
O  balmy  breath,  thou  doft  almofi  periiiade 
Juftice  herfelf  to  break  her  fword  !    One  more. 
Be  thus  when  thou  art  de^id,  and  I  will  kill  thee. 
And  love  thee  after :  one  more,  and  this  the  laft  ? 
So  fweet  was  ne'er  fo  fatal.     I  muft  weep, 
But  they  are  cruel  tears  t  this  lorrovv  's  heavenly; 
It  ftfikes  where  it  doth  love. 
Othello's  Confufion  after  halving  murdsredlis  Wife. 

Yes,  'tis  -ffimllia: — by  and  bv — ftie  's  dead. 
'Tis  like,  Ihc  tomes  txj  fpeak  of  Caffia's  death  ; 
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^        Ha  !  no  moi  c  moving  t 

Sfill  w  the  gr«TeT  Sbill  fhe  cocnc  in  ?  wcr't  good? 
I  think  ftc  ftir»  again  i— no.— What  'a  the  belt  > 
If  fl»c  come  IP,  ftif'll  Aire  I'peak  to  n»>  xvife  i-- 
My  wifel  mv  wife  ?  what  wife  >   I  have  oo  wife. 

0  Wuvpony^lcl  O  heavy  hour! 
Mftkiokn  it  ibouia  be  now  a  huge  eclipfe 

Of  run  and  moon  |  and  that  the  affrighted  globe 
tioaid  yawn  at  aJtenuion. 

Hit  Uvffor  her. 
Hail  fhe  been  true, 
If  heaven  would  make  me  fuch  another  world, 
<>f  oot  cmtre  and  perieA  chiyfolitc, 
i  'd  not  have  ibid  her  for  it. 

H'u  twitter  Remorft, 

Behold  I  I  have  a  weapon : 
A  better  never  di(l  itfclt  fuftain 
Upon  a  foldier*«  thigh  i  I  've  It  en  the  day. 
That,  with  thi$  little  arm,  and  this  pood  fword, 

1  have  made  my  ^nray  through  mor  impciiimenrs 
Than  twenty  time*  your  Hop. — But  ,0  vain  boaft, 
"Who  ein  controul  hi«  f«te  i  'tis  not  io  now. 

,  Be  not  afraid,  though  you  do  fee  mc  weapon 'd. 
Here  i»  my  jotirney't  end,  here  is  mv  butt, 
And  very  Tea. mark  of  my  utmoft  fail. 
Do  yoa  go  back  difmay'd  }  'tis  a  lud  fear; 
Man  but  a  ru(h  againfl  Orhello's  hrcail, 
And  he  retire*  :  where  (hould  Otiid'o  eo  ? 
Now — how  doft  thou  look  now  ^    O  ilUflarr'd 

wench  I 
Pale  at  thy  fmock  ?  when  we  (hall  uuot  at  compt, 
Thitlookof  thine  will  hurl  my  Ibul  fioni  heaven, 
And  fiendi  will  fnatch  at  it.  Cold,  coK!,  my  girl  i 
K'n  tike  thy  chaftity.— 

0  curfed,  turfed  flave !— Whip  me,  yc  devIU, 
Ttwa  the  PofTefllonof  this  heavenly  fight ! 
Blow  me  about  in  wind 5  '   roafl  mc  in  fulphur ! 
WalbflM  in  ftcrp-down  gulf*  of  liquid  firel 
ODridcmonat   Defdemona  I  dead? 

BcadI  01  01  01 

nit  lafl  Sfftch. 

t(aX\  rou  \  a  word  or  two  before  you  go.     [it ; 

1  bnvr  done  the  flatc  fome  fervice,  and  they  know 
MoMOft  of  that. — I  pray  you,  in  vuur  letters, 
When  yoo  (hall  thcfe  unlucky  dcc<k  uUte, 
Speak  of  me,  at  I  am:  nothing  extenuate. 
Nor  £et  down  aught  in  malice  i  then  muft  you 

fpeak 
Of  one  that  lov'd  not  wifely,  but  too  well  | 
Of  one  no?  >    "  'it,  being  wrought, 

Fcrplex'd  ;  t  one  whofe  hand, 

Like  the  b^..  j,..v...,  ......v  a  pearl  away 

Richer  than  all  hi»  tribe  )  of  one  whofe  fubdued 

c  V  r  ? , 

Al'  i:  mood, 

I)r.  ,  ibian  tfctf 

The  5>et  you  down  thii ; 

/\n(l  •  in  Aleppo  oner, 

\V1  '  -  •■•     "■'   ^•-  k 
Beat 

I  tO-.K  ^', 

Ai:d  (OMKe  biia*»tbui.  {^iitt^t  bimfelf. 


k  31.  THE  LIFE  AND  D2ATH  OF  KINQ 
RICHARD  II.  Shaicspeare. 

Reputation. 

THE  ptireft  treafurc  mortal  times  afford^ 
Is  fpotlcls  reputation  i  that  away. 
Men  arc  but  gilded  loam,  or  painted  clay. 

ConuarSce. 
That  which  in  mean  men  we  intitle  patience* 
Is  pale  cold  cowardice  in  noble  breads. 

Bamjhmentf  Confolaticn  under  it. 
All  places  that  the  eye  of  Heaven  vififs. 
Arc  to  a  wife  man  ports  and  hnppy  havens  1 
Teach  thy  neceflity  to  reafon  thus  j 
TIjtie  is  no  virtue  like  ncceflTity. 
Think  not  the  king  did  banilh  thee  j 
Bat  thou  theicing :  woe  doth  the  heavier  (\t 
Where  it  percfcivcs  it  Is  but  faintly  borne. 
Go,  fay,  I  fent  thee  forth  to  purchafe  honour, 
And  not  the  king  cxil'd  thee : — Or  fuppofe. 
Devouring  pellilence  hangs  in  our  air. 
And  thou  art  flying  to  a  f refher  clime. 
•Look,  what  thy  foul  holds  dear,  imagine  it 
To  lie  that  way  thou  go'ft,  not  whence  thoti 
Suppofe  the  finging-birds  muficians  ;    [com  ft  j 
The  grafs  whereon  thou  uead'ft,  the  prefcnce 

ftrew'd  J 
The  flow'rs,  fair  ladies  j  and  thy  ftcps,  no  mora 
Than  a  delightful  mcafure  or  a  dance  : 
For  gnarling  forrow  hath  lefs  power  to"  bite 
The  man  that  mocks  at  it,  and  fets  it  light. 

Thoughts  ineffeBual  to  mJerate  Afflidi^tim 
O,  who  can  hold  a  fiie  in  his  hand. 
By  thinking  on  the  frol^y  Caucafus  ? 
Or  cloy  the  hungry  edge  of  appetite. 
By  bare  imagination  of  a  feall  .> 
Or  wallow  naked  in  December  fnow, 
By  thinking  on  fantaftic  fummer's  heat  ^ 
O,  no  !  the  apprehenfion  of  the  good 
Gives  but  the  greater  feeling  to  the  worfe  t 
Fell  forrow's  tooth  doth  never  rankle  more 
Than  when  it  biles,  but  lanccth  not  the  fore, 
Pofuldrtty. 
Ourfclf,  and  Bufhy,  Bagot  here,  and  Green, 
Ohfcrv'd  \\\i  courtfhip  to  the  common  people  \ 
How  he  did  feem  to  dive  into  their  hearts. 
With  humble  and  familiar  courtefy  j 
What  reverence  he  did  throw  away  on  flavcs  | 
Wooing  poor  craftlmen,  with  the  craft  of  fmilcs, 
And  patient  under-bearing  of  his  fortune, 
As  'twere  to  banilh  their  affc^s  with  him. 
Off  goes  his  bonnet  to  an  oyfter-wcnch  ; 
A  brace  of  draymen  bid — God  fpecd  him  vrell. 
And  had  the  tribute  of  his  fupple  kncr  : 
With—*'  Thank.s   my  counrrymcn,  my  loving 
As  were  our  England  in  reverficn  his,  [friends  j** 
And  he  our  fubjeas'  next  degree  in  hope. 
England.         *• 
This  royal  throne  of  kings,  this  fceptred  ifle^ 
This  earth  of  majefty,  this  feat  of  Mari^ 
This  other  Eden,  demy-paradife  ; 
This  fortrefs,  built  by  nature  for  herfelf, 
Againfi  inic^ioD,  and  the  hand  of  war  j 
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This  happy  breed  of  men,  this  little  world} 
This  precious  ftonelct  in  the  iilver  fi-a, 
Which  l'^rvi:i  it  in  the  office  of  a  wall, 
Or  as  a  moat  dtfer.five  to  a  houfe, 
Againft  tht  envy  of  lefs  happier  lands. 


England,  bound  in  with  the  triumphant  fea, 
Whofc  reeky  fhore  beats  back  the  envious  fiege 
Of  warrry  Neptune,  is  now  bound  in  with  ftiame, 
With  inky  blots,  and  rotten  parchment-bonds ; 
That  England,  that  was  wont  to  conquer  others, 
Hath  made  a  fliameful  conqucft  of  itfelf. 
Griff, 
Each  fubftance  of  a  grief  hath  twenty  fhadows, 
Which  (hew  like  grief  itfelf,  but  are  not  fo  : 
For  forrow's  eye,  glazed  with  blinding  tears, 
Divides  one  thing  entire  to  many  objects  j 
iike  perfpe6tives,  which  rightly  gaz'd  upon, 
Shew  nothing  but  confufion  j  eyed  awry, 

Diftinguifli  form. 

Hope  deceitful. 
T  will  defpair,  and  be  at  enmity 
With  cozening  hope  j  he  is  a  flatterer, 
A  paralite,  a  keeper  back  of  death. 
Who  gently  would  diifolve  the  bands  of  life. 
Which  talfe  hope  lingers  in  extremity. 

The  Prognofics  of  IVar. 
The  hay-trees  in  our  country  all  are  wither'd, 
And  meteors  fright  the  fixed  liars  of  heaven  ; 
The  pale-fac'd  moon  looks  bloody  on  the  earth  ; 
And  lean-look'd  prophets  whifper  fearful  change: 
Rich  men  look  liad,  and  ruffians  dance  and  leap, 

Richard  to  England^  on  his  Arrival. 
As  a  long-parted  mother  with  her  child    [Ing ; 
plays  fondly  with  her  tears,  and  fmiles  in  meet- 
So  weeping,  fmiling,  greet  l  thee,  my  earth, 
And  do  thee  favour  with  my  royal  hands. 
Feed  not  thy  fovcreign's  foe,  my  gentle  earth, 
Nor  with  thy  fweets  comfort  his  rav'nous  fenfe  j 
But  let  thy  fpiders  that  fuck  up  thy  venom. 
And  heavy  gaited  toads,  lie  in  their  way  j 
Doing  annoyance  to  the  treacherous  feet 
Which  with  ufurping  fteps  do  trample  thee. 
Vield  dinging  nettles  to  mine  enemies  : 
And  when  they  from  thy  bofom  pluck  a  flow'r, 
Guard  it,  J  pray  thee,  with  a  lurking  adder; 
Whofe  double  tongue  may  with  a  mortal  touch 
Throw  death  upon  thy  fovereign's  enemies. 
Mock  not  my  fenfelefs  conjuration,  lords  j 
This  earth  fhall  have  a  feeling,  and  thefe  ftones 
Prove  armed  foldiers,  ere  her  native  king 
^hall  falter  under  foul  rebellious  arms. 

^    The  Sun  rlfmg  after  a  dark  Night, 

Know'ft  thou  not. 

That,  when  the  fearching  eye  of  heaven  is  hid 
Behind  the  globe,  and  lights  the  lower  world, 
Then  thieves  and  robbers  range  abroad  unfeen, 
In  murders,  and  in  outrage,  bloody  here  j 
But  when  from  tmder  this  terrellrial  ball 
He  fires  the  proud  tops  of  the  eaftern  pines. 
And  darts  his  light  through  every  guilty  hoi*, 
Then  murders,  trcafons,  aad  detefted  fins, 


I  The  cloak  of  night  being  pluck'd  from  off  their 
backs. 
Stand  bare  and  naked,  treitibling  at  themfclves  h 

On  the  Fanity  of  ?o<viery  and  Mijery  of  Kings. 

No  matter  where  j  of  comfort  no  man  fpeakj 
Let's  talk  of  graves,  of  worms,  and  epitaphs  j 
Make  duftour  paper,  and  with  rainy  eyc« 
Write  forrow  on  the  bofom  of  the  earth. 
Let's  chufe  executors,  and  talk  of  wills  j 
And  yet  not  fo — for  what  can  we  bequeath. 
Save  our  depofed  bodies  to  the  ground  ? 
Our  lands,  our  lives,  and  all,  are  Bolingbroke's, 
And  nothing  can  we  call  our  own,  but  death ; 
And  that  fmall  model  of  the  barren  earth. 
Which  fcrves  as  pafte  and  covering  to  our  hones 
For  heaven's  fake,  let  us  fit  upon  the  ground. 
And  tell  fad  llories  of  the  death  of  kings  : 
Hovv  fome  have  been  depos'd,  fome  flain  in  war^ 
Some  haunted  by  the  ghofts  they  have  depos'd  j 
Some  poifon'd  by  their  wivesj  fonnefleepingkiird| 
All  murder'd  : — For  within  the  hollow  crown 
That  rounds  the  mortal  templesof  a  king. 
Keeps  Death  his  court :  and  there  the  antic  fits^ 
Scoffing  his  ftate,  and  grinning  at  hi«  pomp  j 
Allowing  him  a  breath,  a  little  fcene 
To  monarchize,  be  fear'd,  and  kill  with  looks; 
Infufing  him  with  feif  and  vain  conceit } 
As  if  this  flefh,  which  walls  about  our  life. 
Were  brafs  impregnable ;  and  humour'd  thusi^ 
Comes  at  the  laft,  and  with  a  little  pin 
Bores  through  his  caftle  walls,  and, farewell  klngl- 
Cover  your  heads,  and  mock  not  flefh  and  blood 
With  folemn  rev'rence  j  throw  away  refpeft. 
Tradition,  form,  and  ceremonious  duty. 
For  you  have  but  niiftook  me  all  this  while : 
I  live  with  bread  like  you,  feel  want,  taite  grief. 
Need  friends  ;  fubje£led  thus. 
How  can  you  fay  to  me — I  am  a  king  ? 

Melancholy  Stories. 
In  winter's  tedious  nights,  fit  by  the  fire, 
With  good  old  folks,  and  let  them  tell  thee  tales 
Of  woeful  ages  long  ago  betid  : 
And,  ere  thou    bid   good  night,  to  quit  their 
Tell  thou  the  lamentable  fall  of  me,  [giief* 

And  fend  the  hearers  weeping  to  their  beds. 

A  Defcription  of  BoUngbroke' s  and  Richard's  Entry 
into  London* 
Then,  as  T  faid,  the  duke,  great  Bollngbroke, 
Mounted  upon  a  hot  and  fiery  (teed. 
Which  his  afplring  rider  feem'd  to  know— 
W^ith  flow,  but  ftately  pace,  kept  on  his  courfej 
While  all  tongues  cried,  God  favc  thee,  Boling- 
brokc  !  ^fpake. 

You  would  have  thought  the  very  wmdowTi 
So  many  greedy  looks  of  young  and  old 
Thro'  calements  darted  their  defiring  eyes 
Upon  his  vifage ;  and  that  all  the  walls. 
With  painted  imag'ry,  had  faid  at  once, 
Jefu  preferve  thee!  welcome,  Bolingbroke  ! 
Whillt  he,  from  one  fide  to  the  other  turning 
Bare-headed,  lower  than  his  proud  ftied'sneck, 
Befpoke  them  thus — I  thank  you,  countrymen  : 
And  thus  ftill  doin^,  tUus  be  pafs'd  along. 
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Ahs,  poor  Ricbird  *  where  f idei  he 
tbc  while  i 
7VI.  A«  ia  *  theatre  the  eyes  of  men, 
After  >%rtU  (rac'd  aAor  leaves  the  Itage, 
Arc  idly  bent  on  him  that  enters  next, 
Tkinkiog  hit  prattle  to  be  tedious  :  [eyes 

Even  fo,  or  wnth  moeh  more  contempt,  men's 
Did  fcowlonRiclumliiio  man  c :  icil  ,C ; .  !  lave  him; 
Nojoytul  tongue  gavr  iurn  i.i    >. ,  icoi.ic  home  ; 
But  duft  wa«  throw!>  itdhcadj 

Which  with  Aich  gu     •  '.r  (h»>i)koflF, 

Hit  face  ftill  combating  witlt  ccLirrt  raid  fmilcs, 
TW  b>adgt«  of  hit  grief  and  patience —      [ftcerd 
That  had  not    God,   for  fome  Hiung  purpofe, 
The  heart*  of  men,    they  muft    perforce  have 
^od  baxbariim  itielt  have  pitted  him.    [melted, 

Who  are  the  vit  Vrti  now 
That  drew  the  green  lap  of  the  new-come  fpring? 

Kit^  Kicburttt  SoSUquy  in  Prtfon, 
I  hare  httrs  ftudying  how  I  may  compare 
This  prilon,  where  I  live,  unto  the  world  ; 
And,  tor  brcaufe  the  world  Is  populous, 
And  here  is  nnt  a  creature  but  myfclf, 
I  ctwaoc  do  it — yet  IMl  hammer  it  out. 
My  brain  I'll  prove  the  female  to  my  foul } 
My  foul,  the  father  j  and  thefc  two  beget 
A  generation  of  ftill-hrecding  tlioughts. 
And  thele  lame  thoughts  people  this  little  world 
la  humours,  like  the  people  of  this  Avorld, 
for  no  thought  is  contented—* 


Thoughts  tending  to  content,  flaf.cr  ihcmfelvcs 
That  they  are  not  the  firft  of  fortune's  llavei, 
Nor  (ball  not  he  the  laft  ;  like  filly  btegars, 
Who,  fitting  in  the  ftocks,  refuge  their  (hamc— 
That  many  have,  ar-'  •■•^"-  r-i'irt  fit  there  : 
And  in  thns  though;  kii  -1  of  cafe, 

Bearing  their  own  u  .  n  the  hack 

Of  fuchaa  have  before  endar'd  the  like. 
Tbttt  play  1,  in  one  prifoo,  many  people, 
And  none  contented.    Sometim<  s  nm  I  a  king ; 
Then  trc«ilDn  makes  roe  wjfli  niyiclf  a  beggar; 
Andib  I  am  j  then  cmfhing  penury 
Firfindis  me  1  was  better  tnan  when  a  king  ; 
Tltonam  I  king'd  again:  and,  by  and  by. 
Think  ihat  I  am  unking'd  by  IJolingbroke, 
An/!  ftraipht  am  nothing.— But,  whateei  I  am, 
N  -V  man,  that  but  man  is, 

^''  ;  rhan  be  plcas'd,  Ull  he  be  eas'd 

V»  i\n  o<in£  nothing. 


%  14.  Till  LTFR  AND  DEATH  OF  KING 

RICHARD  III.  »HAK»FlARi. 

RUkarJf  on  his  own  Dfformifj, 
^ow   are  our  brows  bound  with  viftorious 
*^  wreaths ; 

Our  bruifed  arms  hung  up  for  monuments  ; 
Our  ftern  alarums  changed  to  merry  meetings  t 
Oardrcadful  marchei  todclijhiftil  ineafurcs^ 


Grim-vifag'd  war  hath  fmooth'd  his  wrinkled 

front ) 
And  no\v-*.inftead  of  mounting  barbed  ilceda 
To  fright  the  fouls  of  fearful  adv.  rCaricS'— 
He  capers  nimbly  in  a  lady's  char.;hcr, 
To  the  lafcivious  plcafmg  of  a  lute. 
But  I,  that  am  not  Ihap'd  for  Iportive  tricks, 
Nor  made  to  court  an  am'rous  looking-glafs ; 
r,  that  am  rudely  ftamp'd,  and  want  Ijve's  w.z. 
Toftrut  before  a  wanton, ambling  nymph;  [jeftyj 
I,  that  am  curtail'd  of  this  fair  proportion, 
Cheated  of  feature  by  dilTcmbling  nature, 
Deform'd,  unfinifli'd,  fent  before  niy  time 
Into  this  bi'eathing  world,  fcarce  half  made  up, 
And  that  fo  lamely  and  unfafhionablc, 
That  dogs  bark  at  me  as  \  halt  by  them— 
Why  I,  in  this  meek  piping  time  of  peace. 
Have  no  delight  to  pals  avfay  the  time, 
Unlefs  to  fpy  my  (hadow  in  the  fun. 
And  defcant  on  my  own  deformity  : 
And  therefore — fince  I  cannot  prove  a  lover. 
To  entertain  thefe  fair,  well-fpokendays — 
I  am  determined  to  prove  a  villain, 
And  hate  the  idle  pleafures  of  thelc  days, 

Richard's  Love  for  Lady  Anne. 

Thofe  eyes  of  thine  from  mine  have  drav»n 
fait  tears, 
Sham'd  their  afpe£ls  with  ftoreofchildilh  drops; 
Thefc  eyes,  which  never  Ihcd  rcniorfeful  tear — 
Not,  when  my  father  York  and  Eviward  wept, 
To  hear  the  piteous  moan  that  Rutland  made, 
When  black-facM  Clifford  (honk  his  fword  at 
Nor  when  thv  warlike  father,  like  a  child,    [him; 
Told  the  fad  ftory  of  my  father's  death  ; 
And  twenty  times  ntade  paufe,  to  fob,  and  weep, 
That  all  the  ftanders-by  had  wet  their  cheeks, 
Like  trees  bedafh'd  with  rain  :  in  that  fad  time, 
My  manly  eyes  did  fcorn  an  humble  tear; 
And  what  thclc  forrows  could  not  ihence  exhale. 
Thy  beauty  hath,  and  made  them  blind  with 
I  never  fued  to  friend,  nor  enemy  ;       [weeping. 
My  tongue   could    never   learn   fwcet  foolhing 
But  now  thy  beauty  is  propos'dmy  fee,    [words; 
My  proud  heart  fucs,  and  pronipts  my  tongue 
to  fpeak. 

On  his  o^n  Terfon^  after  his  fuccrfiful  Addrejfes. 

My  dukedom  to  a  bcggaily  denier, 
I  d»  miftakc  my  perfon  all  thib  whiles 
Upon  my  life,  (he  finds,  although  I  cannot, 
Alyfelf  to  be  a  marvellous  proper  man. 
I'll  be  at  charges  for  a  looking-glafs  ; 
And  entertain  a  fcore  or  two  of  taylors, 
To  ftudy  fafhions  to  adorn  nly  body  : 
Since  I  am  crept  hi  favour  with  myfelf, 
I  will  maintain  it  with  fome  little  cod. 


Slueen  Mars^arcCs  Execration. 
The  worm  of  confci«ncc  ftill  begnaw  thy  foul ! 
Thy  friends  fu^pert  for  traitors  while  thouliv'ft* 
And  take  deep  traitors  for  thy  dearcft  friendj. ! 
No  fleep  clofe  up  that  deadly  eye  of  thine, 
Unlefs  it  be  when  fome  tormenting  dream 
Affrii'hts  thee  with  a  hell  of  ugly  devils ' 

^  Thou 
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Thou  elvilh-mark'd,  abortive,  rooting  hog  ! 
Thou  that  waft  feal'd  in  thy  nativity 
The  flavcofnature,  and  the  Ion  of  hell ! 
Thou  flandcr  of  thy  heavy  mother's  womb  I 
Thou  loathed  iflue  of  thy  father's  loins'. 
Thou  rag  of  hoRour,  thou  detefted— 

High  Birth, 
I  was  born  (b  high, 
Our  aiery  buildeth  in  the  cedar's  top, 
And  dallies  with  the  wind,  and  fcorns  the  fun. 

Rii-hard' s  Hypocrijy. 
But  then  I  figh,  and,  with  a  piece  of  fcripture, 
Tell  them  that  God  bids  us  do  good  for  evil : 
And  thus  (  clothe  my  naked  villany 
With  old  odd  ends,  ftolen  forth  of  holy  writ. 
And  feema  faint,  when  moft  I  play  the  devil. 
Clarence'' s  Dream. 
Brak,  What  was  your  dream,  my  lord  ?   I  pray 
you  tell  me.  [Tower, 

CJar.  Methought,  that  I  had  broken  frcna  the 
At>d  was  embarJc'd  to  crols  to  Burgundy, 
And,  In  my  company,  my  brother  Glo'fter  j 
Who  from  my  cabin  tempted  me  to  walk 
Upon  the  hatches  ;    thence  we  iook'd  toward 

England, 
And  cited  up  a  thoufand  heavy  times. 
During  the  wars  of  York  and  Lancafter, 
That  had  befallen  us.     As  we  pac'd  along 
Upon  the  giddy  footing  of  the  hatches,         C'>"&» 
Meihought  that  Glo'fter  ftumbled  ;  and,  in  tall- 
Struck  me,  that  thought  to  ftay  hina,  overboard, 
Into  the  tumbling  billows  of  the  main. 
O  Lordl  methought,  what  pain  it  was  to  drown  I 
What  dreadful  noife  of  water  in  my  ears  1 
What  fights  of  ugly  death  within  mine  eyes  I 
Methought  I  faw  a  thoufand  fearful  wrecks } 
A  thoufand  men  that  fiihes  gnaw'd  upon  ; 
Wedges  of  gold,  great  anchors,  heaps  of  pearl, 
Ineftimable  ftones,  unvalued  jewels, 
^11  fcatter  d  in  the  bottom  of  the  fea,         [holes, 
borne  lay  in  dead  men's  Ikulls ;  and,  in  thofe 
Where  eyes  did  once  inhabit,  there  were  crept 
(As  'twere  in  fcom  of  eyes)  reflecting  gems, 
That  woo'd  the  flimy  bottom  of  the  deep,       [by. 
^nd  mock'd  the  dead  bones  that  lay  fcatter'd 
Brak.  Had  you  fuch  leifure  in  the  time  of 
To  gaze  upon  thefe  fecretsot  the  deep?      [death, 
Clar.  Methought  I  hadj  and  often  did  I  ftrive 
To  yield  the  ghoft  j  but  ft  ill  the  envious  flood 
Kept  in  my  foul,  and  would  not  let  it  forth 
To  find  the  empty,  vaft,  and  wand'ring  air j 
But  fmother'd  it  within  my  panting  bulk, 
Which  almoft  burft  to  belch  it  in  the  fea. 

Brak.  Awak'd  you  not  with  this  fore  agony  ? 
Clar.    O  no,  tny  dream  was  lengthen'd  after 
O,  then  began  the  tempeft  to  my  foul  t         [life ; 
I  pafs'd,  methought,  the  melancholy  flood, 
\Vith  that  grim  ferryman  which  poets  write  •f, 
JJnto  the  kingdom  of  perpetual  night. 
The  firft  that  there  djd  greet  my  ftranger  foul, 
Was  my  great  father-in  -  law,  renowned  Warwick-, 
Who  cried  aloutl — ♦'What  fcourge  for  perjury 
Can  this  dark  iiionarchy  afford  falfe  Clarence  ?" 
^nd  fo  he  vanilli'd.     ThcK  came  vyand'ring  by 


A  fliadow  like  an  angel,  with  bright  hair 
Dabbled  in  blood  ;  and  heftiriek'dout  aloud— 
*'  Clarence  is  come,  falli;,  fleeting,  pcrjur'd  Cla» 

rence— • 
"  That  ftai)b'd  me  in  the  field  by  Tenkfbury  ; 
*«  Seize  on  him,  furies,    take  him  to  your  tor» 

ments!" 
With  that,  methought,  a  legion  of  foul  'fienda 
Inviron'd  me,  and  howled  in  mine  ears 
Such  hideous  cnes,  that,  with  the  very  noife, 
I  trembling  wak'd :  and,  for  a  feafon  aftei". 
Could  not  believe  but  that  I  was  in  hell  j 
Such  terrible  impreflion  made  my  dream. 

Brak.  No  marvel,  lord,  that  it  affrighted  you| 
I  am  afraid,  methinks,  to  hear  you  tell  it. 

Clar^  O,  Brakenbury,  I  have  done  thofe  thing* 
That  now  give  evidence  againft  my  foul. 
For  Edward's  fake  j  and  fee  how  he  requites  mcf 
O  God  I  if  my  deep  prayers  cannot  appeafe  thee. 
But  thou  wilt  beaveng'd  on  my  mildeeds, 
Yet  execute  thy  wrath  on  me  alone :         [dreni 

0  fpare  my  guiltlcfs  wife,  and  my  poor  chil- 
Sorro^, 

Sorrow  breaks  feafons  and  repofing  hours. 

Makes  thenight  morning,  and  the  noontide  night, 

GreatnefSi  its  Cares, 

Princes  have  but  their  titles  for  their  glories* 
An  outward  honour  for  an  inward  toil  j 
And,  for  unfelt  imaginations, 

1  They  often  feel  a  world  of  relllefs  cares : 
So  that,  between  their  titles  and  low  name. 
There's  nothing  differs  but  the  outward  fame. 

Dtichefs  of  York  en  the  Misfortunes  of  her  Farmfy, 

Accurfed  and  unquiet  wrangling  days  I 
How  many  of  you  have  mine  eye^  beheld  1  . 
My  hulband  loft  his  life  to  get  the  crown. 
And  often  up  and  down  my  ions  wei'c  xof&'d. 
For  me  to  joy  and  weep  their  gain  and  lofa: 
And  being  feated,  and  domeftic  broils: 
Clean  overblown,  themfelves,  the  con^^trors. 
Make  war  upon  themfelvcsj  brotUer  to  brother. 
Blood  to  blood,  felf  againft  felf  :^0  prepofterous 
And  frantic  outrage  I  end  thy  damned  fpleen  § 
Or  let  me  die  to  look  on  death  no  more. 
Deceit. 
Ah !  that  deceit  ftiould  fteal  fuch  gentle  (hapcf» 
And  with  a  virtuous  vizor  hide  deep  vice  I 

SiibmiJJion  to  Heanjen,  our  Duty. 
In  common  worldly  things,  'tis  call'd  ungrate- 
With  dull  unwillingnefs  to  pay  a  deb',         [^"U 
Which  with  a  bounteous  hand  was  kindly  lent  j 
Much  more,  to  be  thus  oppofite  with  Heaven, 
For  it  requires  the  royal  debt  it  lent  you. 
The  Vanity  of  Trujl  in  Man. 
O  momentary  grace  of  mortal  men, 
Which  we  more  hunt  for  than  the  grace  of  God 
Who  builds  his  hope  in  air  of  yo^n'  fair  looks. 
Lives  like  a  drunken  failor  on  a  mp.ft  j 
Ready,  with  every  nod,  to  tumblt-  down 
Into  the  fatal  bowels  of  the  deep. 
Contemplation, 
When  holy  and  devout  religious  men 
Are  at  their  beads,  'tis  hard  to  draw  thenn  thence, 
So  fwect  is  ze?;.l9us  cpntemplarlon. 
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T!»  tyrtnnoo*  »od  bloody  zSi  U  done  § 
TWaon  arth-dccd  sf piteous  iriiiacre, 
Tbal  rrtr  yet  thU  Und  w»»  goilty  of. 
Dightooaml  Fonrft,  whom  I  di'l  luborn 
TodolbU  piece  of  nithlef*  butcliciy, 
Albeit  they  were  fle(h'd  villains,  hi' ojy  dop«, 
Welling  with  tendemefs  snd  miUl  compaflion, 
Wem  like  two  childrcn.in  their  ilcntl.s  ladftory. 
••O  tbu«,"quothDighton,  "laythr  gent  Ic  babes! " 
•«Thu»,  thus,"  quoth  Foi  reft,«*  girdling  one  ano- 
•«  Wuhin  their  aUbafter  innocent  amis ;      [ther 
••Their  lips  were  four  red  rofes  on  n  ihilk,  [other. 
••Which  in  their  fummer  beauty,    khVd  each 
••A  book  of  prayers  on  their  pillow  lay;     [mind; 
««^V^lich  once,'*quothForreft,«»alniu(khang'd  my 
••But,  O  the  detil  t" — there  the  vilbin  ftopp'd. 
When  Dithtonthui  told  on— •*  Wc  Imothcrcd 
••The  moll  rcplcniflurd  iWeet  work  of  nature, 
••  That.irom  the  prime  crcation.ecr  (lie  fram'd." 
Hence  both  are  gone  with  confciencc  and  remorfc: 
They  could  not  Ipeak  }  and  fo  I  k  t  them  both 
\ro  bear  thefe  lidiagi  to  the  bloody  king. 

£xp*M/ion, 
Come,  I  hare  leam'd  that  fearful  commenting 
It  leaden  fenritor  to  dull  delay  j 
JDelay  leads  impotent  and  fnailpacM  beggary: 
Then  fiery  expedition  be  my  wing, 
JoTc't  Mercury,  and  herald  for  a  king ! 

iluitn  Margartt*j  Exprokrotion. 
TcaU'd  thee  then,  poorfliadow,  painted  queen  i 
Om  bcav'd  ahigh  to  he  hurPd  down  bclcw  ; 
A  mother  only  mock'd  with  two  tair  babes  } 
A  dnoam  of  what  thou  wall }  a  gar i Hi  i1ag. 
To  be  the  aim  of  cv'ry  dangrous  fhot  j 
A  fign  of  dignity,  a  breath,  a  buboii.  j 
A  queen  in  jeA,  only  to  fill  the  fccnc      [thers  ? 
Where  tt  thy  hulband  now  ?  where  be   thy  bro- 
Whcre  be  thy  two  font?  wherein  dolt  iliou  joy? 
Who  fuet,  and  kneels,  and  fayi,  GoJ  lave  the 

oocm?  > 

What  bt  the  bending  peers  that  flutcrM  thee? 
\^n)tnbc  fbetbrooging  troopt  that  follow  d  thee? 
Decline  all  thit,  and  fee  what  now  thou  art. 
For  happy  wife,  a  moft  diftrelTed  widow  ^ 
For  joytui  mother,  one  that  wails  the  name  { 
For  one  being  fued  to,  one  that  humbly  fuet ; 
For  queen,  a  rcry  caitiff  crown'd  with  care ;; 
Foroat  that  fcoro'd  at  me,  now  fcorn'd  of  me  ; 
For  one  being  fear'd  of  all,  now  fearing  one  j 
''  )r  one  commanding  all,  oliey'd  of  none. 
Thus  hath  the  courfcof  juftice  whecl'd  about, 
And  left  thee  but  a  very  prey  to  time  1 
Hi»ing  no  more  but  thought  of  what  thou  wert, 
To  tortiun  thcc  the  more,  being  what  thou  art. 


True  hope  Is  fwlft,  and  flies  with  fwallow's 

wings ;  [kingt. 

Kings  it  makes  gods,    and   meaner  crcaturea 

AJine  EiYHtng, 
The  weary  fun  hath  made  a  golden  Cct  5 
And,  by  the  bright  track  of  his  fiery  car. 
Gives  token  of  a  goodly  day  to-morrow. 
Day.  break. 
The  filent  hours  ftcal  on, 
And  flaky  darknefs  breaks  within  the  eaft. 
Richmoncts  Prayer. 
O  thou !  whofe  captain  I  account  myfelf. 
Look  on  my  forces  with  a  gracious  eye ; 
Put  in  their  hands  thy  bruifing  irons  of  wrath. 
That  they  may  crufli  down  with  a  heavy  fall 
Th'  ufurping  helmets  of  our  adverlariesl 
Make  us  thy  miniftcrs  of  chaftifcmcnt. 
That  ive  may  praife  tliec  in  thy  viftory  ! 
To  thee  I  do  commend  my  watchful  ibul, 
Kre  I  let  fail  the  windows  of  mine  eyes  j 
Sleeping,  and  waking,  O  defend  me  ftill ! 

Richard  JIarting  out  of  his  Drean:. 
Give  me  another  horfc — bind  up  my  wounds  i 
Have  mercy,  Jel'u  ! — Soft,  I  did  but  dream. 
O  coward  confcience,  how  doft  thou  afflict  me  t 
The  lights  burn  blue — is  it  not  dead  midnight  ? 
Cold  fearful  drops  ftand  on  my  trembling  flefh. 
What  do  I  fear  ?  myl'clf  ?  there's  none  elfe  by, 

Confcience. 
Confcience  is  but  a  word  that  cowards  ufe^ 
DevisM  at  firft  to  keep  the  ftrong  in  r.we, 
Richard  before  the  Battle. 
A  thoufand  hearts  are  great  within  my  bofom* 
Advance  our  ftandards,  let  upon  our  foes  j 
Our  ancient  word  of  courage,  fair  St.  George, 
Infpire  us  with  the  fpleen  of  fiery  dragons  I 
Upon  them  !  viftory  fits  on  our  helms. 

Alarum.     Enter  King  Richard. 
K.  Richard.    A  horfc !  a  horfe  1  my  kingdom 

for  a  horfe  I 
Catejh.  Withdraw,  my  lord,  I'll  help  you  to 

a  horfe. 
K.  Richard.  Slave,   I  have  fet  my  life  upon  % 
And  I  will  ftand  the  hazard  of  the  dye  :    [call, 
I  think  there  he  fix  Richmonds  in  the  field  5 
Five  have  I  flain  to-day,  inftead  of  him. 
A  horfe  I  a  horfc  I  my  kingdom  for  a  horfc 

[^Exeuiii, 


Mil  hhlher's  Cbmaaer  of  King  Richard, 

Tetchy  and  wayward  was  thy  infancy ; 

Thy  fchool-days  (rightful,  dcfp'rate,  wild,  and 

furious  \  [turout ; 

Thy  prime  of  manhood,  daring,  bold,  and  ven- 

I  Uj  age  con6rm*d,proud,  fubtrc)fly,and  bloody. 


§33.    ROMEO    \^D    JULIET. 

SHAKSPEARti. 

Love. 
T  OVE  is  a  fmoke  rais'd  with  the  fume  of  fighs; 
'-^  Being  purg'd,  a  fire  fparkling  in  lovers'  cyesj 
Being  vex'd,  a  fea  nourifh'd  with  lovers'  tears  ; 
What  is  it  elfe  ?  a  madnefs  moft  difcreet, 
A  choaking  gall,  and  a  prefcrving  fweet. 

On  Dreams. 
O  then,  I  fee,  queen  Mab  hath  been  with  you. 
She  is  the  fairies'  midwife^  and  Ihe  comes 

In 
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In  ihape  no  bigger  than  an  agate  ftone 
On  the  fore-finger  of  an  alderman. 
Drawn  with  a  team  of  little  atomies, 
Athwart  men's  nofes  as  they  lie  adeep  j 
Her  wag-gon-lpokes  made  ot  long  (pinners'  legs  j 
The  cover,  of  the  wings  of  graishoppers  j 
The  traces,  of  the  fmalleft  Ipider's  web  ; 
The  collars,  of  the  moonfhine's  wat'ry  beams  : 
Her  whip  of  cricket's  bone  ;  the  lafh  of  film  j 
Her  waggoner,  a  fmall  grey- coated  gnat. 
Not  half  fo  big  as  a  round  little  worm, 
PrickM  from  the  lazy  linger  of  a  maid  t 
Her  chariot  is  an  empty  hazel  nut. 
Made  by  the  joiner  fquirrel,  or  old  grub. 
Time  out  of  mind  the  tairics'  cpach-tnakcis. 
And  in  this  ftate  fhe  gallops  night  by  night, 
Thro'  lovers'  brains,  and  then  they  dream  of  love; 
On  courtiers'  knees,    that   dream    on    curtfies 

ftraight  ; 
O'er  lawyers'  fingers,  who  ftraight  dream  on  fees ; 
O'er  ladies'  lips,  who  ftraight  on  kifles  dream. 
Which  oft  the  angry  Mab  with  blifteri  plagues, 
Beciiife  their  breaths  with  fvveetmeats  tainted  are. 
Sometimes  ftie  gallops  o'er  a  lawyer's  nofe, 
And  then  dreams  he  of  fmelling  out  a  fuit  : 
And  fomctimes  comes  ftie  with  a  tithe-pig'stail, 
Tickling  a  parfon's  nofe  as  he  lies  afleep. 
And  then  dreams  he  of  another  benefice  : 
Sometimes  fhe  driveth  o'er  afoldier's  neck, 
And  then  he  dreams  of  cutting  foreign  throats, 
Of  breaches,  ambufcadoes,  Spanifti  blades. 
Of  healths  five  fathom  deep  ;  and  then  anon 
Drums  in  his  ear,  at  which  he  ftarts  and  wakes. 
And,  being  thus  frighted,  fwears  a  prayer  or  two. 
And  fleeps  again.     This  is  that  very  Mab 
That  plats  the  manes  of  horfes  in  the  night. 
And  bakes  the  elf-locks  in  foul  iluttilh  hairs. 
Which,  once  entangled,  much  misfortune  bodes. 
This  is  the  hap,  when  maids  lie  on  their  backs. 
That  prefTes  them,  and  learns  them  firftto  bear. 
Making  them  women  of  good  cairiage. 
This  is  (he 

Rom.  Peace,  peace,  Mercutlo,  peace  j 
Thou  talk'ft  of  nothing. 

Mer.  True,  I  talk  of  dreams : 
Which  are  the  children  of  an  idle  brain. 
Begot  of  nothing  but  vain  phantafyj 
Which  is  as  thin  of  fubftance  as  the  air ; 
And  more  inconftant  than  the  wind,  whowoos 
Ev'n  now  the  frozen  bofom  of  the  north. 
And,  being  anger'd,  puffs  away  from  thence, 
Turning  his  face  to  the  dew-dropping  fouth, 

A  Beauty  defcrihed. 
O,  fhe  doth  teach  the  torches  to  burn  bright ! 
It  feems  fhe  hangs  upon  the  check  of  night. 
Like  a  rich  jewel  in  an  u^thiop's  ear  : 
Beauty  too  rich  for  ufe,  for  earth  too  dear! 
So^lhe-.vs  a  fnowy  dove  trooping  with  crows. 
As  yonder  lady  o'er  her  fellow  fhews. 

the  Courtjhip  hetiveen  Romeo  and  Juliet  in  the 
h  Garden, 

w  Mntcr  Romeo, 

Kem.  HeJ«ftsati'cr\r?,that  never  felt  a  wound — 

JJiitjibft  1  what  light  thiu'  yonder  window  breaks  ? 


It  is  the  caft,  and  Juliet  Is  the  fun ! 

{Juliet  appears  abo've  at  the  Jf'indow, 
Arife,  fair  lun,  and  kill  the  envious  moon. 
Who  is  already  fick  and  pale  with  grief. 
That  thou  her  maid  art  tar  more  fair  than  fhe. 
Be  not  her  maid,  fince  fhe  is  envious; 
Her  veftal  livery  is  but  fick  and  green, 
And  none  but  fools  do  wear  it  ;  caft  it  off— - 
She  fpeaks,  yet  fhe  fays  nothing  ;  what  of  that  ? 
Her  eye  difcourfes,   I  will  anlwtr  it. 
I  am  too  bold,  'tis  not  tome  fhe  fpeaks  : 
Two  of  the  faircft  (tars  in  all  the  Leaven, 
Having  fome  bufinefs,  do  entreat  her  eyes 
To  twinkle  in  their  fpheres  till  they  return. 
What  if  her  eyes  were  there,  they  in  her  head  > 
The  briglunefs  of  her  check  would  fhame  thefc 

ftars. 
As  day-light  doth  a  lamp  j  her  eye,  in  heaven. 
Would  thro'  the  airy  region  ftream  lb  bright. 
That  birds  would  fing,  and  think   it  were  not 

night. 
See,  how  fhe  leans  her  cheek  upon  her  hand ! 
(.),  that  I  were  a  glove  upon  that  hand. 
That  I  might  touch  that  cheek  ! 

Jul.  Ah  me  ! 

Rom.  She  Ipeaks — 
O  fpeak  again,  bright  anc^el  1  for  then  art 
As  glorious  to  this  night,  being  o'er  my  head. 
As  is  a  winged  melTenger  of  heaven 
Unto  the  white  upturned  wond'ring  eyes 
Of  mortals,  that  fall  back  to  gaze  on  him. 
When  he  beftrides  the  lazy-pacing  clouds, 
And  fails  upon  the  bofom  of  the  air. 

Jul.  O  Romeo,  Romeo ! — wherefore  art  thou 
Romeo  ? 
Deny  thy  father,  and  refufe  thy  name  : 
Or,  if  thou  wilt  not,  be  but  (worn  my  love, 
And  I  '11  no  longer  be  a  Capulet. 

Rom.  Shall  I  hear  more,  or  fliall  I   fpeak  at 
this  ?  {A/ide, 

Jul.  'Tis  but  thy  name  that  is  my  enemy— 


r 


What's  in  a  name  ?,  that  which  we  call  a  rofe, 
By  any  other  name  would  fmell  as  fwect  : 
So  Romeo  would,  were  he  not  Romeo  call'd, 
Retain  that  dear  perfection  which  he  owes, 
Without  that  title.     Romeo,  doff  thy  nsme; 
And  for  that  name,  which  is  no  part  of  i.hee,  . 
Take  all  niyfelf. 

Rom.  I  take  thee  at  thy  word  : 
Call  mt  but  lore,  and  I  '11  be  new  baptlz'd  j 
Henceforth  I  never  will  be  Romeo. 

Jul.  What  man  art  thou, that,  thus  bcfcreen'd 
in  night. 
So  ftumblcft  on  my  counfel  ? 

Rom.  By  a  name 
I  know  not  how  to  tell  thee  who  I  am  ; 
My  name,  dear  faint,  is  hateful  to  myfclf, 
Bccaufe  it  is  an  enemy  tn  tbee  ; 
Had  I  it  written,  I  would  tear  the  word. 

Jul.  My  ears  have  not  yet  drunk  a  hundred 
words 
Of  that  tongue's  utterance,  yet  I  know  the  found  ) 
Art  thou  not  Rorreo,  and  a  Montague  ? 

Rem.  Neither,  fair  faint,  if  either  thee  diflplke. 
T  t  JuU 
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Jml.  Ifofv  cun'ft  tbott  hither 
whrretorc  f 
THcorchan!  wilU  vt  h'-^    -•'  '  '^   !  to  climb  j 
And  the  place  death,  i  aj  thcu  an, 

Ir  auircf  mv  kini'mcn  f;i 

r  ■'.  ^^  iihloirc*  light  Wmgt  did  I  o'er-perch 
ti  viw  uralU  { 
For  ftocy  liroiii  cannot  hold  lore  out : 
AtA  wlut  Ibve  can  do,  that  darts  Icvr  attempt ; 
Th«rcforr  ihy  kinlmcn  are  no  let  to  irc. 

jfn/.  If  thejr  do  Ice  thee,  they  will  iTunJcr  thee. 

R^,  Alack  I  there  lieiroorc  peril  in  t  tunc  eye. 
Than  twenty  of  th?ir  fwords  j  lock  thou  but 
^nd  I  am  proof  againd  their  enmity.       [I'wcet, 

ym.,  I  would  not  for  the  world  tliey  faw  thee 
here. 

Rom.  I  ha?e  night'l  cloak  to  hide  me  from 
their  fight. 
And,  but  thou  lore  me,   let  them  fnHl  me  here  j 
My  life  were  bttter  ended  by  their  liatc, 
Than  death  prorogiloT,  wanting  ot  thy  love. 

yW.  By  whofcaircflion  found'ft  thuu  out  this 
place?  [  quire; 

Xmv.  By  tore,  that  firft  did  prompt  nic  to  in- 
Hc  lent  me  counl'cl,  and  I  lent  hitn  eyes. 
I  am  no  pilot ;  yet  wert  tliou  as  br 
At  that  vail  fhorc  wafh'd  with  the  taithcft  Tea, 
I  would  adventure  for  fuch  merchandi? -. 

yml.  Thou  know'ft,  the  mafk  of  night  13  on 
mr  face  ; 
Clfe  would  a  maiden  blufli  bepalnt  my  check. 
For  that  which  thou  haft  heard  me  fpcak  to  night. 
Tiin  would  I  dwell  00  form;  fain,  t  lin  deny 
What  1  have  fpokc  j  but  farewel,  compliment ! 


I),  ft 


fhou  love  roe?  I  knowthou  wilt  liy  Ay, 
!  will  take  thy  word :— yet,  if  liioj  Iwcai'rt, 
;nay{\  prove  falfe  j  at  lovcJi'  {.Juiicg, 
jovc  laughi.     O gentle  R.ji!u:i', 
♦  love,  pronounce  it  fait  l.i  ill .  ; 
I  :   •  '•  ly  won, 

e  l>er 
;  but 
ntag 


;r  fhou  think'ft  I 
:owii,  and  be  i>er 


!^tl 


thee  nay, 
.  ;  .V.    ;hc  world, 
am  too  U.ud  J 
'         '  •  light} 

K)ic  true  ' 
he  ft  range. 
■  'onfe(», 


un  :niv  n  iv 


u  overheard  ft,  c 

..  .1   .  ..  .  theui  ^  (  ;■    I  1  II  rue  j 
telding  to  ligl.t  love, 
haih  1*  dikuvered. 
,.  yonder  bleflicU  moon  I  vow, 
*  .ver  all  thefe  fruit-tree  tops — 

J\J.  ()  ivtai  not  by  the  moon,  lU»  inconftant 
noon. 

That  monthly  c' -    -  'cr  circled  orb, 

LcftthAtihyk^  ^viit  variable. 

firm,  Wlnt  r  hji 

JuL  Do  not  fMear  at  all — 
Or,  Jf  ?Hr'j  ff\\\  fwear  hj  thy  gracioua  felf, 
WUi  •  of  my  idolary, 

An«l  I  ;hee. 

R*fi.   11  nir  ncart's  dear  love—— « 
y»l'  Well,  do  nor  Iwear  :  altho'  I  joy  ia  ihee, 
1  have  Du  jwv  o:  tliiv  c^txad  to  night  ( 


It  is  too  rafti,  too  unadvis'd,  too  fuddcn  j 
Too  like  the  lightning,  which  doth  ccafc  to  be 
Era  one  can  lay,  it  ligluens — fwcct,  f^.  od  night  f 
This  bud  of  love,  by  lommer's  ripcrir  r;  breath* 
May  prove  a  beauteous  flow'r  when  r -.xtwcmeet. 
Good-night, cood-night  !  -  -a  (wect  rcpcie  and  reft 
Come  to  thy  heart,  as  that  within  my  breaft ! 
Rom,  O,  wilt  thou  leave  mc  fo  urratii.fied  ? 
Jul.  What    fatisraflion  canft  thou   have  to- 
night ? 
Rom^  The  exchange  of  thy  love'a  faithful  vow 

for  mine. 
Jul,  I  gave  thee  mine  before  thou  didft  recn^'i 
And  yet  1  would  it  were  ro  give  again.  [it  1 

Rom,  Wouldft  thou  withdraw  it  ?    For  what 

purpofe  love  ? 
Jul.  But  to  be  frank,  and  give  it  thcr  agaia 
And  yet  I  wilh  but  for  the  thing  1  have  : 
My  bounty  is  as  boundlcfs  as  the  fca. 
My  love  as  deep  ;  the  more  I  give  to  thee 
The  more  1  have,  for  both  arc  infinite. 
I  hear  fomc  noife  within  :  dear  love,  adieu  f 

[Nur/e  call  J  lui  thirty 
Anon,  good  nurfe  I— Sweet  Montague,  be  tru^ 
Suy  but  a  little,  I  will  come  again.  [Exit^ 

Rom.  O  blefted,  blefTed  night!    I   am  alcardj 
All  this  is  but  a  dream  I  hear  and  fee  j 
Too  flattering  fweet  to  be  Jubftantial. 
Re-enter  Juliet  above. 
Jul,  Three  words,  dear  Romeo,  and  good- 
night indeed. 
If  that  thy  bent  of  love  be  honourable. 
Thy  purpofe  maiTiage,  fend  mc  word  to-morrow^ 
By  one  that  I'll  procure  to  come  to  thee, 
Where,  and  what  time,  thou  wilt  perform  the  ritef 
And  all  my  fortunes  at  thy  foot  I  '11  lay. 
And  follow  thee,  my  lord,  throughout  the  world. 
[^li  it  bint  Madam  !} 

I  come  anon But  if  thou  mean'ft  not  well, 

I  do  befeech  thee — [If^itlin :  Madam  1]  By  an^ 

by  I  come 
To  ceafe  thy  fuit,  and  leave  me  to  my  griefs 
To-morrow  will  I  fend. 
Kom.  So  thrive  my  loul. 

Jul,  A  thoufmd  times  good-night !        [£xir, 
Rom,  a  thoufand  times  th«  woili:  to  want  thy 
light. 

Enter  Juliet  a^ain. 
Jul.  Hid  1  Honieol  biH  !  O,  for  a  faulconv't 
voice. 
To  lure  x\\\i  taflcl-gcntle  back  again  ! 
Bondage  is  hoarfe,  and  may  not  fpeak  aloud  | 
Ellc  would  1  tear  the  cave  where  Echo  lies. 
And  make  her  airy  tor.gue  more  hoarfe  than  mine» 
With  repetition  of  mv  Romeo's  name. 

Rom.  It  is  my  foul  that  calls  upon  my  name  I 
How  filvcr  fweet  found  lovers'  tongues  by  night. 
Like  fofttft  muficto  attending  ears  I 
Jul,  Romeo  I 
Rom,  Madam. — 
Jul.  At  what  o'clock  to«morrow 
Shall  I  lend  to  thee  } 

Rom,  At  the  hour  of  nine. 
Jul,  I  will  cot  fail  i  'lis  twenty  years  till  then* 
I  bare  forgot  why  I  did  call  thee  back. 

Rom 
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Rom.  Let  me  ftartd  here  till  thou  remember  it. 

Jul.  I  fhall  forger,  to  have  thee  Itill  ftancl  there, 
Rememb'ring  how  I  tove  thy  company, 

Rom.  Aud  in  ftill  ftay,  to  have  thee  itill  forget. 
Forgetting  any  other  home  but  this.        [gone  : 

Jul.  'Tis  almoft  morning,  1  would  have  thee 
And  yet  no  furtht:r  than  a  wanton's  bird  ; 
Who  lets  it  hop  a  little  from  her  hand, 
Like  a  poorpriloner  in  his  twifted  gyves, 
And  with  a  hlk.  thread  plucks  it  back  again, 
So  loving-jealous  of  his  liberty. 

Rom.  I  would  I  were  thy  bird. 

yuL  Sweet,  fo  would  I  j 
Yet  I  fhould  kill  thee  with  much  cherifbing. 
Good -night,  good-night  1   Parting  is  ftich  iwcet 

forrow, 
That  I  Ihall  fay  good-night,  till  it  be  morrow. 

Love's  Heralds. 

Love's  htralds  fljould  be  thoughts, 
Which  ten  times  fafter  glide  than  the  fun-beams, 
Driving  back  fhadows  over  lowering  hills  : 
Therefore  donimblc-pinion'd  doves  draw  Love, 
And  therefore  hath  the  wind-fwift  Cupid  wings. 
riolefit  Delights  not  lafting. 

Thefe  violent  delights  have  violent  ends. 
And  in  their  triumph  die ;   like  fire  and  powder, 
Which,  astheykifs,  confumc. 

Lo'vers  light  of  Foot. 
O,  fo  light  a  foot 
Will  ne'er  wear  out  the  everlafting  flint  ; 
Al  over  may  beftride  the  goHamers, 
That  idle  in  the  wanton  fummer  air, 
And  yet  not  fall ;  fo  light  is  vanity. 
A  Lo'vefs  Impatience. 
Gallop  apace,  you  fiery-tooted  deeds, 
To  Phoebus*  manfion,  fuch  a  waggoner 
As  Phaeton  would  whip  you  to  the  weft. 
And  bring  in  cloudy  night  immediately. 
Spread  thy  clofe  curtain,  love-performing  night ! 
That  run-aways'  eyes  may  wink  j  and  Komeo 
Leap  to  thefe  arms,  untalk'xl  of,  and  unfeen  I 
Lovers  can  fee  to  do  their  am'rous  rites 
By  their  own  beauties  :  or,  if  love  be  blind, 
It  beft  agrees  w;th  night. 

Romeo,  on  his  Banijhment. 
Rom.  Hal  banifhment  ?  be  mcrciful,fay death: 
For  exile  hath  more  terror  in  his  look 
Than  death,  much  more  :  do  not  fay  bani(hment. 

Fri.  Hence  from  Verona  art  thou  banjlhtd  ; 
Be  patient,  for  the  world  is  broad  and  wide. 

Rom.  There  is  no  world  v/ithout  Verona  walls, 
But  purgatory,  torture,  hell  itftlf. 
Hence  baniflied,  is  banifli'd  from  the  world, 
And  world's  exile  is  death  i'  then  banifhment 
Is  death  miflerm'd  :  calling  death  banifhment, 
Thoii  cutt'ft  my  head  ofiFwith  a  golden  axe, 
And  fmirft  upon  the  flroke  that  murders  me. 
Fri.  O  deadly  fm  !   O  rude  unthankiulnefs  ! 
Thyfaultour  law  calls  dcathj  but  the  kind  prince, 
Taking  thy  part,  hath  rufh'd  afide  the  law, 
Andturn'd  that  black  word  death  to  baniOituect: 
This  is  dear  mercy,  and  thou  fe«fl  it  not. 


Rom.^T'n  torture,and  not  mercy:  heaven  Ishcr* 
Where  Juliet  lives  ;  and  every  cat,  and  dog. 
And  little  moufc,  every  unwurthy  thing. 
Live  here  in  heaven,  and  may  look  on  her. 
But  Romeo  may  not.     More  validity, 
More  honourable  ftate,  more  courtfliip  lives 
In  carrion  flics,  than  Romeo  :   they  may  feize 
On  the  white  wonder  of  dear  Juliet's  hand. 
And  fteal  immortal  blefling  from  her  lips  ; 
But  Romeo  may  not,  he  is  banifhed  !        [knife, 
Hadfl  thou    no  poifon  mix'd,  no  fharp  ground 
No  fudden  mean  of  death,  though  ne'er  fo  mean^ 
But — banifhed — to  kill  me  j   banifhed  ? 
O  tViar,  the  damned  uie  that  word  in  hell ; 
Howlings  attend  it :  how  haft  thou  the  heart. 
Being  a  divine,  a  ghoflly  confelTor, 
A  fin  abfolvcr,  and  my  friend  profefl, 
To  mangle  me  with  that  word — banifhment  ? 
Fri.  Thou  fond  madman,  hear  me  but  fpeak 

a  word. 
Kern.  Ojthou  wilt  fpeak  again  of  banifhment  I 
Fri.  I'll  give  theearmour  to  keepoffthat  wordj 
Adverfity's  fweet  milk,  philofophy. 
To  comfort  thee,  though  thou  art  banifhed. 

Rom.  Yet  banifhed  ?  hang  up  philofophy  I 
Unlefs  philofophy  can  make  a  Juliet, 
Difpiant  a  town,  reverfe  a  prince's  doom. 
It  helps  not,  it  prevails  net ;  talk  no  more. 
Fri.  O  then  I  fee  that  madmen  have  no  cars. 
Ro7n^  How"  flrould  they,  when  that  wife  men 

have  no  eyes  ? 
Fri.  Let  me  difpute  with  thee  of  thy  eflate. 
"Rom.  Thou  canft  not  fpeak  of  what  thou  doi]k 
not  feel : 
Wert  thou  as  young  as  T,  Juliet  thy  love, 
An  hour  but  married,  Xybalt  murdered. 
Doting  like  me,  and  like  me  banifhed, 
Then  niight'fl  thou  fpeak,  then  might'fl    thou 

tear  thy  hair. 
And  fall  upon  the  ground,  as  I  do  now. 
Taking  the  meafurc  of  an  unmade  grave. 


Juliet's  Chafnber,  loohing  to  the  Garden, 

Enter  Romeo,  ami  Juliet  aboi>e  at  a  If'ivdozv  j  a 

Ladder  of  F opes  jit. 

Jul.  Wilt  thou  begone  ?  it  is  not  yet  near  dayi 
[t  was  th.e  n^ightingale,  and  not  the  lark. 
That  pierc'dt  he  fearful  hollow  of  thine  ear  j 
Nightly  Ihe  lings  on  yon  pomegranate- tree  ; 
Believe  me,  love,  it  was  the  nightingale. 

Rom.  It  was  the  lark,  the  herald  of  the  morn. 
No  ni^rhtingale  :  look,  love,  what  envious  llrcaki 
Do  lace  the  fevering  clouds  in  yonder  eallt 
Night's  candles  are  burnt  out,  and  jocund  day 
Stands  tiptoe  on  the  mifty  mountain  tops  j 
1  muft  be  gone  and  live,  or  flay  and  die. 

Jid.  Yon  light  is  not  day-light,  I  know  It  ; 
It  is  fome  meteor  that  the  fun  exhales, 
To  be  to  thee  this  night  a  torch -bearer, 
And  light  thee  on  thy  way  to  Mantua  : 
Therefore  flay  yet,  thou  need  ft  not  to  be  gone, 

Rom.  Let  me  be  fa'en,  let  u'.e  be  put  to  deathj 
I  am  content,  fo  thou  wilt  have  it  lo» 
I'll  fay  yon  grey  is  not  the  irorning's  eye, 
Tis  but  the  Weicflcx  of  Cynthia's  brovr  } 
Tt^     "^  '  N,r 
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Nor  that  it  IM  the  Urk»  whofr  notes  do  beat 
The  vaulty  heaven  i'o  high  above  our  heads. 
1  hare  more  cart  to  Any,  than  will  to  (;o. 
Coacdcath,  and  Mrclcomc  I   luliet  wilU  it  fe- 
llow ift't,  my  foul  ?  let*staik,  it  it  not  day. 

Jmlut*s  KtJUtititm. 
O  bid  me  leap,  raiber  than  m.nrry  Paris, 
From  offthe  battlements  of  yonder  luwcr) 
Or  walk  in  thicvilh  ways  }  or  bid  me  lurk 
Where  fcrpeotiare  j  chain  me  with  roailng  hears; 
Or  (hut  m^  nightly  in  a  chameUbouio  ;  [boncv, 
0*er  corer'd   quite  with  dead   mcu's   rattling 
With  reeky  (hanks  and  yellow  chaplcfii  iVulls ; 
And  bide  me  with  a  dead  man  in  his  (hioud — 
Thinrs  that  to  hear  them  to!d  liivc  made  me 
And!  will  do  it  without  fearordoiibt,  [tremble; 
To  live  an  unftain'd  wife  to  my  fwcct  luvc. 


JuRift  SoUloqtiy  9m  druikittg  thr  Pcuou. 
FarewcU*God  kncws  whcnwe  {\v.u\  meet  again! 
I  have  a  faint  cold  fear  thrills  thro'  my  veins. 
That  aimed  freerrs  up  the  heat  of  life  : 
I'll  call  them  back  again  to  comfort  me.—- 
Nurfe  \ — what  fliould  (he  do  here  ? 
My  difmal  fcene  I  needs  muft  a^^  ulone  : 
Come,  phial — what  if  this  mixture  do  not  work 

at  all  I 
Muft  I  of  force  be  married  to  the  County  ? 
No,  no  t  this  (hall  forbid  it — lie  tliou  there. 

iPoirtfinj^  to  a  Jogger. 
What  if  it  be  apolfon,  which  the  friar 
Subtly  hath  minifter'd,  to  have  me  dead  } 
Left  in  this  marrige  he  (hould  be  illiliutiourM, 
Becaufe  he  married  me  before  to  Rornco  ? 
I  fear  it  is ;  and  vet,  raethinks  it  (Itould  not. 
For  he  hath  ftill  l>ecn  tried  a  holy  man  : 
I  will  not  entertain  fo  bad  a  thought. — 
How  if,  when  I  am  hid  into  the  tomb, 
I  wake  before  the  time  that  Romeo 
Come  to  redeem  me  t  there's  afearful  point ! 
Shall  I  not  the«  be  ftiaed  in  the  vault,  [in, 

To  who(c  foul  mouth  no  healthldmc  air  breathes 
And  there  die  ftrangled  ere  my  Romeo  comes  ? 
Or,  If  I  live,  is  it  not  very  like 
The  horrible  conceit  of  death  ami  night, 
To|ether  with  the  terror  of  the  pUce— 
At  m  a  vault,  an  ancient  leceptnde, 
Where,  for  thefe  many  hundred  years,  the  bones 
Of  all  my  buried  anceftora  are  pack'd  j 
Where  bloody  Tybalt,  yet  but  green  in  earth, 
Lies  feft'ring  in  his  (hroud  >  where,  as  they  fay, 
At  fome  hours  in  the  night  fpiiitsrcfori — 
Alack  t  alack  1  is  it  not  like  that  I 
So  early  waking— what  with  loathfome  froells ; 
And  (hficks  like  mandrakes  torn  out  of  the  earth. 
That  living  roonaU,  hearing  them,  run  mad— 
O!  if  I  wake,  (hall  I  not  be  diftratight, 
laviraaed  with  all  thefe  hideous  fears  ? 
AvIaBdly  play  with  my  forefathers*  joints  > 
Aadplock  the  mapgled  Tybalt  from  his  fhroud  ? 
And  in  this  rage,with  fome  great  kinfmans  bone. 
As  with  a  c!nb,  dafh  out  my  defp'rate  brains  i 
O  look  I  methinks  I  fee  my  coufin's  ghoft 
Seeking  out  Ronco  that  did  fpit  his  body 


Upon  a  rapier's  point ! — Stav,  Tybalt,  day  I 
Romeo,  1  come  1  this  do  1  drink,  to  thee. 

{^Sbe  tbroix's  berjtlfon  the  bid. 


Joy  and  Mirth  turned  to  their  Contraries, 
All  things  that  we  ordained  feftival, 
Turn  from  their  office  to  black  funeral  j 
Our  inrtruments,   to  melancholy  bells  ; 
Our  wedding  cheer,  to  a  fad  burial  feaft  j 
Our  folemn  hymns  to  fullen  dirges  change  : 
Our  bpidal  flovv'rs  ferve  for  a  buried  corfe, 
And  all  things  change  them  to  ths  contrary. 

Romeo's  Defcription  ofy    and  Difcourfe  nvitk 
the  Apothecary. 
Well,  Juliet,  I  will  lie  with  thee  to-nighf. 
Let's  fee  for  means : — O  mifchicf !  thou  art  fwift 
To  enter  in  the  thoughts  of  delperate  men  ? 
I  do  remember  an  apothecary — 
And  hereabouts  he  dwells — whom  late  I  noted 
In  tatter'd  weeds,  with  overwhelming  brows. 
Culling  of  fimples  ;  meagre  were  his  looks. 
Sharp  mifcry  had  worn  him  to  the  bones  : 
And  in  his  needy  (hopa  tortoifo  hung. 
An  alligator  ftuft,  and  other  (kins 
Of  ill-fhap'd  fiflics  ;  and  about  his  fhelvet 
A  beggarly  account  of  empty  boxes, 
Green  earthen  pots,  bladders,  and  miifty  feeds, 
Remnants  of  packthread,  and  old  cakes  of  rofes. 
Were  thinly  fcatter'd  to  make  up  a  {how. 
Noting  this  j>€nury,  to  myfclf  1  faid— 
And  if  a  man  did  need  a  poifon  now, 
Whofe  fale  is  prefent  death  in  Mantua, 
Here  lives  a  catiff  wretch  would  fell  it  him. 
O,  this  fame  thouglitdid  but  fore-run  my  need  j 
And  this  fame  needy  man  mud  fell  it  me. 
As  I  remember,  this  fliould  be  the  houfe  : 
Being  holy-day,  the  bca:gar's  (hop  is  flivjt. 
What,  ho!  apothecary) 

Enter  Apothecary, 
Ap.  Who  calls  fo  loud  ?  [poor  ; 

Rom.   Come  hither,  man — I  fee  that  thou  art 
Hold,  there  is  forty  ducats  :  let  me  have 
A  dram  of  poifon  ;  fuch  foon-fpeevling  geer. 
As  will  difperfe  itfelf  through  all  the  veins. 
That  the  life-weary  taker  may  fall  dead  j 
And  that  the  trunk  may  be  difcharg'd  of  brcati 
As  violently,  as  hafty  powder  fir'd 
Doth  hurry  from  the  fatal  cannon's  womb. 


Is  death  to  any  he  that  utters  ihem.  [law 

Rom.  Art  thou  fobarc.andfullofwretchedncfs. 
And  fear'jl  to  die  ?  famine  is  in  thy  cheeks  ) 
Need  and  oppi  effion  ttarveth  in  thy  eyes  j 
Upon  thy  back  hangs  raggc<l  mifery  ; 
The  world  is  not  thy  fi  iend,  nor  the  world's  law, 
The  world  aft'orJs  no  law  to  make  thee  rich  ; 
Then  be  not  poor,  but  break,  it,  aud  take  this. 
Ap.  My  poverty,  but  not  my  will,  confents. 
Rom.  I  pay  thy  poverty,  and  not  thy  will, 
Ap,  Put  this  in  any  liquid  thing  you  will. 
And  drink  it  off  i  and,  if  you  had  the  ftrength 
Of  ttventv  men,  it  would  difpatch  you  llraight. 
Rfim.  There  is  thy  gold  \  worfe  poifon  to  men's 
A)ul$, 
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Doing  more  murders  in  this  loathfomc  world 
Than   theie   poor  compounds  that  thou  mayft 

not  Icll : 
I  fell  thee  poifon,  thou  haft  fold  me  none  . 

Farewel  j  buy  food,  and  get  thylelf  in  flcfh, 

Komeo  mid  Paris, 
Par.  Stop  thy  \mhallo\v'd  toil,  vile  Montaguej 
Can  vengeance  be  purfu'd  further  than  death  ? 
Condemned  villain  ]  I  do  apprehend  thee : 
Obey,  and  go  with  mc,  for  thou  mud  die. 
Rom.    I  muft   indeed  \  and  therefore  came  I 
hither. 
Good  gentle  youth,  tempt  not  a  defp'rate  man ; 
Fly  hence  and  leave  me — think  \ipon  thefe  gone  5 
Let  them  affright  thee.     1  befecch  thee,  youth, 
Heap  not  another  fm  upon  my  head. 
By  urging  me  to  fury.     G,  be  gone  ! 
By  heaven,  I  love  thee  better  than  myfelf  j 
For  I  come  hither  arm'd  againft  myfelf. 

Par    I  do  defy  thy  conjurations. 
And  do  attach  thee  as  a  felon  here. 

Rom.  Wilt  thou  provoke  me  ?  then  have  at 
thee,  boy.  [They  fight,  Paris  falls. 

Par.  O,  I  am  flain  !  if  thou  be  merciful, 
Open  the  tomb,  lay  me  with  Juliet.  [Dies. 

Rom.  In  faith  1  will: — let  me  perufe  this  face, 
Mercutio*8  kinfman,  noble  County  Paris  : 
What  faid  my  man,  when  my  betofled  foul 
Did  not  attend  him  as  we  rode  ?  \  think 
He  told  me,  Paris  fliould  have  married  Juliet : 
Said  he  not  fo  ?  or  did  1  dream  it  fo  ? 
Or  am  I  mad,  hearing  him  talk  of  Juliet, 
To  think  it  was  fo? — O,  give  me  thy  hand. 
One  writ  with  me  in  four  misfortune's  book  ! 

Romeo's  lajl  Speech  over  Juliet  in  the  Fault, 

O  my  love  !   my  wife  ! 
Death,  that  hath  fuck'd  the  honey  of  thy  breath, 
Hath  had  no  power  yet  upon  thy  beauty  : 
Thou  art  not  conquer'd  ;  beauty's  enfign  yet 
Is  crimfon  in  thy  lips  and  in  thy  cheeks. 
And  death's  pale  flag  is  not  advanced  there.— 
Tybalt,  lieft  thou  there  in  thy  bloody  (heet  ? 
O,  what  more  favour  can  I  do  to  thee. 
Than  with  that  hand  that  cut  thy  youth  in  twain, 
To  funder  his  that  was  thine  enemy  ? 
Forgive  me,  coufm! — Ah,  dear  Juliet  ! 
Why  art  thou  yet  fo  fair  ?  (hall  I  believe 
That  unfubftantial  death  is  amorous } 
And  that  the  lean,  abhorred  monfter  keeps 
Thee  here  in  dark  to  be  his  paramour  ? 
For  fear  of  that,  I  will  ftill  ftay  with  thee  ; 
And  never  from  this  palace  of  dim  night 
Depart  again  j  here,  here  will  I  remain. 
With  worms  that  are   thy  chambermaids — O, 
Will  I  fet  up  my  everlafting  reftj  [here 

And  f]i?.ke  the  yoke  of  inauTpicious  ftars    [laft  ! 
^  From  this  world-wearied  flefti.  Eyf  s,  look  your 
Arms,  take  your  laft  embrace  !  and  lips,  O  you 
The  doors  of  breath,  feal  with  a  righteous  kifs 
A  datelefs  bargain  to  engrolfing  death  ! — 
Come,  bitter  conduft  !  come,  unfav'ry  guide  ! 
Thou  defp'rate  pilot,  now  at  once  run  on 
The  dafhing  rocks  thy  fsa-fick,  weary  bark ! 


Here's  to  my  love  !  O  tmc  apothecary  \ 

[Drinks  the  Poifon, 
Thy  drugs  are  quick.— Thus  with  a  kifs  1  die. 

[Dies, 


§  34- 


TIMON  OF  ATHENS. 

Shakspeaks. 


Painting, 
nPHE  painting  is  almoft  the  natural  man;  [ture, 
•■■    For  fmce  difhonour  traffics  with  man's  na- 
Hc  is  but  outfide:  thefe  pcncil'd  figures  aie 
Even  fuch  as  they  give  out, 

The  Grace  of  a  Cynic  Philofopher, 

Immortal  gods  !  I  crave  no  pelf  j 
I  pray  for  no  man  but  myfelf : 
Grant  I  may  never  prove  lb  fond 
To  truft  man  on  his  oath  or  bond  5 
Or  a  harlot,  for  her  weeping  j 
Or  a  dog,  that  feems  afleeping  ; 
Or  a  keeper,  with  my  freedom; 
Or  my  friends,  if  I  ftiould  need  'em. 

Amen  !  Amen  !  fo  fall  to  't, 
Rich  men  dn,  and  I  eat  root. 

A  faithful  S^tmrd. 
So  the  gods  blefs  me. 
When  all  our  offices  have  been  oppreft      [wept 
With  riotous   feeders ;  when  our  vaults  have 
With  drunken  fpilth  of  wine,  when  every  room 
Hath  blaz'd  with  lights,  and  bray'd  with  min-   ^ 
I  have  retir'd  me  to  a  wafteful  cock,      [ftrelfyj 
And  fet  mine  eyes  at  flow. 

The  Ingratitude  of  Timon's  Friends, 
They  anfwer,  in  a  joint  and  corporate  voice. 
That  now  they  are  at  fall,  want  treafure,  cannot 
Do  what  they  would  j  are  forry — you  are  ho- 
nourable—  [not— 
But  yet  they  could    have  wilh'd — they  knov«r 
Something  hath  been  amifs — a  noble  nature 
May  catch  a  wrench — would  all  were  well — 'tis 

pity— 
And,  fo,  intending  other  ferrous  matters, 
After  diftafteful  looks,  and  thefe  hard  frafiilons, 
With  certain  half-caps,  and  cold  moving  nods, 
They  froze  me  into  filence. 

Tim.  You  gods  reward  them  ! — 
Pr'ythee,  man,  look  cheerly  :  thefe  old  fellows 
Have  their  ingratitude  in  thom  hereditary  : 
Their  blood  is  cak'd,  'tis  cold,  it  feldom  flows  ; 
'Tis  lack  of  kindly  warmth,  they  are  not  kind  j 
And  nature,  as  it  grows  again  toward  earth. 
Is  fafhion'd  for  the  journey,  dull  and  heavy. 

JgainJ}  D. 'felling. 
Your  words  have  took  fuch  pains,  as  if  they 
iabour'd  [relling 

To  bring  manflaughter  Into  form,  and  fet  quar- 
Upon  the  head  of  valour;  which,  indeed. 
Is  valour  mifbegot,  and  came  into  the  world. 
When  fe^s  and  factions  were  but  newly  born. 
He's  truly  valiant,  that  can  wifely  fuHer 
The  worfl  that  man  can  breathe,  and  make  his 
wrongs  [eaxelefsly ; 

His  outfides  3  to  wear  them,  like  his  raiment, 
Tti  And 
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AtMl  oc'er  prtfer  hit  iojuric»  to  hit  hcirt. 
To  ttnog  it  : 


''iHs  tfjthfji' 


L»t  ir.c  I 
That  . 

1 


:l  in  childrrn!  (lives, 


and  fooh, 
:n  *'^c  hcnch, 

,    1 


l:hs 

Do  t  in  your  p«icnu  cyu !  B^oik  up'.s,  hold 
Kather  than  render  back,  out  with  ><  lu  knives, 
And  cut  yctir  truAert*  throau!  Bound  icrvatits, 

Heap 
I,arffe> handed  roh^                t  —  ^ 
And  pill  by  Uw  •   * 
T.w  tii<ilrer*  i*  u' :  .-  ,..    

:>e  lin'd  crutch  trum  ihv  oki 
;t  beat  out  hirUTaiu*!  I*iety 
KU.gioQ  to  the  ^oUs,  peace,  ju  ft  ice. 


nHorsare, 
'  N  btd} 
J'  iixtcen, 
■'!> ping  lire, 
I  (1  itur, 
rriitii, 


rhood, 


Donietiic  awe,  nTphi-ilft,  and  mi 

lnftru^>: 

IXgrec  ,v^s, 

A  :Tt  irient    to 

"^         .  p      [men, 

On  AilKDi,  lipc  toi  U.ukc  !  1  hou  cold  Iciatica, 
Cripple  our  feraio:  j,  that  their  Unnbi  may  halt 
Ai  lamely  at  their  mnnncrt.  Luft  arul  liberty 
Creep  in  the  mind*  and  marrows  of  our  youth  } 
Thnt  painft  the  ftjcam  ol  virtue  thrv  may  Hrive 
And  dfown  thcmklves  in  riot  1  Itches,  blains, 
^>w  a!;  the  Aihc:>ian  bolomi}  and  tluircrop 
^"^  i  "olyj  breath  infeft  bic;i:.i  ^ 

'^  >cty,  a*  their  fii.ndfhip,  n.ay 


ilon  !  Nothing  I'll  bear  tioni  thee, 


Be  ir.tr-   _ 

But  oakalucr<,  thou  d«eftaT)le  town  I 
•   Ah 


Frocn  o   I 

6oh;»L 

filial. , 

V 

A 

NViiii  «,iiiiift 
Walks,  like  ( 


I. to  his  f/ave, 
runts 

^viihhim. 


nn  d  pOTcrty, 

lie. 


[gods 


Oh  Cold, 

V.'hat  ii  here? 

p*****'  '  <«"»n^i  precious  gold  !  N. , 

I  am  iu>  ,, .  Roots,  you  cltar  heavens! 

Thus  mt : l.ot  this witi make bUck,  while;  ioul. 

fair  J 
Wrong,  nghtj  bafe,  ooblcj  old,  young:  coward, 
vmltant.  *  ' 

Ha,  you  godtl  why  this?  what  this,  you  Kod«> 

Will  lup  your  pricAs  and   iervants  frou.  youi 
{L  "♦«"*•   p  Hows   frcro    below   their 

J  "*',  [heads: 

vv.,,K        .  cbrvakiehgion';  hlef* theacttnVdj 
Maftc  the  hotf  lei«oiy  adordj  place  thieves,       I 


And  give  them  title,  knee,  and  approbation. 
With  Icnators  on  the  bench  i  this  is  it 
That  make>  the  wappcn'd  widow  wed  a^ain ; 
She,  whom  the  rpiulhoufe  and  ulcerous  iures 
Would  call  the  gorge  at,  ihii  embalms  and  fpicM 
To  the  April  day  again.     Coir.e,  damned  tarth» 
Th^u  common  where  of  mankind, that  puu'lt  odd* 
Among  the  rout  of  nations,  I  will  make  ihee 
Do  thy  right  natuie. 

*rimon  to  Alcibiadis. 
Go  on — here's  gold — go  on  } 
Be  as  a  planetary  plaj.,uf,  when  Jove 
Will  o'er  liame  high-vic'd  city  hang  his  polfoil 
In  the  fick  air  :  let  not  thy  iCvord  Ikip  one  : 
Pity  not  honourd  age  for  his  white  btaid  j 
He  ii  an  ulurcr.    Sirike  me  the  counterfeit  ma^ 
It  IS  her  habit  only  that  is  hontft,  |tron| 

Htrfclrs  a  bawd.     Let  not  the  virgin's  clicek 
Make  (oft  thy  trenchant  fwoid  }   lor  thoie  milk 

paps. 
That  thro'  the  window-bars  bore  at  tnen's  eye^j 
Are  not  within  the  leaf  of  pity  writ  \ 
But  let  ihcm  down  horrible  traitors.     Spare  not 
the  babe,  [mercy^ 

Whofe  dimpled  fmiles  from  fools  exhault  their 
Think  it  a  baltard,  whom  the  oracle 
H.Tthdoubttully  pronounc'd  thy  throat  (hall  cut, 
AndmJnce  it  fans  remorfe.  Swear  againftobjefts^ 
Put  armour  on  thine  ears  and  on  thine  eyes. 
Whole  proof,  nor  y«;lls  of  mothers,  maids,  nor 

babes. 
Nor  fight  ol  priefts  in  holy  veftmcnts  bleeding. 
Shall  pierce  a  jot.  There's  gold  to  pay  thy  foldi- 
Make  large  confiilion  j  and,  thy  (ury  Ipent,  [erit 
Confounded  be  thylelt  I  fpeak  not,  begone. 

To  th*  Cour/ezanj. 
Confuraption  fow 
In  hollow  bonts.o(  manj  ftrikc  their  (harp  (hin». 
And  mar  men's  Ipunin^^.     Crack  the  lawyer'* 
Tltat  he  may  never  more  falfe  title  plead,   |  voice. 
Nor  found  his  quillets  (hrilly  :  huar  the  f\amen 
That  (colds  againft  the  quality  of  fltlh. 
And  not  believes  himfclt  :  down  with  the  nofe, 
Down  with  it  (lit  5  take  the  bridge  quite  away 
Of  him  that,  his  particular  to  forefce, 
Smells  from  the  gen'ral  weal ;  make  curl'd-patf 

ruffians  bald, 
And  let  the  unJcarr  d  braggarts  of  the  war 
Derive  iome  pain  (rom  you. 

Timan'j  Ripil/ons  on  the  Earth, 
That  nature,  being  fick  of  man'*  unkindnefs, 
Should  ycr  be  hjn^ry »  Common  mother,  thou, 
\N  hole  womb  unmcalurahlc,  and  infinite  breaft 
Teems,  and  feeds  all ;  whole  fclf-lame  mettle 
Whereol  thy  proud  child,  aiiogant  man,  is  pv  ft^ 
Engenders  the  black  toad,  and  adder  blue, 
The  gilded  newt,  and  eyelcfs  vcnom'd  worm, 
With  all  the  abiiorred  births  below  crilp  hea\en, 
WUereon  Hyperion's  quickening  fijcdoih  (hincji 
Vivid  him,  who  all  thy  human  Ions  doth  hate, 
Kiom  torth  thy  plentcpus  bolom,  one  poor  roct  I 
Enlear  thy  iVriile  and  conccprious  womb! 
Let  k  nu  more  brin^  out  ingratefu!  man  I 
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Go  great  with  tigers,  dragons,  wolves,  and  bears, 
Tftm  w  ith  new  nionfters,  whom  thy  upward  face 
Hath  to  the  nriarble  manfion  all  above 
Never  prelented  ! — O,  a  root — dear  thanks ! 
Dry  up  thy  marrows,  vines,  and  plough-torn  leas, 
>\  hereof  ingrateful  man,  with  liquorish  draughts, 
And  morfcls  unfluous,  greafes  his  pure  mind, 
That  from  it  ail  confideration  flips  t 

Timoti's  Difcourfe  <witb  Apemantut, 

Afem,  This  is  in  thee  a  nature  but  afFc6led  : 
A  poor  unmanly  melancholy,  fprung 
From  change  of  fortune?  Why  this  Ipade  ?  this 

place  ? 
This  (lave-like  habit  ?  and  thcfe  looks  of  care  ? 
Thy  flatt'rers  yet  wear  filk,  drink  wine,  lie  loft  j 
Hug  their  dlfeas'd  perfumes,  and  have  forgot 
That  ever  Timon  was.    Sham  t  ziot  thefe  woods, 
By  putting  on  the  cunning  of  a  carper, 
Bt  thou  a  flatt'rtr  now,  and  feek  to  thrive 
By  that  which  hath  undone  thee:  hinge  thy  knee, 
And  let  his  very  breath,  whom  thou'lt  obferve, 
Blow  off  thy  cap  ;  praife  his  moft  vicious  ftrain. 
And  call  it  excellent.    Thou  waft  told  thus  j 
Thou  gav'ft  thine  ears,  like  tapfters,  that  bid 

welcome 
To  knaves,  and  all  approachers :  'tis  moft  ju ft 
That  thou  turn  rafcal ;  hadft  thou  wealth  again, 
Rafcals  ftiould  have't.  Do  mt  alTume  my  likenefs. 
Tim.  Were  I  like  thee,  I'd  throw  away  myfelf. 
A^em.  Thou  haft  caft  away  thyfclf,  being  like 
thyfclf, 
A  madman  fo  long,  now  a  fool :  what,  think'ft 
That  the  bleak  air,  thy  boift*:rous  chamberlain, 
Will  put  thy  fliirtonwarm?  will  thefe  moift  trees, 
That  have  outiiv'd  the  eagle,  page  thy  heels. 
And  Ikip  when  thou  point'ft  out  ? — will  the  cold 

brook, 
Candied  with  Ice,  cawdle  thy  morning  tafte. 
To  cure  thy  o'er-night's  furfeit  ?  Call  the  crea- 
tures 
Whofe  naked  natures  live  in  all  thefplte 
Ofwreakfulheavenj  whofe  bare  unhoufed  trunks, 
To  the  conflifting  elements  expos'd, 
A  nfwer  m^re  nature — bid  them  flatter  thee  j 

O  !  thou  (halt  find 

Tim.  Thou  art  a  flave,whom  fortune's  tender 
arm 
With  fav6ur  never  clafp'd  ;  but  bred  a  dog. 
Hadft  thou, like  us, from  our  firft  fwath,  proceeded 
The  fweet  degrees  that  this  brief  world  affords 
To  fuch  as  may  the  paflive  drugs  of  it 
Freely  command,  thou  wouldft have  plung'd  thy- 
In  general  riot;  melted  down  thy  youth         [felf 
In  different  beds  of  luft  ;  and  never  learn'd 
The  icy  precepts  of  refpeft,  but  foUow'd 
The  fugar'd  game  before  thee.     But  myfelf. 
Who  had  the  world  as  my  confectionary,       [men 
The  mouths,  the  tongues,  the  eyes,  and  hearts  of 
At  duty,  more  than  I  could  frame  employment ; 
That  numberlefs  upon  me  ftuck,  as  leaves 
Do  on  the  oak — have  with  one  winter's  brufh 
Fell  from  their  boughs,  and  left  me  open,  bare, 
For  every  ftonn  that  bjows : — I,  to  bear  this, 


That  never  knew  but  better,  is  fome  burthen, 
Thy  nature  did  commence  in  fufferance  ;  time 
Hath  made  thee  hard  in  't.    Why  Ihouldft  thou 

hate  men  ? 
They  never  fliatter'd  thee.  What  haft  thou  given? 
If  tliou  wilt  curfc  thy  father,  that  poor  rag 
Murt  be  thy  fubjeft,  who  in  fpite  put  ftuff 
To  fome  ftie- beggar,  and  compounded  thee 
Poor  rogue  hereditary.     Hence!   begone. 
If  thou  hadft  not  been  bora  the  worft  of  mcn» 
Thou  hadft  been  a  knave,  and  flatterer. 

On  Gold. 
O  thou  fweet  king  killer,  and  dear  divorce 

\Looking  on  the  gold. 
'Twixt  natural  fon  and  fire !   thou  bright  defiler 
Of  Hymen's  pureft  bed  !   thou  valiant  Mars ! 
Thou  ever  young,  frefti,  lov'd,  and  delicate  wooer, 
Whofe  bluftidoth  thaw  the  confecrated  fnow 
That  lies  on  Dian's  lap!  thou  vifible  god, 
That  lolder'ft  clofe  impoffibilities. 
And  mak'ft  them^kifs  !  that  fpeak'ft  with  every 

tongue, 
To  every  purpofe  1  O  thou  touch  of  hearts ! 
Think,  thy  Have  man  rebels :  and  by  thy  virtue 
Set  them  into  confounding  odds,  that  bcafts 
May  have  the  world  in  empire. 


Timon  to  the  Thie'vcs, 
Why  fhould  you  want?  behold,  the  earth  hatk 
roots! 
Within  this  mile  break  forth  an  hundred  fpringsj 
The  oaks  bear  mafts,the  briers  Icailet  hips  ; 
The  bounteous  hufwlfe,  nature,  on  eachbufh 
Lays  her  full  raefs  before  you.  Want !  why  want? 
I  Thief.  We  cannot  live  on  grals,  on  berries, 
water. 
As  beafts,  and  birds,  and  fifhes, 

Tim,  Nor  on  the  beafts  themfclres,  the  birds, 
and  fifties  J 
You  mull  eat  men.  Yet  thanks,  I  muft  you  con. 
That  you  are  thieves  profeft  ;  that  you  work  not 
In  holier  (liapes  :   for  there  is  boundlefs  theft 
In  limited  profcffions.     Rafcal  thieves. 
Here'sgold:  go,fuckthe  fubtieblood  o'  thegrapc, 
Till  the  high  fever  feethe  your  blood  to  froth, 
And  fo  'fcape  hanging :  truft  not  the  phyfician  j 
His  antidotes  are  polfon,  and  he  flays 
More  than  you  rob  j  take  wealth  and  lives  to- 
gether : 
Do  villainy  ;  do,  fince  you'prof^fs  to  do  't, 
Likew'^kmen:   I'll  example  you  with  thievery. 
The  fun  's  a  thief,  and  with  his  great  attraflioa  ^ 
Robs  the  vaft  i'ea  j  the  moon  's  an  arrant  thief. 
And  her  pale  fire  flie  fnatches  from  the  fun  j 
The  fea's  a  thief,  whofe  liquid  furge  refolves 
The  moon  into  fait  tears  j  the  earth  's  a  thief. 
That  feeds  and  breeds  by  a  compoftuic  ftolen 
From  gen'ral  excrement :   each  thing  's  h  'hief. 
The  laws, your  c\iib  andwhip.in  their  roughpow'r 
Haveuncheck'd  theft.  Love  no;  your:V'v:s,uv-iy; 
Rob  one  another.  There's  moregold: « !!t  tin  -  at«f 
.ill  that  you  meet  nre  thi.-ves  :   to  Atriens,  go. 
Break  open  (hops  •,  nothing  can  you  tie:!.. 
But  thieves  do  lofc  its 
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Oh  his  hmejl  StrwarJ, 

Forgireiny  gcn'ral  »iid  rxccptlrl's  ra(hncft| 
You  ucrpctual-foVr  ijodil    I  do  pri-^claini 
On«  nonefl  r  k;e  me  not — Imt  one; 

Nc  more,  I  .  lie  it  a  ftcwanl. 

How  faiD  wuuiu  I  nive  hated  all  n\-ink:nd, 
And  thou  rcdrctn'ft  thylclf:  but  ui!,  lave  thee, 


than  wife; 


.'.h 


■■  t  more  honeft  r 

'  Jind  hrtiayinp  \-<, 

■  c  Tconcr  got  nin.rhcr  fcnrice  : 

1  -  at  fccond  mauci  k, 

tpoixncir  I.,  t  loiii't  neck. 

H'rtag  OMd  Inftinue. 
Now  breathlcfi  wiurg 
Shall  fit  and  pant  ai  your  grrat  chi'iK  cf  cafe } 
And  purfy  infolencc  (hall  break  \i\%  wind 
\VJth  fear,  aad  boniJ  flight. 


S  35.    TITUS 


AND^ONICUS. 

Shakspsarf 


Mercy, 
X1I7TLT  thou  draw  near  the  nature  of  the  godi  i 
'' '    Draw  near  them  then  in  being  mcicitul : 
iwcct  mercy  i»  nobiiity*i  true  bacigc 

Thanks,  to  men 
Of  noble  mind,  is  honourable  rocid. 


Atlnvit."  '    "  I'-r. 
The  ^rd»  chaunt  n  • .  .ry  hu(h  \ 

The  fnaVe  lies  rolled  1:      ifallnn} 

The  gre4n  leaves  quiver  with  the  cooling  wind. 
And  make  a  chequrr'd  (hadow  on  the  ground  : 
Under  their  ^^cet  (hade,  Aaron,  !ct  us  fit ; 
And— >whilft  the  hahbingechomocks  the  hounds, 
Replying;  (hriily  to  the  wcll-tunM  horns, 
As.it  a  double  hunt  were  hea:«i  at  once- 
Let  us  (it '<"•*•'.  -••>•«  maik  their  yelling  noife: 
And  aficV  ich  a%  wa*  \\\\  poj'd 

The  war  c  «nd  Dido  or.cc  cnjoy*d, 

When  wt(b  a  h*»»py  ilorm  they  wnr  furpris'd, 
Afkl  curtain'd  writh  a  counfel  kfj  mg  cave— 


A  Ring  in  a  ilari  Ptt. 
Upon  his  bloody  finger  he  doth  wtar 
A  precious  ring,  that  lightens  all  the  hole. 
Which,  like  a  taper  in  Ibme  monument. 
Doth  (hine  upon  the  dead  man's  earthy  cheeks, 
And  (hews  the  ragged  entrails  of  thi»  pit. 

Tcung  l^dy  plofing  on  a  Lute  and  finging^ 
Fair  Philomela,  (he  hut  lort  her  tongue. 
And  in  a  tedious  fampler  lew'd  her*  mind  1 
But,  lovely  niece,  that  mem  is  cut  (rem  thee  } 
A  cmftier  Tercus  hafl  thou  met  withal. 
And  he  hath  cut  thclc  pretty  fingcrboif, 
ThatcoMld  have  better  lew'd  than  Philomel. 
O,  had  the  monfter  fecn  thole  lily  hands, 
Tremble,  like  alpcn  leaves,  upon  a  hue. 
And  make  the  filkcn  ftrings  delight  to  kili  'hem  ; 
He  would  not  then  have  touch'd  them  for  his  litei 
Or  had  he  heard  the  heavenly  harmony, 
Which  thr.t  fweet  tongue  hath  made, 
He  would  have  dropi  his  knife,  and  fell  afleep, 
Ab  Cerberus  at  the  Thracian  poet's  tcct. 

A  Ladfi  Tongue  cut  out. 
O,  that  delightlul  engine  of  her  thoughts. 
That  blabb'd  them  with  inch  plcafing  eloqucnc*;. 
Is  torn  from  forth  that  pretty  hollow  cage  ; 
Where,  like  a  fwcet  mtl  alitnis  bird,  it  fung 
Swt  ct  varied  notes,  enchanting  every  ear  ! 

A  Per/on  in  De/pair  compared  to  one  on  a  Rock^  ^c. 

For  now  I  Itand  as  one  upon  a  rock, 
Environ'd  with  a  wildnerntfs  of  fca  j 
Who  marks  the  waxing  tide  grow  wave  by  wave, 
Expefling  ever  when  Jonje  envious  fnige 
Will  in  his  brinidi  bowels  iwallow  him. 


ft  ta^h  wrea' 


Our  pBinM  done,  ( 

Whily^houndt   - 
Be  unto  uiat  1 
Of  lutiaby,  to 


t.cr's  arms, 
en  (lumber  1 
,  .«i>vi  iweet melodious 

>y\%  [biids, 

/4bc  aflrcp. 


raft,  a  dark  and  melanchaU  one  defcfihed. 


A 
T 
O 

u. 
u. 

And,  w; 

They  to 
A  thoufanj  r 
Trn   ';-ufaiv 
Would  mil. 
As  any  , 
Should  i. 


;  f ,  It  IS  : 
.>rn  and  lean, 
.  .ul  miiTeltoc. 
c  f  n  ;  here  nothing  breeds 
^v\l,  rtr  latal  raven. 
wM  mr  this  abhorr'd  pit, 
.  at  dead  time  •f  the  night, 
* 'I'Jtngfnakes, 
many  urchins, 
onfufed  ciics, 

uie  fuddenly. 


'fears  compared  to  De^w  on  a  Lily, 
When  I  did  name  her  hiotijers,  then  fre(h  teats 
Stood  on  her  checks  ;  as  doth  tlie  honey-dew 
Upon  a  gathcr'd  lily  almoft  wither'd, 

Rfjlccfions  on  killing  a  Fly. 
Mar.  Alas,  my  lord,  I  have  but'kill'd  a  f!y. 
T//.But  how, if  that  fly  had  a  father  and  motherl 
H'<w  would  he  hang  his  (lender  gilded  wings, 
And  buz  lamenting  doings  in  the  air  ! 
Poor  harmlcis  fly  ! 

That  with  his  pretty  buzzing  melo  ly, 
Came  here  to  make  us  merry;  and  thou  haft  kill'd 
him  ! 

Re^venge,   . 
Lo,  by  thy  fide,  where  rape  and  murder  ftands^ 
Now  give  fomc  furance  that  ihou  ait  levcngc. 
Stab  thrm,  or  tear  them  on  thy  chariot  whttl»  \ 
And  tlien  I'll  comr,  and  be  thy  waggoner, 
And  whirl  along  with  thee  about  tlio  globe. 
Provide  thee  two  proper  paltiies,  ab  black  as  jet. 
To  hale  thy  vt-ngeiul  waggon  fwift  away. 
And  finJ  out  murderers  in  their  guilty  caves  j 
And,  when  thy  car  is  londt-n  with  their  h«'ads, 
I  will  difmount,  and  by  the  waggon  wheel 
Trot,  like  a  lervile  footman,  all  day  long ; 
Even  from  Hyperion's  rifjng  in  the  calV, 
Until  his  verj  downfall  in  the  lea. 
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^  36.    THOILUS  AND  CRESSIDA. 
Shakspkars. 

Love  in  a  hranje young  Soldier. 

CALL  here  my  varlet,  I'll  unarm  ;tgain  : 
Mhy  fliould  I  war  without  the  walls  ot  Troy, 
That  find  fuch  cruel  battle  here  vvithin  ? 
Each  Trojan,  that  is  maftcr  of  his  heart. 
Let  him  to  field  j  Troilus,  alas  !    hath  none. 


The  Gretks  a;e  ftrong  and  ikilful  to  their 
ftrength. 
Fierce  to  their  fkill  and  to  their  fiercenefs  valiant } 
But  I  am  weaker  than  a  woman's  tear, 
Tamer  than  fleep,  fonder  than  ignorance  ; 
Lefs  valiant  than  the  virgin  in  the  nigiit. 
And  ikill-lefs  as  unpraftis'd  infancy. 

O  Pandarus  !   I  tell  thee,  Pandarus 

When  I  do  tell  thee,  there  my  hopes  lledrown'd, 

Reply  not  in  how  many  fathoms  deep 

They  lie  indrench'd.     1  tell  thee,  I  am  mad 

In  Creflid's  love:  Thou  anfv/er'ft,  flie  is  fair  j 

Four'ft  in  the  open  ulcer  of  my  heart        [voice  ; 

Her  eyes,  her  hair,  her  cheek,  her   gait,  her 

Handieft  in  thy  difcourfe — O,  that  her  Imnd, 

In  whofe  comparilon  all  whites  are  ink,      ^  ^^^  ^^j^^^  ^^^^  ^^^^    ^^  ^^^^-     ^    ^^elf, 

gating  their  own  reproach}  tovvhofefoftfeuureU  j^^  ^.j^j^  .^  ^5^^        and  unmingled 

The  cygnet  s  down  is  harfh,  and  Ipu  it  ot  lenle  '  ** 

Hard  as  the  palm  of  ploughman  1  This  thou 
teirif  me, 

As  true  thou  tell'li  me,  when  I  fay  I  love  her  j 

But,  faying  thus,  inftead  of  oil  and  balm. 

Thou  lay'lt  in  every  gafti  that  iove  hath  given 

The  knife  that  made  it,  [mt 


Conduct  in  War  fuperior  to  ^Bkru 

The  ftill  and  mental  parts. 
That  do  contrive  how  many  hands  fliall  Arikc 
When  fitnefs  calls  them  on  j  and  know,  by  jiiea* 

fure 
Of  their  obfervant  toil,  the  enemies'  weight- 
Why,  this  hath  not  a  finger's  dignity  \ 
They  call  this  bed-work,  mapp'ry,  clofet  r.-ars 
So  that  the  ram,  that  batters  down  the  wall. 
For  the  great  fwing  and  rudenefs  of  his  poize. 
They  place  before  his  hand  that  made  the  engine; 
Or  thofe,  that  with  the  finenefs  of  their  i'oulft 
By  reafon  guide  his  execution, 

Ad'verjity  the  Trial  of  Man, 

Why  then,  you  princes. 

Do  you  with  cheeks  abafh'd  behold  our  works^ 
And  think  them  fliames,  which  are  indeed  nought 
Put  the  protraftive  trials  of  ^reat  Jove,        Qeliit 
To  find  perfjftive  conftancy  m  men  ? 
The  finenefs  of  which  metal  is  not  found 
In  fortune's  love  :  for  then  the  bold  and  coward. 
The  wife  and  fool,  tiie  artift  and  unread. 
The  hard  and  foft,  feem  all  affin'd  and  kin: 
But,  in  the  wind  and  tempeft  of  her  frown, 
Diftinftion,  with  a  broad  and  pow'rfulfan. 
Puffing  at  all,  winnows  the  light  away  j 


Achilles  defcribed  by  UlyJJef, 


Succefs  not  equal  to  our  Hopes, 

The  ample  propofition  that  hope  makes 
In  all  defigns  begun  on  earth  below, 
Fails  in  the  promis'd  largenefs  ;  checks  and  dif- 

afters 

Grow  in  the  veins  of  anions  higheft  rear'd  j 
As  knots,  by  the  conflux  of  meeting  fap, 
Infc(S\  the  Ibund  pine,  and  divert  his  grain 
Tortive  and  errant  from  his  courfe  of  growth. 

On  Degree, 

Take  but  degree  away,  untune  that  firing, 
And,  hark,  what  difcord  follows!  each  thing  meets 
In  mere  oppugnancy.     The  bounded  waters 
Should  lift  their  bofoms  higher  than  the  Ihores, 
And  make  a  fop  of  all  this  Iblid  globe  : 
Strength  fhould  be  lord  of  imbecility, 
And  the  rude  fcjn  Ihould  ftrike  his  father  dead  : 
Force  ihould   be  right  j  or,   rather,  right  and 

wrong 
(Between  whofe  endlefs  jar  juftlcerefides)    [too, 
should  lofe  their   names,  and    fo  (hould  jullice 
Then  every  thing  includes  itlelf  in  power. 
Power  into  will,  will  into  appetite  ; 
And  appetite,  an  unlverfal  wolf, 
So  doubly  feconded  with  will  and  power,. 
Muft  make  perforce  an  univerfal  prey, 
And  kft  cat  up  itftjlf. 


The^reat  Achilles — whom  opinion  crown* 
The  finew  and  the  fore-hand  of  our  hoft — 
Having  his  ear  full  of  his  airy  fame. 
Grows  daintyof  his  worth,  and  in  his  tent 
Lies  mocking  our  defigns  :  with  him  Patrodius, 
Upon  a  lazy  bed,  the  livelong  day 
Breaks  fcurril  jefts  j 

And  with  ridiculous  and  awkward  action 
(Which,  llanderer!  he  imitation  calls) 
He  pageants  us.  Sometime,  great  Agamemnon, 
Thy  toplefs  deputation  he  puts  on  j 
And,  like  a  ftrutting  player — whole  conceit 
Lies  in  his  hamftring,  and  doth  think  it  rich 
To  hear  the  wooden  dialogue  and  found 
'Twixt  his  ftretch'd  footing  and  the  fcafFoldage, 
Such  to  be  pitied  and  o'crwrefted  feeming 
He  afts  thy  greatnefs  in :  and  when  he  fptaks, 
'Tis  like  a  chime  a  mending:  with  terms  unfquar'd* 
Which,  from  the  tongue  of  roaringTyphondropt|^ 
Would  feem  hyperboles.    At  this  fufty  ftuff. 
The  large  Achilles,  on  his  preft  bed  lolling. 
From  his  deep  cheft  laughs  out  a  loud  applaufc  | 
Cries — "  Excellent !  'tis  Agamtmnoh  juit  I 
Now  play  me  Ncftor — hem,  and  ftroke  thy  beard, 
As  he,  being  dreft  to  fome  oration." 
That's  done — as  near  as  the  extremeft  ends 
Of  parallels  ;  as  like  as  Vulcan  and  his  wife  : 
Yet  good  Achilles  ftill  cries—"  Excellent » 
'Tis  Neftor  right  ?  Now  play  him  me,  Patroclus, 
Arming  to  anfwer  in  a  night-alarm," 
And  then,  forfooth,  the  faint  defef^s  of  age 
Muft  be  the  fcene  of  mirth  ;  to  cough  and  Ipit, 
And,  with  a  palfy  fumbling  on  his  gorget, 
Shake  in  and  out  the  rivet ;— rand  at  this  fport 
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ELEGANT  EXTRACTS, 


Book  III. 


SirV«lo«4K«;  erirt— **Ol  osough,  Patrodus, 
OrgivtaMriUof  ftcci  I  I  (hali  l\An  all 
Is  pl^urc  of  ray  Tplccn."  And,  in  this  faflilon 
AlTour  »biliil«i,  gifu,  nature*,  Hupcs, 
S«^cnU  «nd  jicnrraU  of  grtcccx  ut, 
^chkTtmcr   '  .       '     S  preventions, 

KMitmcct  .|)ctc!i  for  truce, 

Succefior  1.=.,  *•    -  "  -  ••  not,  urvis 
A%  ftttif  for  ibele  two  to  mtkepaiailoxcs. 

1  alkt  »*>•*  J  might  weaken  reverence, 
And  bid  the  cheek  be  readv  with  a  blufll 
Modeft  at  morning,  when  die  coldly  cyck 
Xht  yuutbful  Phcebui. 

Dm&t. 
The  wound  of  peace  is  Aircty, 
%wntf  (tout  i  bttt  modcA  doubt  is  call'd 
The  beacoo  of  the  wife,  the  tent  tlut  I'carches 
To  the  bouom  of  the  wurft. 

PUafttrriind  Rewugc. 
Pleafure,  and  revenge, 
HaTe  c«r«  more  deaf  than  adders  to  the  voict 
Of  any  true  dccKioo. 

lU  SubtUij  ofUlylfeSt  aud  SiupiJity  ofAjax, 
^ax,  I  do  bate  a  proud  man,   zi  I  hate  the 

engendering  of  toadi. 
iftJI.  Yet  he  It^vc*  himfelf :  ialt  not  ftrangc? 
Vhf.  Achille*  will  not  to  the  field  to-morrow. 
ifra.  What's  hit  excufc? 
Vljf,  He  duth  rely  on  none  \ 
Bat  cartics  on  the  dream  of  hit  dirpofe,* 
Without  obfcrvancc  or  refpe^  of  any 
In  wiU  peculiar,  and  in  feU-admiHiun, 

Aga.  Why  will  he  not,  upon  our  t.^lr  rcqueft, 
t/ntcnt  h't«  pcrfon,  and  (hare  the  air  with  us  ? 
Uijf.  Thing*  fmall  aa  nothing,  for  rcqueft's 
fake  only,  [nefs; 

Be  quket  important)  po^Teft  he  it  vrith  great- 
And  fpeaka  not  to  himiclf,  but  with  a  pride 
*fl»at  ouarrclt  at  filf.breatht  in\;«i;lnM  worth 
floUit  to  hit  blood fuch  fwolnand  hot  dilcourfe, 
71»ai  'twiit  hit  mental  »r.d  hi*  a^ivv  p:\its, 
XmgdomM  Achil'.-  ulion  »..  :ts. 

And  batt<ridown 
l^e  it  fo  plaguy  pioiiu 
Cv 


>v. 


..at  (houi<i  I  lay  ? 
tnai  lite  death  tokens  of 
No  Kcovery."  [it 

♦1.   Ltt  AJAX  go  tohim. — 

<  you,  and  \  his  tent; 

iiolds  you  V  .1  be  led, 

.  .     ,  ic:^  altfle  lj..;.i  ;.;;.. :.;t. 
.    ('   A^  :ir,crT.n'  n,   let  it  not  be  fo  ! 
It  couifxiatc  the  ftrj>»  that  Aj*x  make*, 
iico  they   go  from  Achilles:  Otall  the  proud 
lord 
Thatbanca  hit  arrogance  with  hit  own  Team, 
And  nctcr  fuffcrs  mntcr  of  the  world 
Enter  hi*  the  luth  at  do  revolve 

And  ruminar  ..i!!  he  be  worftiipp'd 

Of  that  wc  hoia  an  vw^  •  t? 

No,  this  thrice  worthy  ,  lant  lord 

MutI  no*  fo  ftale  hi«  palrr,,  ,.       .  .  v^iiir'd  j 
Nor,  by  my  will,  aiTnbiugate  his  merit,      [let 
As  amj^ly  tiUtd  as  Achilla  is,  by  going  io^'\clul 


That  were  to  enlard  his  fat-already  pride, 
And  add  more  coals  to  Cancer,  when  he  burni 
With  entertaining  great  Hyperion. 
This  loj-d  go  to  him  !   Jupiter  forbid  ! 
And  fay  in  thunder  "  Achilles,  go  to  him." 
Nfji,  O,  this  is  well  \  he  rubs  the  vein  of  hitn* 

Dio.  And  how  his  filcncc  drink*  up  this  an- 
plaufe !  Afuic, 

Ajax,  if  I  go  to  him  with  my  armed  fift 
rU  pafh  him  o'er  the  face. 
Jga,  O  no,  you  (hall  not  go. 
JJax.  An  he  be  proud  with  me,  I'll  phecfc  hit 

pride:  let  me  go  to  him. 
Uljf.  Not  for  the  worth  that  hangs  upon  our 

quarrel. 
Ajax.  A  paltry,  infolcnt  fellow  ! 
Neft.  How  he  defcribes  himfelf  I  [AJUe, 

Ajax.  Can  he  not  be  fociablc  ? 
UJjrf.  The  raven  chides  blacknefs.         [A/idf. 
Ajax.  I'll  let  his  humours  blood. 
Aga.  He'll  be  the  phyfician  that  fliould  be  th« 
patient.  ZA/iJe^ 

Ajax.  An  all  men  were  o'  my  mind — 
U/yf.  Wit  would  be  out  of  faihion.      [A^e, 
Ajax.  He  fliould  not  bear  it  fo  j 
He  (hould  eat  fwords  firft  :  (hall  pride  carry  it  ? 
NejJ.  An  't  would,  you'd  carry  half.     lA^^le, 
Uljf.  He  would  have  ten  (hares.  {A/hie, 

Ajax.  I  will  knead  him,  I'll  make  him  lupple. 
Nefi.  He  is  not  yet  through  warm  j  force  him 
With  praifts  ;  pour  in  j  his  ambition's  dry, 

iA/Ue, 
L^/.Mylord,  you  feed  too  much  on  thi*  dillike. 
mj}'.  Our  noble  general,  do  not  do  fo. 
Dio.  You   muft    prepare  to  fight     without 

Achilles. 
Ulyf.  Why,  'tis  this  naming  of  him  does  hini 
Here  is  a  man — but  'tis  before  his  face —  [harm. 
I  will  be  filent. 

l^cji.  Wherefore  fliould  you  fof 
He  is  not  emulous,  as  Achilles  is. 

Ulyf,  Know  the  whole  world,  he  is  as  valiant. 
Ajax.  A  whorefon   dog  I   that   fhall   paulter 
thus  with  us  ! 
Would  he  were  a  Trojan  I 

i^ej}.  What  a  vice  were  it  in  Ajax  now— » 
Vlyf.  If  he  were  proud  ? 
Dio.  Or  covetous  of  praife  ? 
Ulyf.  Ay,  or  furly  borne  ? 
Dio.  Or  Ihange,  or  felf-affcaed  ? 
Ulyf.  Thank  the   heavens,  lord,  thou  art  of 
fweet  compofure  j 
Praife  him  that  got  thee,  (he  that  gave  thee  fucki 
Fam'd  be  thy  tutor,  and  thy  part!>  of  nature 
Thrice  fam'd  beyoud,  beyond  all  erudition  j 
But  he  that  difciplin'd  thy  arms  to  fight. 
Let  Mars  divide  eternity  in  twain, 
And  give  him  half:  and  for  thy  vigour. 
Bull-bearing  Milohis  addition  yield 
To  fincwy  Ajax.  I  will  not  praife  thy  wifdowi,, 
Which,  like  a  bourn,  a  pale,  a  fhore,  confines 
Thy  fpacious  and  dilated  parts  :   here's  Ncltor, 
Inlhuv^etl  by  the  antiquary  times — 
He  mull,  he  is,  hecanin)t  but  bg  wife: 
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But  pirdon,  father  Ncftor  j  were  your  days, 
As  p^rceii  as  Ajax,  and  your  brain  fo  leinper'd, 
Y-'i  liiuuld  not  have  the.eminence  of  hiai, 
JJiit     e  as  Ajax. 

^jax.  Shall  I  call  you  father  ? 

Ufyf.   Ay,  my  good  ion. 

Vio.  Be  lul'd  by  l»irn,  lord  Ajax.     [Achilles 

UI)'f,  There  is  no   tarrying  here  j  the   hart 
Keeps  thicket  :  plcafe  it  our  great  gent  ral 
To  call  together  all  his  ftate  of  war  j     [friends, 
Frefli    kings  are   come   to  Troy :    to-morrow. 
We  n)iilt  with  all  our  main  of  pow'r  ftar.d  faft, 
And  here's  a  lord  j  ?ome  knights  from  eaft  to 

weft, 
And  cull  their  fiow'r,  Ajax  (hall  cope  the  beft. 

Agi7.  Go  we  to  council.  Let  Achilles  fleep  : 


Upbraid  my  falfehood  !  when  they  have  faid — n» 
As  ail-,  as  water,  wind,  or  fandy  earth,       [fallb 
As  fox  to  lamb,  as  wolf  to  heifer's  calf,        • 
Pard  to  the  hind,  or  ftcp-dame  to  her  fon — 
Yea,  let  them  fay,  to  ftick  the  heart  of  fall'ehoo4. 
As  falfe  as  CrelTid'. 

PrUe  cures  Pride. 
Pride  hath  no  other  glafs 
To  fliew  itfelf,  but  pride  :   for  fupple  knees 
Feed  arrogance,  and  are  the  proud  man's  fee*, 

Greatnefs  con  tempi  ible  'when  it  declines. 
'Tis  certam,   greatnefs,   once  fallen  out  wltU 
fortune,  |]i«, 

Muft  fall  out  with  men  too:  what  the  declined 
He  fliall  as  foon  read  in  the  eyes  of  others. 


J-ight  boats  I'ail  fwift,  the'  greater  hulks  draw  j  As  feel  in  his  own  faM:  for  men,  like  butterflies, 
deep.  [^Exeunt.    Shew  not  their  mealy  wings  but  to  the  fummer : 


An  exfe^ing  Lo'ver. 
No,  Pandarus  :   I  lla'.k  about  her  door, 
Xike  a  ftrange  foul  upon  the  Stygian  banks 
Staying  for  wattage.     O,  be  thou  my  Charon, 
^nd  give  me  fwift  tranfpcrtance  to  thofc  fields, 
Whi.re  J  may  \vaJlow  in  the  lily  beds 
Propos'd  for  the  dcferver  1  O  gentle  Pandarus, 
From  Cupid's  fliouldersplufk  his  painted  wings, 
And  tly  with  me  to  CreflTi^'  1 
I  am  giddy  i  expcflation  whirls  me  round. 
The  imaginary  relifh  is  fo  fweet 
That  it  enchants  my  i'cnfe;  what  will  It  be, 
When  that  the  wat'ry  palate  taftes  indeed 
Love's  thrice  reputed  neftar  ?  Death,  I  fear  me. 
Swooning  deftruflion  \  or  feme  joy  too  fine, 
Too  fubtle  potent,  and  too  (liarp  in  fweetncfs. 
For  the  capacity  of  my  ruder  powers  j 
\  tear  it  much  j  and  1  do  fear  befides 
That  I  (hall  loofe  dilfinftion  in  my  joys; 
As  doth  a  battle,  when  they  charge  on  heaps 
The  enemy  flying.       '  -  -         - 

My  heart  beats  thicker  than  a  fev'rous  pulfe  j 
And  all  my  powers  do  their  beftowing  lofe, 
JLike  vafTalage  at  unawares  encount'riiig 
The  eye  of  majefty. 

^  Coijfiancy  in  Love  protejjed. 

Troilus.  True  fwains  in  Love  fhall  in  the  world 
to  come  [rhymes. 

Approve  their  truths  by  Troilus ;  when  their 
Fuilofproteft,  of  oath,  and  big  compare. 
Want  inniles  :   trtjth  tried  with  iteration— - 
As  true  as  fteel,  as  plantage  to  the  moon. 
As  fun  to  day,  as  turtle  to  her  mate. 
As  iron  to  adamant,  as  earth  to  the  centre- 
Yet,  alter  all  compariibns  of  truth. 
As  truth's  authentic  author  to  be  cited, 
A^  true  as  Troilus,  ihall  crown  up  the  vcrfe. 
And  fanftify  the  numbers. 

Cref.  Prophet  may  you  be  ! 
?f  I  be  falfe,  or  Iwerve  a  hair  from  truth. 
When  time  is  old  and.h^th  forgot  itfelf, 
"'^hen  water-drops  have  worn  the  ftones  of  Troy, 
And  blind  oblivion  fwallow'd  cities  up. 
And  mighty  ftatcs  charaderlefs  are  grated 
To  dufty  nothing  j  yet  let  memory, 
From  falfe  to  f4jt,  among  falfe  maids  in  loye, 


And  not  a  man,  for  being  fimply  man,  [nours 
Hath  any  honour  j  but  honour  for  thole  ho- 
That  are  without  him,  as  place,  riches,  and  fa- 
Prizes  of  accident  as  oft  as  merit ;  [vour. 
Which,     when    they   fall,    as   being    flippeiy 

ftanders. 
The  love  that  lean'd  on  them  is  flippery  too. 
Do  one  pluck  down  another,  and  together 
Die  in  the  fall. 

Honour :    continued  A^s  neceffary  to  freferve  iU 
Ltijire. 
Time  hath,  my  lord,  a  wallet  at  his  back. 
Wherein  he  purs  alms  for  oblivion, 
A  great  fizM  monfter  of  ingratitudes  :     [vour'd 
Thofe  fcraps  are  good  deeds  paft  ;  which  are  dc- 
As  faft  as  they  are  made,  forgot  as  foon 
As  done  :  perfeverance,  dear  my  lord. 
Keeps  honour  bright :  to  have  done,  is  to  hang 
Q^lte  out  of  faflucn,  like  a  rufty  mail. 
In  monumental  mockery.  Take'the  Inftant  way. 
For  honour  travels  in  a  ftraight  fo  narrow. 
Where  one  but  goes  abreaft  t  keep  then  the  pathj 
For  emulation  hath  a  thouiand  fons. 
That  one  by  one  purfue  ;  If  you  give  way. 
Or  hedge  afule  from  the  direft  forthright. 
Like  to  an  enter'd  tide  they  all  ruih  by. 
And  leave  you  hindmoft — 
Or,  like  a  gallant  horfe  fall'n  In  firft  rank. 
Lie  there  for  pavement  to  the  abjeft  rear, 
O'cr-run  and  trampled  on  s    then  what  they  d* 

in  prefent, 
Tho'  lefs  than  yours  in  paft,  muft  o'ertop  yours. 
For  time  is  like  a  faftiionable  hoft,  [hand : 

That   {lightly  ftiakes  his  parting  gueft  by  the 
And  with  his  arms  outftretch'd,  as  he  would  fly, 
Grafps  in  the  comer  :  welcome  ever  fmlles,[feek 
And  farewel  goes  out  fighlng.    O,  let  not  virtue 
Remuneration  for  the  thing  it  was  ;  for  beauty. 
High  birth,  vigor  of  bone,  defert  in  fervice,  [wit. 
Love,  friendflup,  charity,  are  fuojeits  all 
To  envious  and  calumniating  time. 
One  touch  of  nature  makes  the  whole  world  kin— 
That  all  with  one  confent  praife  new-born  gawd« 
Tho'  they  are  made  and  moulded  things  of  paft  | 
And  give  to  duft,  that  is  a  little  gilt. 
More  laud  than  guilt  o'er  dutted. 
The  prefent  eye  praiffs  the  prefent  objeft. 
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Siwct,  roulb  yooHclfj  and  the  weak,  wanton 
Cupkl 
WtaSi  from  your  neck  ualoo(e  his  an/rous  fold, 
Aadt  like  a  dcw-diop  from  the  lion  :>  mane* 
Be  Ihook  to  air. 

L»vert  jmrtu^  in  tb*  Morning. 

TrtiL  O  Creiftdal  but  that  the  buiy  day, 

Wak'd  by  the  lark,  has  rous'd  tnc  i  ibald  crows, 

And  dreamins  night  will  hide  our  joys  no  longer, 

]  would  not  from  thee. 

Cre/.  Night  hath  been  too  brief. 
Tr9d*    BrOiTtvr  the  witch  I    with  venomout 
Mights  (he  ftays, 
At  tedtoufly  at  hell }  but  flies  t1ir  grafps  of  love 
IVUkwiogtiiiorc  momentary  I'wiit  than  thought. 

Lo'vtrs  Farciod. 
InWinotit  time  now,  with  a  rol>bcr's  hafte, 
Qtx  '.  thievery  up,  he  knows  not  how  : 

Ai  '  <  cLs^s  be  Aars  in  luavcn, 

Vit;i  ...umi  urcathandconfipnd  kiilcs  to  them, 
lie  tumblcft  up  into  a  loolc  adi  u  ; 
And  fcanik  us  \«ith  a  finglc  famifliM  kifs, 
Pliaftcd  with  the  fait  oi  broken  tears. 

TfvUus's  Char  ad er  of  the  Grecian  Youths, 
The  Grecian  youths  are  full  ot  qn;»lity, 
They're  loving,  well   coroposd,  with  giftt  of 

nature  flowing. 
And  fwcUing  o'er  with  arts  and  exci  cife  y 
■ow  nofelty  may  move,  and  ^a\\.%  with  perfon, 
Alas  !  a  kind  of  godly  jealouiy 
(Which,  I  hefcech  you,  call  a  virtuout  fin) 
Makct  me  aicard. 

A  Trumpeter. 
Now  crack  thv  lungi,  and  fplit  thy  brazen 
Blow,  villain,  till  thy  fphercd  bias  cheek  [pipe  : 
Ootfwell  the  cholic  of  puft  Atiuilon  :  [blood  ; 
Come,  ftretch  thy  chcft,  and  let  thy  eyes  pour 
Tbott  blow'ft  for  Heaor. 

Dlemdes's  Manner  qf  If 'ailing, 
'Tis  he,  I  ken  the  manner  ot  his  gait  { 
He  rifes  on  the  toct  that  fpirit  of  his 
In  afpiration  lifts  him  from  the  cai  th. 

Defcription  ofCreJfuh. 
There's  language  in  her  eye,  lu  r  cheek,  her  lip, 
p.  ay,  her  foot  (peaks  \  her  wanton  fpirit  looks  out 
At  every  joint  and  motive  of  her  body. 
O  thcfc  encounterers,  fo  glib  of  tongue, 
That  give  a  coafting  welcome  ere  it  comes, 
And  wide  uaclafp  the  ublcs  of  their  thought* 


To  every  ticklifli  reader  ?  fet  them  down 
For  fluttifh  rpoils  of  opportunity. 
And  daughters  of  the  game. 

The  Charaaer  of  Troi!us» 

The  youngeft  fon  of  Priam,  a  true  knight. 

Not  yet  mature,  yet  matchlefs :   firm  of  word  j 

Speaking  in  deeds,  and  decdlcfs  in  his  tongue  ; 

Not  foon  provok'd,  nor,  being  provok'd,   loon 

calm'd  : 
His  heart  and  hand  both  open,  and  both  free  j 
For  what  he  has,  he  gives;  what  thinks,  he  Ihtws; 
Yet  gives  he  not  till  judgment  guide  his  bounty. 
Nor  dignifies  an  impure  thought  with  breath  ; 
Manly  as  Hcftor,  but  more  dangerous  j 
For  Heflor,  in  his  blaze  of  wrath,  fubl'cribea 
To  tender  objects }  but  he,  in  heat  of  a£lioii. 
Is  more  vindicative  than  jealous  love. 
HeSIorin  Battle. 
I  have,  thou  gallant  Trojan,  fcen  thee  oft. 
Labouring  for  df  ftiny,  make  cruel  way 
Thro'  ranK s  of  Grcckilh  youths :  and  Thave  feea 

thee. 
As  hot  as  Perfeus,  fpur  thy  Phrygian  fteed, 
Defpifing  many  forfeits  and  fubduements, 
When  thou  haft  hung  thy  advanced  fword  i'  the 
Not  letting  it  decline  on  the  dtclin'd  ;  [air. 

That  I  have  faid  to  fome  my  ftandcrs-by, 
"  Lo,  Jupiter  is  yonder,  dealing  life !" 
And  I  have  feen  the  paufe,  and  take  thy  breath, 
When  that  a  ring  ot  Greeks  have  herom'd  thee 
Like  an  Olympian  wrcftling.  [in, 

Achilles  fur'veying  He£lor. 
Tell  me,  you  heavens,  in  which  part  of  his  body 
Shall  I  deftroy  him  ?  whether  there,  there,  there  ; 
That  I  may  give  the  local  wound  a  name  ; 
And  makediftinft  the  very  breach,  whcreout 
Ileftor's  great  fpirit  flew.  Anfwer  me,  heavens  I 
Honour  more  dear  than  Life. 
Mine  honour  keeps  the  weather  of  my  fate  ; 
Life  every  man  holds  dear  j  but  the  brave  man 
Holds  honour  far  more  precious  dear  than  life. 

Fity  to  he  difcarded  in  War, 
For  the  love  of  all  the  gods 
Let's  leave  the  hermit  Pity  with  our  mother  j 
And  when  we  have  our  armours  buckled  on. 
The  venom'd  vengeance  ride  upon  our  fwordt  I 
Rajh  Voixjs. 
The  gods  are  deaf  to  hot  and  peeviih  vows  ; 
They  are  polluted  offerings  more  abhorr'd 
Than  fpotted  livers  in  the  facrifice. 
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§  37.    Sebajllan  and  Dorax.       Dryden. 

Re-enter  Dorax,  hanjing  taken  off  his   Turban^ 
and  put  on  an  European  Habit, 

Dor,  ^ow  do  you  know  me  ? 

'•'^   Seb.  Thou  fliouldft  be  Alonzo. 
Dor,  So  you  fliould  be  Sebaftian  j 
But  when  Sebaftian  ceas'd  to  be  himfelf 
I  ceas'd  to  be  Alonzo. 
Seb,  As  in  a  dream 
I  lee  thee  here,  and  fcarce  believe  mine  eyes. 

Dor.  Is  it  lb  ftrange  to  find  me  where  my  wrongs, 
And  your  inhuman  tyranny,  have  fent  me  ? 
Think  not  you  dream  :  or,  if  you  did,  my  injuries 
Shall  call  io  lond,  that  lethargy  fhould  wake ; 
And  death  Ihould  give  you  back  to  anfwer  me. 
A  thoufand  nights  have  brufli'd  their  balmy  wings 
Over  thefe  eyes  j  but  ever,  when  they  clos'd. 
Your  tyrant  image  forc'd  them  ope  again, 
And  dried  the  dews  they  brought. 
The  long  expefted  hour  is  come  at  length, 
By  manly  vengeance  to  redeem  my  fame  : 
And,  that  once  clear'd,  eternl  fleepis  welcome. 

Seb,  I  have  not  yet  forgot  I  am  a  king, 
Whofe  royal  office  is  redrefs  of  wrongs  : 
If  I  have  wrong'd  thee,  charge  me  face  to  face ; 
I  have  not  yet  forgot  I  am  a  Ibldier,  [me  ; 

Dor.  'Tis  the  firft  juftice  thou  haft  ever  done 
Then,  tho'  I  loath  this  woman's  war  of  tongue, 
Yet  (hall  my  caufe  of  vengeance  firft  be  clear : 
And,  honour,  be  thou  judge. 

Seb,  Honour  befriend  us  both. 
Beware  !   I  warn  thee  yet  to  tell  thy  griefs 
In  terms  becoming  majefty  to  hear : 
I  warn  thee  thus,  becaufe  I  know  thy  temper 
Is  infolent  and  haughty  to  fuperiors  j 
How  often  haft  thou  brav'd  my  peaceful  court, 
Fill'd  it  with  noify  brawls,  and  windy  boafts  j 
And  with  paft  fcrvice,  naufeoufly  repeated, 
Jleproach'd  even  me,  thy  prince  ! 

Dor.  And  welllmight,when  you  forgot  reward, 
The  part  of  Heaven  in  kings  :  for  punifliment 
Is  hangman's  work,  and  drudgery  for  devils. 
1  muft  and  will  reproach  thee  with  my  fervicc, 
Tyrant !   (it  irks  me  fo  to  call  my  prince) 
But  juft  relentment  and  hard  ufage  coin'd 
Th'  unwilling  word  j  and  grating  as  it  is, 
Take  it,  for  tis  thy  dae, 
Seb,  How,  tyrant ! 

Dor,  Tyrant !  [back  j 

,  Seb.  Traitor  !  that  name  thou  canft  not  echo 
That  robe  of  infamy,  that  circwmclfion 
III  hid  beneath  that  robe,  proclaim  thee  traitor  : 
And,  if  a  name 

More  foul  than  traitor  be,  'tis  renegade,     [rant. 
Dor.  If  I'm  a  traitor,  think  and  blufh,  thou  ty- 
Whofe  injuries  betray'd  me  into  treafon, 
Jtffac'd  ray  ioyalty,  unhing'd  my  faith. 


Ajid  hurried  me  from  hope*  of  heaven  to  helK 
All  thefe,  and  all  my  yet  unfinifh'd  crimes. 
When  I  ihall  rife  to  plead  before  the  faints, 
I  charge  on  tht:e  to  make  thy  damning  fure. 

.S"^^^.  Thy  old  prefumptuous  arrogance  again, 
TlTat  bred  my  firft  diflike,  and  then  my  loathing. 
Once  more  be  warn'd,  and  know  me  for  thy  king. 
Dor,  Too  well  I  know  thee,  but  for  king  no 
This  is  not  Lift)on,  nor  the  circle  this,     [more  s 
Where,  like  a  ftatue,  thou  haft  ftood  befieg'd 
By  fycophants  and  fools,  the  growth  of  courts  ^ 
Where  thy  guU'd  eyes  in  all  the  gaudy  round 
Met  nothing  but  a  lie  in  every  face; 
And  the  grofs  flattery  of  a  gaping  crowd. 
Envious  who  firft  fliould  catch  and  firft  applaud 
The  ftutF  or  royal  nonfenfe  :  when  I  fpoke. 
My  honeft  homely  words  were  carp'd  and  cen* 
For  want  of  courtly  ftyle  5  related  anions,  [fur'd 
Though  modeftly  reported,  pafsM  for  boalts : 
Secure  of  merit,  if  I  afk'd  reward,  [vaded. 

Thy  hungry  minions  thought  thair  rights  in- 
And  the  bread  fnatch'd  from  pimps  and  para- 
Henrlquez  anfwered,  with  a  ready  lie,         [fites. 
Tofave  his  king's,  the  boon  was  begg'd  before. 
iS*^^.    What  fay'ft  thou  of  Henriquez  ?  Now, 
by  Heaven, 
Thou  mov'ft  me  more  by  barely  naming  hira. 
Than  all  thy  foul  unmanner'd  fcurril  taunts. 
Dor,  And  therefore  'twas  to  gall  thee,  that  I 
namM  him. 
That  thing,  that  nothing  but  a  cringe  and  fmilej 
That  woman,  but  more  daub'd  j  or,  if  a  man. 
Corrupted  to  a  woman  ;  thy  man-miftiefs. 
Seb.  All  falfe  as  hell,  or  thou. 
Dor.  Yes  3  full  as  falfe 
As  that  I  ferv'd  thee  fifteen  hard  campaigns. 
And  pitch'd  thy  ftaudard  in  thofe  foreign  fit-Ids s 
By  mc  thy  greatnefs  grew,  thy  years  grew  with  it. 
But  thy  ingratitude  outgrew  them  both.      [firft, 
•S"^^.  I  fee  to  what  thou  tend'ft  j  but  tell  mc 
If  thofe  great  afts  were  done  alone  for  me  j 
If  love  produc'd  not  fome,  and  pride  the  reft? 

Dor.  Why y  love  does  ail  that's  noble  here  below. 
But  all  th'  advantage  of  that  love  was  thine  : 
For,  coming  fraughted  back,  in  either  hand 
With  palm  and  olive,  victory  and  peace, 
I  was  indeed  prepar'd  to  alk  my  own 
(For  Violante's  vows  were  mine  before)  ; 
Thy  malice  had  prevention,  ere  1  fpoke  j 
And  afk'd  me  Violante  for  Henriquez. 

Seb.  I  meant  thee  a  reward  of  greater  worth. 
Dor.  Where  juftice  wanted,  could  reward  be 
hop'd  ? 
Could  the  robb'd  paflTenger  expcft  a  bounty 
Frdhi  thofe  rapacious  handswhoftripp'd  him  firft. 
Seb,  He  had  my  promife,  ere  I  knew  thy  lovc. 
Dor,    My  fervices  dcferv'd  thou  fljouldft  re- 
voke iu 
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.i!l  ihy 
To  fiobte  my  Uw»,  cren  in  my  c«>it;  t,      [rice } 
Sacred  la  peace,  and  lafr  trom  all  affronts  ) 
Even  to  my  face,  xnJ  done  in  my  ctclpiie, 
lender  the  wing  of  «i»ful  iiinjedy, 
'Jo  .!.  K--  file  min  I  loT'd! 
£hr.  Mv'ri  io  the  Uce  of  heaven,  a  place  more 
facred. 
Would  I  have  ftruck  the  man«  who,  prompt  by 

powr, 
Would  leiie  my  right,  and  rob  mc  of  my  love  i 
Kuf,  for  a  blow  provok'd  by  thy  injufticc, 
"Die  hafty  produA  of  a  jiift  dclpair, 
When  he  rcfui'd  to  meet  me  in  the  field,  [own! 
That  thou  fhouldd   make  a  cowards  caule  thy 
itt.  Hedurft:  nay,  more,  dclir'd  and  bcgg*d 
with  tears 
To  meet  thy  challenge  fairly  )  'twas  tliy  fault 
T     I    V.  't  jjubllc  :  but  my  duty  tlicn 
i  :i,  on  paijLof  my  difplcaiure, 

L<,-  Alt  ;  ..it  fwords. 

D:r.  On  pain  of  infamy 
He  Ihould  havedifobey'd.  [mc: 

5/*.  The  indignity  thou  didft  wns  meant  to 
Thy  gloomy  eyes  were  caft  on  mc  w'nU  J'corn, 
i\*  wlv  ',  the  blow  was  there  intended; 

But  t!  not  dare  to  lift  thy  hands 

Agaiiiu  4ruinu(i  powcr  :  fo  was  I  iurc'd 
To  do  a  fovereign  j'.ilUcc  to  my  ft  If, 
And  fputn  thee  from  my  prefcnce. 

D«r,  Thou  haft  dar'd 
To  tell  me  what  I  durft  not  tell  myfclf : 
I  duiil  not  think  that  I  was  fpum'd,  and  live| 
And  live  to  hear  it  boafteil  to  my  lace ; 
AW  my  long  avarice  of  honour  loft, 
lleapM  lip  in  youth,  and  hoarded  up  for  ajfe ; 
Ka«  Honour's  fountain  then  fuck'd   back  the 

Arcam  f 
We  has{  and  hooting  boyi  may  drvOir,;!  pafs. 
And  gather  pebbles  from  the  naked  lord. 
Ctire  me  my  love,  my  honour  ;  y\\c  (lain  hack; 
Oive  me  revenge  while  I  have  hie.uli  to  alk  it. 

S/i>,  Now  by  this  honourM  onler  wim  lilwear, 
More  f-'-'-  -  :"  !  vv.  than  ihou.l.ir  llafltit; 
Norfti..  .f^erofking 

Be  urgV    m  thy  b<)l<l  ippeal. 

Jf  I  have  injur  d  thee,  (hat  makes  os  c(|iial : 
The  wr-B^.   if  t?nnr,  debaj'd  me  do.^n  to  thcc. 
J*-  with  ingratitude; 

l<  f  Speak. 

It  i  have  t 
If  '  '    •  .«t  imputation,  draw, 

Ar-i  ^.-^ ,  ,  ..uge  a  lie. 

Sr^.  Noj  todilprovethat  lie  I  muft  not  draw 
Be  confcioui  to  thy  worth,  aii«l  tell  thy  foul 
What  thou  haft  done  this  day  in  my  defence  i 
To  fight  thee  ?f«cr  »hi«,  what  were  it  eife 
Than  c  :itude  thou  urg'ft  ? 

That  i.:  'en  twu  ruftting  leas; 

Which  .h  other  from  afai*. 

And  IV  t. 

D»r.    I  .Hi  : 

Thou  kuow'ti  i  mcint  not  to  preferve  thy  llfcy 
"Bur  To  rctri-Vft  it,  for  my  own  revenge 
1  /••  ^  ;.ba«  ^«;  of  busour^bk  2r.alic«: 


Now  draw;  I  fliould  be  loth  to  think  thou  dar'fl 
Beware  of  fuch  another  vile  excufci  [notr 

Sflu  O,  patience,  Heaven! 
Dor,  Bowarc  of  patience  too; 
That's  a  fufpicious  word  :  it  had  been  proper, 
Heforc  thy  foot  had  fpum'd  me ;  now  'ti«  bafc  « 
Yet,  todifarm  thee  ol  thy  laft  defence, 
1  have  thy  oath  for  my  fccurity  : 
The  only  boon  I  beeg'd  was  this  fair  combat  j 
Fight,  or  be  perjur'd  nowj  that's  all  thy  choice, 
Scb»  Now  can   I  thank  thee  as  thou  would'll 
be  thank'd  t  [Draiuing, 

Never  was  vow  of  honour  better  paid, 
If  my  true  fword  but  hold,  than  this  ftiall  he. 
The  fprightly  bridegroom  on  his  wedding-night 
More  gladly  enters  not  the  lifts  of  iove. 
Why  'tis  enjoyment  to  be  fummon'd  thus. 
Go  ;  hear  my  mefTage  to  Henriqucz'  ghoft, 
And  fay  his  mafter  and  his  friend  reveng'd  him. 
Dor.  His  ghoft  !   then  is  my  hated  rival  dead  > 
Seb.  The  qiieftion  is  befide  our  prcfcnt  pur- 
Thou  feeft  me  ready;  we  delay  too  long,    [pofe. 

Dor,   A  minute  is  not  much  in  eiihcrs  life. 
When  there's  but  one  betwixt  us ;  throw  it  in 
And  give  it  him  of  us  who  is  to  fall. 
Seb,  He's  dead  :  make  hafte,  and  thou  mayft 

yet  o'crtakc  him. 
Dffr.  When  1  was  hafty ,  thou  delay'ft  me  longer. 
I  pr'ythee  let  me  hedge  one  moment  more 
Into  thy  promife  :  for  thy  lite  preferv'd, 
Be  kind  :  and  tell  me  how  that  rival  died, 
Whofe  death,  next  thine,  I  wiftiM. 
Seb,  If  it  would  pleafc  thee,  thou  ftiould  never 
know, 
But  thou,  like  jealoufy,  inquir'ft  a  truth, 
Which  found,  will  torture  thee?  he  died  in  fight* 
Fought  next  my  perfon,  as  in  concert  fought  j 
Kept  pace  for  pace,  and  blow  for  every  blow  j 
Save  when  he  heav'd  his  ftiield  in  my  defence. 
And  on  his  naked  fide  recciv'd  my  wound  i 
Then,  when  he  could  no  more,  he  fell  at  once. 
But  roll'd  his  falling  bodyciofs  their  way, 
And  made  a  bulwark  of  it  for  his  prince. 
Dor.  I  never  can  forgive  him  fuch  a  death  f 
Seb,  I  prophefied  thy  proud  foul  could  not 
bear  it. 
Now  judge  thyfcif  who  heft  dcferv'd  my  love. 
I  1  knew  you  both;  and  (durft  I  fay^  as  Heaven 
Foreknew  among  the  fhining  angel  hoft 
Who  ftio\dd  ftand  firm,  who  fall. 

Dar.  Had  he  been  tempted  lb,  fo  had  he  fall'nf 
And  fo,  had  I  been  favoured,  had  I  fto(xl. 

Seb.  What  had  been,  is  unknown ;  what  is,  ap* 
Confefs  he  juftly  was  prcferr'd  to  thee.      [pears  t 
Dor.  Had  I  been  born  with  his  it^dulgent  ftari, 
My  fortune  had  been  his,  and  his  beetj  mine. 
O,  worfe  than  hell !   what  glory  have  I  loft, 
And  what  has  he  acquir'd  by  fuch  a  death  I 
I  ftiould  have  fallen  hv  Sebaftian's  fide. 
My  corpfc  had  I)een  the  bulwark  of  my  king : 
Hij  gloi  ious  end  was  a  patch'd  work  of  late, 
111  forted  with  a  foft  effeminate  life  : 
HI  fuited  better  with  my  life  than  his 
So  to  have  died  ;  mine  had  been  of  a  piece, 
S|>ent  in  your  fenricct  dying  at  your  ieet* 
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Seb.  The  more  eflTeminate  and  foft  his  life, 
The  more  his  fame,  to  Itruggle  to  the  field, 
And  meet  his  glorious  fate:  confefs,  proud  fpirit, 
(For  1  will  have  it  from  thy  very  mouth) 
That  better  he  deferv'd  my  love  than  thou. 

Dor.  O,  whither  wouldft  thou  drive  me?  I 
mufl  grant, 
yps,  I  muft  grant,  but  with  a  fwelling  foul, 
Henriquez  iiad  your  love  with  more  defert: 
For  you  he  fought  and  died:  I  fought  againft  you: 
Through  all  the  mazes  of  the  bloody  fi«ld 
Hunted  your  facred  life  j  which  that  1  mifs'd 
Was  the  propitious  error  of  my  fate. 
Not  of  my  foul ;  my  foul 's  a  regicide. 

Seb.  Thou  might'ft  have  given  it  a  more  gentle 
name: 
Thou  mean'ft  to  kill  a  tyrant,  not  a  king. 
Speak,  didft  thou  not,  Alonzo? 

Dor.  Can  I  fpeak  ? 
Alas,  1  cannot  anfwer  to  Alonzo  t 
No,  Dorax  cannot  anfwer  to  Alonzo : 
Alonzo  was  too  kind  a  name  for  me.        [arms, 
Then,  when  I  fought  and  conquer'd  with  your 
In  that  blcft  age  I  was  the  man  you  nam'd  : 
Till  rage  and  pride  debas'd  me  into  Dorax  j 
And  lort,  like  Lucifer,  my  name  above. 

Seb.  Yet  twice  this  day  I  ow'd  my  life  to  Dorax. 

Dor.  I  fav'd  you  but  to  kill  you :  there's  my  grief. 

Sfb,  Nay  if  thou  canft  be  griev*^,  thou  canit 
repent : 
Thou  couldft  not  be  a  villain,  tho'  thou  wouldft: 
Thou  own'll  too  much  in  owning  thou  haft  err'd: 
And  I  too  little,  who  provok'd  thy  crime. 

Dor.  O,  ftop  this  headlong  torrent  of  your  good- 
It  comes  too  faft  upon  a  feeble  foul,  [nefs  ; 
Half  drown'd  In  tears  before ;  fpare  my  confufion, 
For  pity  fpare,  and  fay  not,  fir  ft  you  err'd. 
For  yet  I  have  notdar'd,  through  guilt  and  ftiame, 
To  throw  myfelf  beneath  your  royal  feet. 
Now  fpurn  this  rebel,  this  proud  renegade  ; 
*Tis  juft  you  Ihould,  nor  will  I  more  complain. 

Seb.  Indeed  thou  Ihouldft  not  afk  forgivcnefs 
firft. 
But  thou  prevent'ft  me  ftill  in  all  that 's  noble. 
Yes,  I  will  raife  thee  up  with  better  news : 
Thy  Violante"'8  heart  was  ever  thine  j 
Compell'd  to  wed,  becaufe  (he  was  my  ward, 
Her  fpul  was  abfent  vvhen  (he  gave  her  hand  : 
Nor  could  my  threats,  or  his  purfuing  court(hip, 
Effeft  the  confummation  of  his  love  : 
So  ftill  indulging  tears,  (lie  pines  for  thee, 
A  widow  and  a  maid. 

Dor.  Have  I  been  curfing  Heaven,  while  Hea- 
ven blefsM  me  ! 
1  Ihall  run  mad  with  exftafy  of  joy : 
What,  in  one  moment  to  be  reconcil'd 
To  Heaven,  and  to  my  king,  and  to  my  love : 
But  pity  is  my  friend,  and  ftops  me  (liort. 
For  my  unhappy  rival.     Poor  Henriquez  ! 

Self.  Art  thou  fo  generous  too,  to  pity  him  ? 
Nay,  then  I  was  unjult  to  love  him  better. 
Here  let  me  ever  hold  thee  in  my  arms  ; 
And  all  bur  quarrels  be  but  fuch  as  thefe, 
Who  (hail  love  beft,  and  clofeft  (ball  embrace  : 
Be  what  Heariques  was — be  my  Aionzp>. 


Dor.  What,  my  Alonfo,  faid  you?  ray  Alonzo! 
Let  my  tears  thank  you,  for  I  cannot  (peak  j 
And  it  I  could,  [mine. 

Words  were  not  made  to  vent  fuch  thoughts  as 

Seb,  Thou  canft  not  fpeak,  and  I  can  ne'er  be 
filent. 
Some  ftrange  reverfe  of  fate  muft  fure  attend 
This  vaft  profufion,  this  extravagance 
Of  Heaven  to  blc-fs  mc  thus.     'Tis  gold  fo  pure. 
It  cannot  bear  the  ftamp  without  allay. 
Be  kind,  ye  pow'rs,  and  take  biit  half  away  t 
With  eafe  the  gifts  of  fortune  I  refign  ; 
But  let  my  love  and  friend  be  ever  mine. 


§.  t?.     Antony  and  Fentidius.     DrYDEW. 
Ant.  nPHEY  tell  me  'tis  my  birth-day  j  and  I'll 

■*■        keep  it 
With  double  pomp  of  fadnefs. 
'Tis  what  the  day  deferves  vs'hich  gave  roe  breath. 
Why  was  I  rais'd  the  meteor  of  the  world. 
Hung  in  the  Ikies,  and  blazing  as  I  travell'd, 
Till  all  my  fires  were  fpent,  and  then  caft  down- 
wards 
To  be  trod  out  by  Caefar  ? 

Fent.  [4/ide.}  On  my  foul 
'Tis  mournful,  wond'rous  mournful  f 

Ant.  Count  thy  gains ; 
Now,  Antony,  wouldft  thou  be  born  for  thjs| 
Glutton  of  fortune,  thy  devouring  youth 
Haft  ftarv'd  thy  wanting  age. 

rent.  {^AJide}  How  Ibrrow  (hakes  him  I 
So  now  the  tempeft  tears  hinvup  by  th'  roots. 
And  on  the  ground  extends  the  noble  ruin. 

Ant,  [Ha'ving  thronvn  Nm/eIfdo-ivn.'\ 
Lie  there,  thou  (hadow  of  an  emperor  j 
The  place  thou  pre(reft  on  thy  mother  earth 
Is  all  thy  empire  now  :  now  it  contains  thee; 
Some  few  days  hence,  and  then  it  will  be  too  larger 
When  thou'rt  contrafled  in  thy  narrow  urn. 
Shrunk  to  a  few  cold  allies  :  then  Oflavia, 
(For  Cleopatra  will  not  live  to  fee  it) 
Oclavia  then  will  have  thee  all  her  own, 
And  bear  thee  in  her  widow'd  hand  to  CaiTar. 
Caefar  will  weep,  the  crocodile  will  weep. 
To  fee  his  rival  of  the^'univerfe 
Lie  ftill  and  peaceful  there.     I  '11  think  no  ndcre 

on  't. 
Give  me  fome  mufic  ;  look  that  it  be  fad  j 
I  '11  foothe  my  melancholy,  till  I  (well 

And  burft  nay felf  with  fighing 

'Tis  fomewhat  to  my  humour.     Stay,  I  fancy 
I'm  now  turn'd  wild,  a  commoner  of  nature 
Of  all  forfaken,  and  forfaking  all  j 
Live  in  a  (liady  foreft's  fylvan  fcene ; 
Stretch'd  at  my  length  beneath  fome  blafted  oak, 
I  lean  my  head  upon  the  mo(ry  bark, 
And  look  juft  of  a  piece  as  I  grew  from  it : 
My  uncomb'd  locks,  matted  like  mifletoe, 
Hang  o'er  my  hoary  face  j  a  murm'ring  broojj 
Runs  at  my  foot 

Fenf.  Methinks,  I  fancy 
Myfelf  there  too. 

Ant.  The  herd  come  jumping  by  me, 
Ami  fearlefs  (^u«ach  their  thirft  while  I  look  on« 

And 
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AwS  take  mc  for  tbcir  fellow.cttucn . 
tlortoftbuUna^t  more}  it  lulU  ny  thovtghts. 
JVitf.  1  maft  difturb  him }  I  can  \W.d  no  lonzer. 
[St^it^'j  before  Gm» 
Jmi,  [Stmrimgm^.]  Art  thou  Vcutidius? 
Femt.  Are  you  Antony  f 
Vm  Ukcr  wlut  I  w**,  than  yoo  to  lum 
Whm  that  I  left  yoo  l*a. 
JUtt.  I  m  tngry. 
IV«f.  So  am  I. 

Jk^,  I  ttould  be  private:  leave  me. 
fffHf.  Sir,  I  love  you, 
A-  '  d,-r  fore  will  not  leave  you. 

/ft.'.   Will  rot  leave  mc?  [I? 

Where  have  you  learnt  that  anfwfr '     Who  am 
Ffwt.  My  emperor:  the  man  I  love  next  Heaven. 
If  I  raid  more,  I  think 't  were  fcai  cc  a  fin  ; 
You  *re  all  that  H  good  end  godlike. 

Amt,  All  that '%  wretched. 
X/an  will  not  leave  me  tlicn  ? 

Flnrf.  'Twa*  too  prcfuming 
To  fay  I  would  not :  but  1  dare  not  leave  you  } 
And  'tit  unkind  in  you  to  chide  mc  hence 
So  foon,  when  I  lb  far  have  come  to  Ice  you. 

Ant.  Now  thou  haft  feen  me,  art  thou  fatisfied  ? 
For,  if  a  friend,  thou  haft  beheld  enough  j 
And,  if  a  foe,  too  much. 

tftit.  Look,  emperor,  this  is  ro  common  dew, 
1  Imvc  not  wept  thcfe  forty  years  ;  hut  now 
My  mother  come*  afrelh  into  my  eyes  j 
I  can-.iot  help  her  foftncfs. 
Amt.  By  Heaven  he  weepi,  poor  good  old  man! 
be  weeps ! 
The  big  round  drops  courfc  one  nnother  down 
Th«furrowtofhi«cherk»,    Stop 'cm,  Vcntidius, 
Or  Ihall  I  blulh  to  death  ;  they  fct  my  fhame, 
That  caus'd  'em,  full  before  me. 

r«K.  I  Ml  do  roy  heft.  [friends ; 

itftf.  Sore  there's  contagion  in  the  tears  of 
See,  I  have  caught  it  too.     Believe  me,  'tis  not 
For  my  own  griefs,  but  thine, — nay,  father— 
f^ad.  Bmperor  I 

Am.  Emperor !  why  that 's  the  f'vlc  of  viflorj'. 
Thccooqu'ring  foldicr,  red  with  uiiielt  wounds. 
Salutes  his  general  foi  but  never  more 
Shall  that  found  reach  my  ears. 
Femt,  I  warrant  you. 

Atrt.  AAium,  Allium  I  O 

#Vji/.  It  fitt  too  near  you. 
Ant.  Here,  here  it  lies ;  a  lump  of  lead  by  day  ; 
And  in  my  fliort,  diftrafled,  nightly  fhimbers, 
The  hag  that  tides  my  dream». 
t'rnt.  Out  with  it :  give  it  vent. 
Amt,  0rgc  not  my  (hame  — 
Iloft  a  battle. 

/Vt/.  So  has  Julius  done.  [thou  think*fti 

A^r.  Thou  favour'ft  me,  and  fix-ak'rt  not  half 
For  Julius  fought  it  out,  and  loft  it  fairly  { 
But  Antony— >- 
Frmt,  Nay,  ft  op  not. 
Amt,  Antony — 
(Well,  thon  xK\\t  hare  it)— fikc  a  coward  iJed, 
Fledwhilr  fought}  fled  firft,Ventidius. 

Thou  Inr.,,  me,  and  1  give  thee  leave. 

I  know  thou  cam  u  prrpar'd  lo  rail. 

fwr.X  did. 


Ant.  I  Ml  help  thee— I  have  been  a  man,  Venti- 

Kfnt.  Yes,  and  a  brave  one  j  but [dius. 

Ant.  I  kixjw  thy  meaning. 
Put  I  have  loft  my  reafon,  have  difgrac'd 
The  name  of  foldicr,  with  inglorious  eafe. 
In  the  iuW  vintage  of  my  flowing  honours 
Sate  ft  ill,  and  faw  it  preft  by  other  hands. 
Fortune  came  imiling  to  my  youth,  and  woo'd  if. 
And  purple  greatncfs  met  my  ripen'd  years. 
When  fiift  I  came  to  empire,  I  was  borne 
On  tides  of  people,  crowding  to  my  triumphs} 
The  wifti  of  nations,  and  the  willing  woild 
Received  me  as  its  pledge  of  future  peace. 
I  was  fo  great,  fo  happy,  fo  belov'd. 
Fate  could  not  ruin  me;  till  I  took  pains. 
And  work'd  agalnft  my  fortune,chidhcrfromme. 
And  turn'd  her  loofc  :  yet  ftill  ftie  cainc  again. 
My  carelcfs  days,  and  my  luxurious  nights 
At  length  have  wearied  her,  and  now  Ihe's  gone } 
Gone,  gone,  divorc'd  forever!   Help  me,  foldicr. 
To  cuffe  this  madman,  this  indaftrious  fool. 
Who  labour'd  to  be  wretched.  Pry 'thte  curfe  me. 
Fent.  No. 
Ant.  Why? 

Ftrnt.  You  arc  too  fcnfihle  already  [inR« 

Of  what  you  've  done,  too  confcious  of  your  fail- 
And  like  a  fcorplon,  whipt  by  others  firft 
To  fury,  fting  yourfelf  in  mad  revenge. 
I  would  bring  balm,  and  pour  it  in  your  wound;. 
Cure  yourdiftemper'd  mind,  and  heal  your  for- 
Ant.  1  know  thou  wouldlt.  [tune$« 

Fcnt.  I  will. 
Ant.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  t 
Fent.  You  laugh. 
Ant.  I  do,  to  fee  officious  love 
Give  cordials  to  the  dead. 

Ftnt.  You  would  be  loft  then  ! 
Ant,  I  am. 

Fent.  I  fay  you  are  not.     Try  your  fortune. 
Ant.  I  have  to  th'  utmoft.    Doft  thou  think 
me  defperate 
Without  juft  caufe  ?  No,  when  I  found  all  loft 
Beyond  repair,  I  hid  mc  trom  the  world. 
And  learnt  to  fcorn  it  here;  which  now  I  do 
So  heartily,  I  think  it  is  not  worth 
The  coft  of  keeping. 

Frnt.  Csefar  thinks  not  fo: 
He  *ll  thank  you  for  the  gift  he  could  not  take. 
You  would  be  kill'd  like  Tully,  would  you  ?  D# 
Hold  out  your  throat  to  Cxfar,  and  die  tamely. 
Ant.  No,  I  can  kill  myfelf ;  and  fo  refolve. 
Fcnt.  I  can  die  with  you  too,  when  time  fliall 
fcrve : 
Rut  fortune  calls  upon  us  now  to  live, 
To  fight,  to  conquer. 

Ant.  Sure  thou  dream'ft,  Ventidius.     [hour* 
Fent.  No,  'tis  you  dream ;  you  fleep  away  your 
Tn  defperate  floth,  mifcall'd  philofophy.    [you. 
Up,  up,  for  honour's  fakej  twelve  legions  wait 
And  long  to  call  you  chief.     By  painful  journies 
I  led  'em,  patient  both  of  heat  and  hunger, 
Down  from  the  Parthian  marches  to  the  Nile. 
'Twill  do  you  good  to  fee  their  fun-burnt  faces. 
Their  fcarrd  cheeks,  and  chopt  hands  j  there  'f 
vittuc  in  'ema 
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They  Ml  fell  thore  mangled  limbf  at  dgarer  rates 
'Than  yon  trim  bands  can  buy. 

Ar.t.  Where  Itft  you  ihem  ? 

I'tHt.  I  fay,  in  Lower  Syria. 

Ant.  Brijig  'em  hither  j 
There  may  be  lite  in  thefe. 

yint.  They  will  nor  come.  I^mis'd  aids, 

Ajit.  Why  didft  thou  mock  my  hopes  with  pro- 
To  double  my  dcfpair  ?  They're  mutinous. 

rent.  Moft  firm  and  loyal. 

Ant.  Yet  they  will  not  march 
To  fuccour  me.     O  trifler  I 

l^ent.  They  petition 
Vou  would  make  hafte  to  head  'em, 

Ant^   I  am  befieg'd.  [I  hither? 

ytnt.  There's  but  one  way  fliut  up — how  came 

Ant.  1  will  not  ftir. 

Vent.  They  would  perhaps  defir« 
A  better  reafon. 

Antk  i  have  never  us'd 
My  fokliers  to  demand  a  reafon  of 
My  aftions.     Why  did  they  refufe  to  march  ? 

yent.  They  faid  they  would  not  fight  for  Cle- 
opatra, 

^nt.  What  was  't  rhey  faid  ? 

Vent,  They  faid  they  would  not  fight  for  Cle- 
opatra. 
-Why  fliould   they  fight,  indeed,  to   make  her 
conquer,  [doms, 

And  make  you  more  a  flave  ?  to  gain  you  king- 
Which  for  a  kifs,  at  your  next  midnight  feaft, 
You'll  fell  to  her  .' — Then  Ihe  new  names   her 

jewels, 
And  calls  this  diamond  fuch  or  fuch  a  tax ; 
Each  pendant  in  her  ear  (hall  be  a  province. 

Ant.  Ventidus,  I  allow  your  tongue  free  H' 
On  all  my  other  faults  $  but  on  your  life,  [cence 
No  word  of  Cleopatra  :  flie  deferves 
More  worlds  than  I  can  lofe, 

Vent.  Behold,  you  pow'rs, 
To  whom  you  have  entrufted  human  kind  j 
See  Europe,  Afric,  Alia  put  in  balance  ; 
And  all   weigh'd   down  by  one  light  worthlefs 

woman  I 
I  think  the  gods  are  Antonies,  and  give, 
Like  prodigals,  this  nether  world  away 
To  none  but  wafteful  hands. 

Ant.  You  grow  prefumptuous. 

Fent.  I  taketheprivilegeof  plain  love  tofpeak. 

Attt*  Plain  love  1  plain  arrogance,  plain  info- 
lence  ! 
Thy  men  are  cowards ;  thoti,  an  envious  traitor ; 
Who,  under  feeming  honefty,  haft  vented 
The  burden  of  thy  rank  o'erflowing  gall. 
O,  that  thou  wert  my  equal  j  great  in  arms 
As  the  firft  Ca;far  was,  that  1  might  kill  thee 
Without  ftain  to  my  honour  I 

/f<f«/.  You  may  kill  me. 
You  have  done  more  already ;  call'd  me  traitor. 

Ant,  Art  thou  not  one  ? 

I^ent.  For  (hewing  you  yourfelf. 
Which  none elfedurfthin'e  done.  But  had  I  been 
That  name,  which  I  dudain  to  fpt'ak  again, 
I  needed  not  have  fought  your  abjeft  fortunes. 
Come  to  partake  your  fate,  to  die  with  you. 


What  hindered  me  t'have  led  my  contj'ring  eagles 
To  fill  Oiflavius' band  ?   I  could   h:ive  been 
A  traitor  then,  a  glorious,  happy  traitor, 
And  not  have  been  fo  call'd. 

Ant,  Foi;give  me,  foldier  j 
I've  been  too  palTianate. 

Vent.  You  thought  me  falfe; 
Thought  my  old  age  bctray'd  you.  Kill  me,  Sir  j 
Pray  kill  me  ;  yet  you  need  not>  your  unkind- 
Has  left  your  fword  no  work.  [ntfs 

Ant.   I  did  not  think  lb  ; 
1  I'aid  it  in  my  rage  :   pr'ythee  forgive  me. 
Why  didft  thou  tenrpt  my  anger,  by  difcovery 
Of  what  I  would  not  hear  f 

FeHt.  No  prince  but  you 
Could  merit  that  fincerity  I  us'd 
Nor  durft  another  man  have  ventnr'd  it : 
But  yoti,  ere  love  mified  your  wand'ring  eyes, 
\V*tvc  Cure  the  chief  and  be  ft  of  human  race, 
Frain'd  in  the  very  pride  and  boaft  of  nature. 

AtJt.  But  Cleopatra 

Go  on  ;  for  I  can  bear  it  now» 

Vent.  No  more. 

Ant,  Thou  dar'ft  not  truft:  my  pafTion  j  but 
thou  mayft  : 
Thou  only  lov'ft,  the  reft  have  flatter'd  me. 

Vent,  Heaven's  blefTingon  your  hearty  for  that 
kind  word. 
Miy  I  believe  you  love  me  ?  Speak  again. 

Ant.  Indeed  Ido.  Speak  this, and  this,  and  this. 
Thy  praifes  were  unjuft  j  but  I'll  deferve  'em. 
And  yet  mend  all.  Do  with  me  what  thou  wilt ; 
Lead  me  to  victory,  thou  know'ft  the  way, 

Vetit.   And,  will  you  leave  this 

Aut.  Pr'ythee  do  not  curfe  her, 
And  I  will  leave  her  ;  tho'  Heaven  knows  1  love 
Beyontl  life,  conqueft,  empire,  all  but  honour  j 
But  I  will  leave  her. 

Vent.  That's  my  royal  mafter. 
And  (hall  we  fight  ? 

Ant.  I  warrant  thee,  old  foldier  t 
Thou  (halt  behold  me  once  ?gain  in  irot: ; 
And,  at  the  head  of  our  old  troops,  that  beat 
The  Parthians,  cry  aloud.  Come,  follow  me  ! 

Vent.  0,now  I  hear  my  emperor !  In  that  word 
O^avius  fell.     Gods,  let  me  fee  that  day  j 
And,  if  I  have  ten  years  behind,  take  all ; 
I'll  thank  you  for  the  exchange. 

Ant.  O,  Cleopatra  1 

Vent.  Again  I 

Ant.  I've  done.  In  that  laft  figh  (lie  went  j 
Caefar  (hall  know  what  'tis  to  force  a  lover 
Frcm  all  he  holds  moft  dear. 

Vent,  Methinks  you  breathe 
Another  foul ;  your  looks  i\vc  more  divine  j 
You  (peak  a  hero,  and  you  move  a  god. 

Ant.  O,  thou  haft  fir'd  me!  my  foul's  vp  in 
And  mans  each  partabout  me.  Once  again  [ai  ras. 
The  noble  eai^ernefs  of  fight  has  feizd  me  ; 
That  eagernel's,  with  which  I  darred  upward 
To  Caftius'  camp.     In  vain  the  fteepy  hill 
Oppos'd  my  way  ;  in  vain  a  war  of  fpears 
Sung  round  my  head,  K'ld  planttd  all  inv  llileld; 
I  won  the  trenches,  while  my  loremoft  ni»n 
Lagg'd  ou  the  plain  below, 

U  u  Fent. 
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fat.  Ve  fodi,  ye  godi, 
j>or  fudk  aaMhrr  hoiMur  I 

jtMi.  Cooic  on,  mf  foldier  ) 
Our  heart!  •nd  aims  are  ftitl  the  famr.     I  Icng 
Once  more  to  meet  our  foes  ;  that  thou  and  I, 
J.ikt  Time  and   Death,  inaicbing   bctuic  our 

troops. 
May  tide  fate  to  'em  j  mow  *em  out  a  paUage, 
And,  ent'rtnr  %\bere  the  utmoft  fquadron^  yield, 
Begin  the  Boblc  harveil  of  the  field 
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HA !    what  rafli  thing  art  thou,  who 
fett'ft  fo  I'mall 
A  value  on  thy  life,  thus  to  prefume 
AgainA  the  faiiil  orders  I  have  given. 
Thus  to  entrench  on  Cxlar'j  I'oliludc, 
And  urge  me  to  thy  ruin  ? 

Mar.  Mighty  Cxfar, 
1  have  tranfgreis'd  i  and  for  my  pardon  bow 
To  thee,  as  to  the  godJT  when  I  ortcnd  : 
Nor  can  I  doubt  your  mercy,  when  you  know 
The  nature  of  my  crime.   I  am  comiiilflion'd 
From  all  theeailh  to  give  ihct  thanks  ai)cl  piaifes, 
Thou  darlingof  mankind!  whole  concju  ring  aims 
Alrt.idy  drown  the  glory  ol  great  Julius  j 
Whole  deeper  reach  in  laws  and  policy 
Makes  wife  Aujtuftusenvy  thee  inhtavtn  ! 
What  mean  the  Fates  by  fuch  prodigious  virtue? 
When  Icarce  the  manly  down  yet  (hadts  thy  lace, 
With  conqucd  thus  to  over-run  the  world, 
And  make  barbarians  tremble.  O  yc  gxHls ! 
Should  Ocftiny  now  end  thee  in  the  bloom, 
Rethinks  I  Ice  thee  mourn'd  above  tiic  lol% 
Of  lov'd  Germanicus  j  thy  funerals, 
Xike  his,  are  Iblannix'd  with  tean  and  blood. 

*rbt§.  How,  Nfarcian  I 

Mar.  Yes,  the  raging  multitude, 
Ifike  torrents,  fet  no  bound  to  their  mad  grief  t 
Shave  their  wives'  beads,  and  tear  oti*  their  own 

hair  i 
"Witli  v*il<l  •irfitalr  they  bring  their  inf;ints  out, 
'l'"'  r  pat  cms'  I'orrow  in  the  Ihccis : 

Ti^  :  ore,  all  courts  of  juftict  Hopt  \ 

>Vitk  iWnt^s   they   daAi   the  windows  ot   their 
templet,  [gods  \ 

Pu"    ■  •       •     •     fiouleliolJ 

Al 

•*  *  iiiin'd  J 

*''  '"try, 

*►'■•  >,'■:,■  plealure  f 

OR*»«iH,  Ocum|ucr  d  wurld,wiiercis  tl»y  glory  I" 

Ttf9.  I  know  thee  well,  iby  culWm  and  thy 
manners: 
Thou  didft  upKraid  mc:  but  no  more  of  this, 
Ho- •'•»••'•- 

■^  *  life  without  ray  honour  » 

Co.  florin  yourfelf  into  a  Gorgon, 

Or  make  that  beardlels  face  like  Jupiter's, 
2  would  be  heard  lo  fpitc  of  all  your  thunder  : 
O  PO**'r  of  guilt  I   you  fear  to  itand  the  left 
Which  Tirtut  brings:    like  loret  your   vices 

(bake 
:B«forc  tbi»  Kofom  ^f«l«r.    B^t,  by  the  gods. 


Before  I  go,  Ml  rip  the  malady. 
And  let  the  venom  flow  before  your  eyes. 
This  IS  a  debt  fo  the  great  rheodolius. 
The  grandfather  of  your  illullrious  blood  ; 
And  then  farewell  for  ever. 

7ho.  PSefuming  Marcian  ! 
What  canrt  thou  urge  againft  my  innooence  ? 
Thro'  the  whole  courfeof  all  my  harmlefs  youthi 
Ev'n  to  this  hour,  I  cannot  call  to  mind 
One  wicked  a6l  which  I  have  done  to  ftiame  me. 

Mar.  This  may  be  true  j  yet  if  you  give  the 
Ivvay 
To  other  hands,  and  your  poor  fubjefls  rufTer, 
Your  negligence  to  them  is  as  the  caufe. 
O  Tbeodofius,  credit  me,  who  know 
The  world,  and  hear  how  foldicrs  ccnfure  kings  j 
In  after  times,  if  thus  you  fliould  eo  on, 
Your  memory  by  warriors  will  be  korn'd. 
As  much  as  Nero  or  Caligula  loath'd  : 
They  will  defpile  your  floih,  and  backward  eafc. 
More  than  they  hate  the  other's  cruelty. 
And  what  a  thing,  yc  gods,  is  Icorn  or  pity  ! 
Heap  on  me.  Heaven,  the  hate  of  all  mankind  ^ 
Load  me  with  malice,  envy,  deteftation  ; 
Let  me  be  horrid  to  all  apprehenfion. 
And  the  world  fhun  me,  16  I  Icape  but  fcorn. 

Ibeo.  Pr'ythee  no  more. 

Mar,  Nay,  when  the  legions  make  compari. 
Ions, 
And  fay,  Thus  cruel  Nero  once  rtfolv'd. 
On  Galba's  inlurrcftion,  for  revenge 
To  give  all  France  as  plunder  to  the  army  j 
To  poilbn  the  whole  fenate  at  a  feaft  } 
To  burn  the  city,  turn  the  wild  beafts  out, 
Bears,  lions,  tigers,  on  the  multitude ; 
That,  foobftrufting  thole  that  quench'd  the  fire. 
He  might  at  oncedeftroy  rebellious  Rome 

Theo.  O  cruelty  I  why  tell'll  thou  mc  of  this  ? 
Am  I  of  fuch  a  barb'rous  bloody  temper  ? 

Miir.  Yet  fomc  will  lay.  This  fhcw'd  he  had 
a  Ipirit, 
However  fierce  avenging,  and  pernicious. 
That  Ihvour'd  of  a  Roman:  but  for  you. 
What  can  your  partial  fycophants  invent, 
To  make  you  room  among  the  emperors  ? 
Whole  utmoft  is  the  Imallelt  part  of  Nero ; 
A  pretty  player,  one  that  can  aft  a  hero, 
And  never  be  one.     O  ye  immortal  god»  I 
Is  this  the  old  Cxfarcan  majelty  ? 
Now  in  the  name  of  o\ir  great  RomuUis, 
Why  ling  you  not,  and  fiddle  too,  as  he  did  ? 
Why  have  you  not,  like  Nero,  a  Phonaicus  I 
One  to  take  care  of  your  celeftial  voice  * 
I-ie  on  vour  back,  my  lord,  and  on  your  ftomach 
Lay  a  thin  plate  of  lead,  ab^ain  from  fruit&  \ 
And  when  the  bufinols  of  the  ftage  is  done. 
Retire  with  your  loolc  friends  tocoftly  banquets. 
While  the  lean  army  groans  upon  the  ground. 

'Theo.  Leave  me,  I  fay,  l«ll  I  cliaftile  thee  j 
Hence,  begone,   I  fay 

Mar.  Not  till  you  have  heard  me  out. 
Build  too,  like  him,  a  palace  lin'd  with  gold. 
As  long  and  large  as  that  of  th'  Efquiline  : 
Inclofe  a  pool  too  in  it,  like  the  fea, 

Aa4  «t  lii^  fsapice'i  ««;i  le;  nuvici  meet ; 
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Adorn  your  ftarry  chambers  too  with  gems  j 
Contrive  the  plated  ceilings  to  turn  round. 
With  pipes  to  call  ambrofian  oils  upon  you  i 
Confume  with  this  prodigious  vanity, 
In  mere  perfumes  and  odorous  dillillations. 
Of  fefterces  at  once  four  hundred  millions  j 
Let  naked  virgins  wait  you  at  your  table, 
And  wanton  Cupids  dance  and  clap  their  wings. 
No  matter  what  becomes  of  the  poor  foldiers, 
So  they  perform  the  drudgery  they  are  fit  for  j 
Why  let  'cm  Itarve  for  want  of  their  arrears, 
Drop  as  they  go,  and  lie  like  dogs  in  ditches. 
Theo,  Come,  you  arc  a  traitor  ! 
Mar.  Go  to,  you  are  a  boy 

Or  by  the  gods 

*rheo.  If  arrogance  like  this. 
And  to  the  emperor's  face,  ihould  'fcapc  unpu- 
nished, 
I'll  write  myfelf  a  coward  j  die,  then,  villain, 
A  death  too  glorious  for  fo  bad  a  man. 
By  Theodocius'  hand. 

Marcian  dijarms  hinty  hut  is  ivounded. 
Mar.  Now,  Sir,  where  are  you  ? 
What,  in  the  name  of  all  our  Roman  fplrits. 
Now  charms  my  hand  from  giving  thee  thy  fate  ? 
Has  he  not  cut  me  off  from  all  my  honours  { 
Torn  my  commiflions,  fham'd  me  to  the  earth, 
Banifh'd  the  court,  a  vagabond  for  ever  ? 
Do  not  the  foldiers  hourly  alk  it  from  me  ? 
Sigh  their  own  wrongs,  and  beg  me  to  revenge 

'em  ? 
What  hinders  now,  but  that  I  mount  the  throne, 
And  make,  befidesjthis  purple  youth  my  footftool? 
The  armies  court  me :  and  my  country's  caufe. 
The  injuries  of  Rome  and  Greece,  perfuade  me, 
Shew  but  this  Roman  blood  which  he  has  drawn, 
They'll  make  me  emperor  whether  I  will  or  no  : 
Did  not,  for  lefs  than  this,  the  latter  Brutus, 
Bccaufe  he    thought  Rome  wrong'd,    in  perfon 
Againft  his  friend  a  black  confpiracy,         [head 
And  ftab  the  majefty  of  all  the  world  ? 

Theo.ASiz%yo\x  pleafe:  lam  within  your  pow'r. 
Mar.  Did  not  the  former  Brutus,  for  the  cririie 
€)t  Sextus,  drive  old  Tarquin  from  his  kingdom  ? 
And  fhall  this  prince  too,  by  permitting  others 
To  aft  their  wicked  wills,  and  lawlefs  plcalures, 
Ravilh  from  the  empire  its  dear  health, 
Well-being,  happinefs,  and  ancient  glory  ? 
Go  on  in  this  dilhonourable  reft  ? 
Shall  he,  I  fay,  dream  on,  while  the  ftarv'd  troops 
Lie  cold  and  waking  in  the  winter  camp  j 
And  like  pin'd  birds,  for  want  of  fuftenance. 
Feed  on  the  haws  and  berries  of  the  fields  ? 

0  temper,  temper  me,  ye  gracious  gods ! 
Give  to  my  hand  forbearance,  to  my  heart 

i       Its  conftant  loyalty  !  I  would  but  fhakc  him, 
.       Koufe  him  a  little  from  this  death  of  honour. 

And  {hew  him  what  he  fhould  be. 
V^heo.  You  accufe  me, 

As  if  I  were  fome  monfter  moft  unheard  of ! 

Firft,  as-  the  ruin  of  the  army  ;  then 

Of  taking  your  commiflton  x  but  by  Heaven 

1  fwear,  O  Marcian  \  this  I  never  did. 
Nor  ne'er  intended  it ;  nor  fay  I  this 
Xo  alter  thy  iter^  ufage  j  for  with  what 


Thou'ft  faid,  and  done,  and  brought  to  my  re- 
membrance, 
I  grow  already  weary  of  my  life. 

Mar,  My  lord,  I  take  your  word  :  you  do  not 
know 
The  wounds  which  rage  within  your  country *« 

bowels  } 
The  horrid  ufage  of  the  fuffering  foldier  : 
But  why  will  not  our  Theodofius  know  \ 
If  you  entruft  the  government  to  others 
Thataftthelecrimesjwhobutyourfelf'stoblamel. 
Be  witnefs,  O  ye  gods !  of  my  plain  dealings. 
Of  Marcian's  honefty,  howe'er  degraded, 
I  thank  you  for  my  banifhment :   but  alas  ! 
My  lols  is  little  to  what  foon  will  follow! 
Refleft  but  on  yourfelf  and  your  own  joys  ; 
Let  not  this  lethargy  for  ever  hold  you. 
'Twas  rumcur'd  thro'  the  city,  that  you  lovM  ; 
That  your  efpoufals  (hould  be  folemniz'd  ; 
When  on  a  ludden  here  you  fend  your  orderg 
That  this  bright  favourite,  the  lov'd  Eudofia, 
Should  lofe  her  head. 

Theo.  O  heaven  and  earth  1  What  fay'ft  thou 
That  I  have  feal'd  the  death  of  my  Eudofia  ! 
Mar.  Tis  your  own  hand  and  fignet  s  yet  I 
fwear,  , 

Tho'  you  have  given  to  female  hands  yourfway. 
And  therefore  I,  as  well  as  the  whole  army, 
For  ever  ought  to  curfe  all  womankind  ; 
Yet  when  the  virgin  came,  as  fhe  was  doom'd. 
And  on  the  fcaffold,  for  that  purpofe  rais'd 
Without  the  walls,  appear'd  before  the  army*— 
'Theo.  What ;  on  a  fcaffold  !  ha  1  before  the 

army  ? 
Mar.  How  quickly  was  the  tide  of  fury  turn'd 
To  foft  compalfion,  and  relenting  tears  ! 
But  when  the  axe 

Sever'd  the  brighteft  beauty  of  the  earth 
From  that  fair  body — had  you  heard  the  groan, 
Which,  like  a  peal  of  diftant  thunder,  ran 
Through  all  the  armed  hoft,  you  would  have 

thought. 
By  the  immediate  darknefs  that  fell  round  us. 
Whole  nature  was  concern'd  at  fuch  a  fuff' ring. 
And  all  the  gods  were  angry, 

Theo.  O  Pulcheria  ! 
Cruel,  ambitious  fifter  !  this  mud  b« 
Thy  doing.  O,  fupport  rae,  noble  Marcian ! 
Now,  now's  the  time,  if  thou  dar'ft  ftrike :  behold, 
I  offer  thee  my  breaft ;  with  my  laft  breath, 
I'll  thank  thee  too,  if  now  thou  draw'ft  my  t^od. 
Were  I  to  live,  thy  counfel  fhould  direct  m*  9 

But  *tis  too  late 

Mar.  He  faints  !  What,  hoa,  there  I  Lucius  ! 
My  lord  the  emperor  !  Eudofia  lives  j 
She's  here,  or  will  he  in  a  minute,  moment! 
Qu^ick  as  the  thought,  flie  calls  you  to  the  temple, 
O,  Lucius,  help  ? — I've  gone  too  far  j  but  fee. 
He  breathes  again. — Eudofia  has  awak'd  him, 
Theo.  Did  you  not  name  Eudolia  ? 
Mar.  Yes,  flie  lives  : 
I  did  but  feign  the  ftory  of  her  death. 
To  find  how  near  you  placM  her  to  your  heart : 
And  may  the  gods  rain  all  their  plagues  upon  me. 
If  ever  I  rebuke  you  thus  again  1 

U  u  a  Yot 


t6o 


ELEGANT  EXTRACTS, 


JI^OOK  lit 


M  liM   Icirh, 


Yet  'tU  moft  errtaln  fhat  you  r> 

Not  kaowlnr  vrhar  the  \N 

Who  Iff?  it  in  mv  hin<l  t 

B'     .  r,   J  diJ  nut  :  .  :  •< 

I'  VII  life.  O  yM\Um  me, 

X><aT  ptuit.r,  n.y  i>  •  -■";>-•—   ;  v.ilmafter: 

Droop  not  beetle  1  u-  n  v.oids, 

And  wtt  a  midfnan.  By  >  r;od« 

I  iove  fOtt  •!  my  loul :  whatever  i  i..i.., 

M?  thoughts  were  othcrwifc ;  belicvr  t  hefe  tearS| 

Wliich  do  not  v(e  to  flow :  all  fhall  h;  well. 

1  ffvcar  thai  there  arc  Iced*  in  that  I'wirct  temper, 

X"  atoreforallthe  crimrs  in  this  bail  .i-e. 

7Af9.  I  thank  thee  firft  for  my  EuJofia's  life. 
What  but  my  love  could  have  call'd  back  that  life 
Which  thou  haft  made  me  hate?  But,   O,  me- 

thought 
*Twai  hard,  dear  Marcian,  vtryhnrd,  from  thee, 
From  him  I  ever  reverenc'd  as  my.f^tlur, 
To  hear  (o  harfli  a  mclVage!  But  no  more  ; 
We  're  friends:  thyJuod.     Nay,  it  thou  wilt 

A  •■■  arms  ahont  thy  r^eck, 

}  /  love:  in  this  forgive  me. 

Firtk  let  me  vrtti  tudofia,  and  we'll  out  j 
We  will,  my  general,  and  make  amends 
For  all  that's  p.if)  i  glory  and  arms,  ye  call. 
And  Marcian  leads  mc  on  I 

Mar.  Let  her  not  reft,    then  ; 
Efpoufe  her  ftraight :   I'll  ftrikc  you  nt  a  hear. 
May  this  great  humour  get  large  growth  within 

you; 
And  he  encourag'd  by  the  embold'ninp  gods  i 

0  what  a  fight  will  this  he  to  the  A  Ulicr, 

To  fee  me  bring  you  diefi'd  in  ihininii;  armour. 
To  head  the  Oiouting  fquadions  I  O  yc  gods  I 
XSrthinkt  I  hear  the  ctholng  cries  of  jov, 
The  ibtindiot  •■ •       -  '  •^•-  ^^nr  ot  drums  ; 

1  fee  each  n  ,n  earth, 
As  if  a  go«l  I                                         ;rn; 
And  with  be                     ,  grow  far  again  t 
Nothing  but  1                   ,  and  opening  mouths, 
Checktrcd  with  juy,  and  lifted  hands  :il)oiit  you; 
Come  wiping  the  glad  tears  that  trickle  down 
Vv  ■'^  L     .    ^  Jq.,^  and  with  fobbing  r.lptures  ; 

J  1  mi  •  he's  come;  ourcmjcior's  come 

'^  world  I    Why,  is  not  this  far  better 

Than  lolhng  in  a  lady's  lap,  and  flccping, 
Paftiij^or  rrivirf:?  Come,  come,    you  (hall  be 
A  'le  is  yourtalreaiiy  :     [merry; 

^  '.Sir;  (h-fhill  be  yours. 

.father,  all  1 
-ounfcllor ! 
w.  ...I  lun  i<»i7,  .  M-  i  reft, 
c  love  me.  For,  when  thou  art  with 

I'm  ftivnjj  :ind  well ;  but  when  thou'rt  gone, 
I'm  nothing. 


%  40.    CUJI/r  and  Hoftings,         R  o  w  e  . 

^^/-  'M'Y  lord,  y'  are  well  encounter  d ;  here 

^^*^  hai  bfcn 
A  fair  petitioner  thUnioming  with  us  ; 


Believe  me,  ftie  has  won  mc  much  to  pity  her  t 

.^hs  her  gentle  nature  was  not  made 

To  buffet  with  nJverfity.     I  told  her 

How  worthily  her  caule  you  had  befriended  ; 

How  much  for  your  good  iake  wc  meant  to  do  ; 

That  you  had  fpokc,  and  all  things  fliould  be  well. 

HfijL  Your  highnels  binds  me  ever  to  your 
Icrvicc. 

GJofi,  You  know  your  fricndfhip  is  mod  po- 
tent with  us. 
And  (hares  our  power.     But  of  this  enough, 
For  we  have  other  matter  for  your  tar  ; 
The  ftatc  is  out  of  tune  :  dlftia6>ing  feirs, 
And  jealous  doubts,  jar  in  our  public  counfcls  | 
Amidft  the  wealthy  city  murmurs  rile. 
Lewd  railings,  and  reproach  on  thofe  that  rule. 
With  open  fcorn  of  government ;  hence  credit, 
And  public  truft  'twixt  man  and  man  are  broke. 
The  golden  ftreams  of  commerce  are  withheld, 
Which  fed  the  wants  of  needy  hinds  and  artifans. 
Who  therefore  cuife  the  great,  aud  threat  re- 
bellion. 

Haji.  The  refiy  knaves  are  over- run  with eafe. 
As  plenty  ever  is  the  nurfe  of  fa6tion  ; 
If  in  good  days,  like  thefe,  the  hcadftrongherJ 
Grow  madly  wanton,  and  repine,  it  is 
Bccaufe  the  reins  of  pow'r  are  held  too  flack. 
And  reverend  authority  of  late 
Has  worn  a  face  of  mercy  more  than  juftice. 

Glojl.  Bcflirew  my  heart  1  but  you  have  well 
divin'd 
The  fource  of  thefe  diforders.    Who  can  wonder 
If  riot  and  mifrule  o'crturn  the  realm. 
When  the  crown  fits  upon  a  baby  brow  ? 
Plainly  to  ^cak — hence  comes  the  gen'ral  cry. 
And  fum  of  all  complaint :  'twill   ne'er  be  well 
With  England  (thus  they  talk)  while  childrcrj 
govern.  [of  that  ? 

Hajl,  'Tis  true  the  king  is  young;   but  what 
Wc  feel  no  want  of  Edward's  riper  years, 
While  Glofter's  valour  and  moft  princely  wifdon» 
So  well  fupply  our  infant  fovercign's  place, 
His  youth's  lupport,  and  guardian  to  his  tlu'one. 

ChJI,  The  council  (much  I'm  bound  to  thank 
»cm  for't) 
Have  plac'd  a  pageant  fceptrc  in  my  hand. 
Barren  of  pow'r,  and  fubjcft  to  controul ; 
Scorn'd  by  my  foes,  and  ulelefs  to  my  friends* 

0  worthy  lord !  were  mine  the  rule  indeed, 

1  think  I  fhould  net  fuffer  ra-nk  offence 
At  large  to  lord  it  in  the  commonweal ; 
Nor  would  the  realm  be  rent  by  dlfcord  th«s. 
Thus  fear  and  doubt,  betwirt  difputed  titles. 

Haji.  Of  this  I  am  to  learn  ;  as  not  fuppoiing 
A  doubt  like  this 

GhJ}.  Ay,  marry,  but  there  is  ; 
And  that  of  much  concern.  Have  you  not  heard 
How,  on  a  late  occailon,  Do^or  Snav*         [nefs 
Has  mov'd  the  people  much  about  the   lawhil- 
Ot  Edward's  iflue  ?  by  right  grave  authority 
Of  Icamiug  and  religion  plainFy  proving, 
A  b.iftard  felon  never  fhould  be  grafted 
Upon  a  royal  ftock  ;  from  thence,  at  full 
Difcourfjng  on  my  b:other's  former  contraft 
To  L -ill-.  Elizabeth  Lucy,,  long  before 
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His  jolly  match  with  that  fame  buxom  widow, 
The  queen  he  left  behind  him 

Haji.  Ill  hefal 
Such  meddling  priefts,  who  kindle  up  confufion, 
And  vex  the  quiet  world  with  their  vain  fcruples! 
By  Heaven,  'tis  done  in  peifeft  fpite  to  peace. 
Did  not  the  king. 

Our  royal  mafter,  Edward,  in  concurrence 
With  his  eftates  affembled,  welt  determine 
What  courfe    the   fovereign  rule   ihouki   take 

henceforward  ? 
When  (hall  the  deadly  hate  of  faflion  ceafe. 
When  fhall  our  long-divided  land  have  reft. 
If  every  peevifh,  moody  malccontcnt 
Shall  fct  the  fenfelefs  rabble  in  an  uproar, 
Fright   them  with  dangers,  and   perpltx  their 

brains. 
Each  day,  with  fome  fantaftic  giddy  change  ? 

GlojLVJ\\?i\.  if  fome  patriot,  forthc  public  good, 

Should  vary  from  your  fcheme,  new-mould  the 

ftate?  [it! 

Hajl.  Curfe  on  the  innovating  hand  attempts 
RL-member  him,  the  villain,  righteous  Heaven, 
In  thy  great  day  of  vengeance  !  Blaft  the  traitor, 
And  his  pernicious  connfels,  who  for  wealth, 
For  pow'r,  the  pride  of  grcatnefs,  or  revenge, 
Would  plunge  his  native  land  in  civil  wars  1 

Gloji.  You  go  too  far,  my  loid. 

Haft.  Your  highnefs'  pardon 

Have  we  fo  foon  forgot  thofc  days  of  ruin, 
When  York  and  Lancafter  drew  forth  the  battles? 
When,  like  a  matron  butcher'd  by  her  fons, 
And  caft  befide  fome  common  way,  afpe^lacle 
Of  horror  and  affright  to  pafTers  by. 
Our  groaning  country  bled  at  ev'ry  vein  ; 
When  murders,  rapes,  and  maflacres  prevail'd  ; 
When  churches,  palaces,  and  cities  blaz'd  j 
When  Infolence  and  barbarifm  triumph'd. 
And  fwept  away  diftinftion  ;  peafants  trod 
Upon  the  necks  of  nobles :  low  were  laid 
The  reverend  crofier  and  the  holy  mitre. 
And  defolation  cover'd  all  the  land  j 
Who  can  remember  this,  and  not,  like  me, 
Here  vow  to  fheath  a- dagger  in  his  heart 
Whcfe  damn'd  ambition  would  renew  thofe  hor- 
rors, 
And  fet  once  more  that  fcene  of  blood  before  us  ? 

GloJl.  How  now  !  fo  hot  ! 

Haft.  So  bravt,  and  fo  refolv'd. 

GloJl.  Is  then  our  friend  fhip  of  fo  little  moment, 
That  you  could  arm  your  hand  againlt  my  life  ? 

HaJi.  I  hope  your  highnefs  docs  not  think  I 

meant  it;  [fon 

No,  Heaven  foreftnd  that  e'er  your  princely  per- 

Should   come  ^'"'"lin   the  fcope  of  my  r'efent- 

r  ment,    ; 

f    (Hloft,  Onobkiiaftings!  Nay,  I  muft  embrace 

youj 
By  holy  Paul,  y'  are  a  right  honeft  man  ; 
The  time  is  full  of  danger  and  diftru(l:. 
And  warns  us  to  be  wary.     Hold  me  not 
Too  apt  for  jealoufy  and  light  furmife. 
If,  when  I  mean  to  lodge  you  next  my  heart, 
I  put  your  truth  to  trial.  Keep  your  loyalty. 
And  live,  your  kin^  and  country's  beft  fupport : 


For  me,  I  afk  no  more  than  honour  gives, 
To  thiuk  me  yours,  and  rank  me   wirh  your 
fi lends.  [Ihould  pay. 

Haft.  Accept  what  thanks  a   giatelul  heart 

0  princely  Gloftcr  1  judge  me  not  ungentle. 
Of  manners  rude,  and  infolent  of  fpeech. 

If,  when  the  public  fafety  is  in  qucftion, 
My  zeal  flows  warm  and  eager  from  my  tongue, 
GloJi,  Enough  of  this  j    to   deal    in  wordj 
compliment 
Is  much  againft  the  plainncfs  of  my  nature  ; 

1  judge  you  by  myfelf,  a  clear  true  ipirit ; 
And,  as  fuch,  once  more  join  you  to  my  bofom. 
Farewel,  and  be  my  friend.  [£x;/. 

Haft.  I  am  not  read. 
Nor  Ikill'd  and  pra(^is'd  in  the  arts  of  greatnefs. 
To  kindle  thus,  and  give  a  fcope  to  paflion. 
The  duke  is  furely  noble  ;  but  he  touch'd  me 
Ev'non  thetend'reft  point,  the  mafter- firing 
That  makes  moft  harmony  or  difcord  to  me, 
I  own  the  glorious  fubjeft  fires  my  breaft. 
And  my  foul's  darling  pailion  ftands  confefs'd  } 
Beyond  or  love's  or  friendfhip's  facred  band. 
Beyond  myfelf,  1  prize  my   native  land  : 
On  this  foundation  would  I  buikl  my  fame, 
And  emulate  the  Greek  and  Roman  name  j 
Think  England's  peace  bought  cheaply  with  my 

blood. 
And  die  with  pleafurefcr  my  country's  gooc. 


§41.  Cuftavus  and  Dalecarlians.     Brook^. 

iJlDale.   T  ET  us  all  fee  him  ! 

-*-*  idDale.  Yes,  and  hear  him  too, 

id  Dale.  Let  us  be  fure  'tis  he  himfielf. 

4/A  Dale.  Our  geneial. 

Sth  Dale.  And  we   will  fight  while  weapons 
can  be  found. 

6/A  Dale.  Or  hands  to  wield  them. 

Tth  Dale.  Get  on  the  bank,  Guftayus. 

Attderfon.  Do,  my  lord. 

Cuf.  My  countrymen  .' — — 

^Jl  Dale.  Ho  !  hear  him  ! 

%d  Dale.  Peace  1 

%d  Dale.  Peace  ! 

4/A  Dale.  Peace  !  [hearts, 

Guf.  Amazement    I  perceive  hath  fili'd  your 
And  joy  for  that  your  loft  Guftavus  'fcap'd 
Thro'  wounds,  imprifonments,  and  chains,  and 
deaths,  [ye. 

Thus  fudden,  thus  unlook'd  for,    ftands  before 
Asoneefcap'd  from  cruel  hands  I  come. 
From  hearts   that  ne'er  knew  pity,   dark  and 

vengeful  ; 
Who  quaff  the  tears  of  orphans,  bathe  in  blood. 
And  know  no  mufic  but  the  groans  of  Sweden. 
Yet,  not  for  that  my  fifter's  early  innocence, 
And  mother's  age,  now  grind  Ixneath  captivity; 
Nor  that  one  Wood;,'  one  lemorfelefs  hour 
Swept  my  great  fire  and  kindred  from  my  fide  ; 
For  them  Guftavus  weeps  not  ;  tho'  my  eyes 
Were  far  leis  dear,  for  them  I  will  not  weep. 
But,  O  great  parent,  when  I  think  on  thee  • 
Thy  numberlefs,  thy  namelcfs,    (hamefui  in- 
fant ies* 

My 
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My  «»klow*d  country !  Sweden  f  when  I  think 
Upon  thy  dciblition,  fpitc  ot  ragt — 
And  vengeance  that  would  choke  them— teart 
will  flow. 

if*/.  O,  they  mrc  vilUinj,  ev'ry  Dane  of  them, 
PmAii'd  to  rt«h  and  fmile,  toftab  the  babe 
Th»t  t'milcs  upon  them. 

Arm.  What  ace urlied  hours 
Roll  o'er  thofe  wrrtchet  who  to  fiends  like  ihefe, 
Iniheirdear  liberty,  have  bancr'd  more 
Than  world*  wiil  i3tc  for ! 

Guf.  O  Liberty,  Heaven**  choice  prrn^gative ! 
Tnie  bond  of  law,  thou  focial  ibul  ot  pn^pcrty, 
Thou  breath  of  rcafon,  lifcof  life  itklt  ' 
Per  thee  the  valiant  blectl.  O  facrcd  Liberty  1 
\Ving\l  firm  the  fummcr's  fnarey  from  flatt'ring 

L.kt  the  buld  rtork  you  feek  the  wintry  (hore, 
Leave  courts,  and  pomps,  and  palaces  to  (laves, 
Cleave  to  the  cold  andl^ft  upon  the  rtoim. 
Upborne  by  thee,  my  foul  dildain'd  the  terms 
Ot  empire  offer'd  at  the  hands  of  tyrants. 
With  thee  I  fought  thi»  fav'rite  foil ;  with  thee 
Thefe  fav'rite  Ions  I  fought:  thy  fons,  O  Liberty! 
For  e'en  amid  the  wilds  of  lite  you  lead  them, 
Lift  their  low-rafted  cottage  to  the  clouds. 
Smile  o'er  their  hcaihs,  and  from  their  moun- 
tain tops 
Beam  glory  to  the  nations. 

MI.  Liberty!  Liberty! 

Cuf.  Are  ye  not  mark*d,  ye  men  of  Dalecarlla, 
Are  ve  not  mark'd  by  all  the  circling;  vrorld 
As  the  great  ftake  the  laft  effort  for  liberty  > 
Say,  is  it  not  vour  wealth,  the  thirft,  tin  food, 
The  fcopeand  bright  ambition  of  your  louls? 
Why  elle  have  you,  and   your  renown'd  forefa- 
thers, [thrones 
From  the    pioud   fummit    ol    their   glitt'ring 
CtA  down  the  mightielf  of  your  lawtn)  kings, 
That  dar'd  the  bold  infringement?   What    but 
Hfxrty,  [years, 
Thro'    the    fim'd   courfe  of  thirt(cn    Imndretl 
AU>*)f  h.^fh  hfid  invafion  from  your  lulls, 
A                    '  iheir(ha«lc> — Andwill  vc.svillyc 
S;                      'Hf  hnpri  ot  the  ey|>ei*'>itij;  world  ; 
BkI  y*-                                                   /.n  infult  j 
And  in 
The  hat  laX  ii  ^  t  uuuianu  yt.iis  ui  j'lory  ? 

1/J  DaU.  No. 

nt  DaU,  Never,  never. 

yIDaU.  Perifli  all  fiift. 

4'*  r>^lf.   Pte  nl!  ! 

.piecemeal!  [»imph! 

"er   which  a  Dnne  may  tri- 
iiuw  irom  my  »«'UJ  I  joy,  I  joy,  my  friends, 
To  Am  ye  fea'r'd)  to  fee  that  e'en  your  foes 
l>o  juftice  to  ywir  valours  I  There  they  be. 
The  pow'rs   of  kingdoms,  fumm'd  in  yonder 

hoft. 
Yet  kept  aloof,  yet  trembling  to  alTail  ye. 
And,  O,  when  I  Inok  round  and  fee  you  here» 
^^  "    ■   ■  '    ■  'in  virtue, 

^'  or  the  encounter. 

*X;  ^^  ....»  ,,v,..,  ..,;...M;!on  grows  j 

And  what  are  fifty,  what  a  thoafand  aavc5, 


Match'd  to  the  finew  of  a  (ingle  arm 
That  ftrikes  for  liberty— that  ftrikes  to  fave 
His  fields  from  fire,  his  infants  from  the  fword. 
His  couch  from  lull,  his  daughters  from  pollution. 
And  his  large  honours  from  eternal  infamy  ? 
What,  doubt  we  then  ?  Shall  we,  (hall  wc  ftand 

here. 
Till  motives  that  might  warm  an  ague's  froft. 
And  nerve  the  coward's  arm,  fhall  poorly  ferve 
To  wake  us  to  refiftance  ? — Let  us  on  ! 
O,  yes,  I  read  your  lovely  fierce  impatience  ; 
You  (hall  not  be  withheld  j  we  will   ru(h  oa 

them 

This  is  indeed  to  triumph,  where  wc  hold 
Three  kingdoms  in  our  toil !   is  it  not  glorious, 
Thus  to  appal  the  bold,  meet  force  with  fury. 
And  pu(h  yon  torrent  back,  till  every  wave 
Flee  to  its  fountain  ? 

Zd  DaU.  On,  lead  us  on,  Guftavus }  one  word 

more 
Is  but  delay  of  conqueft. 
Guf.  Take  yourwilh. 
He  who  wants  arms  may  grapple  with  the  foe. 
And  fo  be  furnilh'd.  You,  moft  noble  Anderfon, 
Divide  our  pow'rs,  and  with  the  fam'd  Olaus 
Take  the  left  route — You,  Eric,  great  in  arms ! 
With  the  renown'd  Nederbi,  hold  the  right, 
And  (kirt  the  foreft  down  :  then  wheel  at  once, 
Confels'd  to  view,  and  clofe  up  all  the  vale  ; 
Myfclf,  and  mymoft  valiant  coufm  here, 
Th'  invincible  Arvida,  gallant  Sivard, 
Arnoldus,  and  thefe  hundred  hardy  vct'rans. 
Will  pour  direftiy  on,  and  lead  the  onfet. 
Joy,  joy,  I  fee  confefs'd  from  ev'ry  eye. 
Your   limbs   tread  vigorous,  and  your  breads 

beat  high  ! 
Thin  tho'  our  ranks,  tho'  fcanty  be  our  bands, 
Bold  arc  our  hearts,  and  nervous  are  our  hands. 
With  us,  truth,  juUice,  fame,  and  freedom  dole, 
Each  fmply  equal  to  an  hoft  of  foes  : 
I  feel,  I  feel  them  fill  me  out  for  fight  ! 
They  lift  my  limbs  as  featherd  Hermes  light  ? 
Or  like  the  bird  of  glory,  tow'rlng  high     [eye  f 
Thunder  within  his  gralp,  and  lightning  in  hi« 


§  4z,     Gufla<vus  and  Crlftiern.     Brooke. 

Crij},  T'ELL  me,  Gultavus,  tell  me   why  i$ 

•■-    this. 
That,  as  a  ftream  diverted  from  the  banks 
'^)f  fmooth  obedience,  thou  haft  drawn  thofe  men 
Upon  a  dry  unchanncll'd  enterprife. 
To  turn  their  inumlation?  Are  the  lives 
Of  my  milguidcd  people  held  fo  H^ht,       [buko 
That  thus  thoud'lt   pulh   them  on  the  keen  re- 
Of  guarded  majefly  ;  wheic  jurtice  waits. 
All  awful  and  refil'tlefs,  toalTert 
Th'  impervious  rights,  the  faniUtude  of  kings  j 
And  blaft  rebellion  ! 

Cuf,  Juftice,  fan<5\itude. 
And  rights  !  O,  patience  !  Rights !  what  rights, 

thou  tyrant  ? 
Yes,  if  peitlition  be  the  rule  of  pow'r,     [cliief. 
If  wrongs  give    Jight,  O  then  fupremc  in  miJ- 
Thou  wert  the  loid,  the  monarch  of  the  worUl ! 


m 


Bo  OK  III. 


DRAMATIC. 


662 


Toonarrowfor  thy  claim,    But  if  thou  thinkft 
That  crowns  arc  vilely  propertied,  like  coin, 
To  be  the  means,  the  Ipeciality  of  luft, 
And  fenfual  attribution  ;  if  thou  think'ft 
That  empire  is  of  titled  birth  or  blood  ; 
That  nature,  in  the  proud  behalf  of  one. 
Shall  difenfranchife  all  her  lordly  race. 
And  bow  her  gen'ral  irtuc  to  the  yoke 
Of  private  domination  ;  then,  thou  proud  one, 
Here  know  me  for  thy  king.  Howc'er,  be  told. 
Not  claim  hereditary,  not  the  truft 
Of  frank  elcftion, 

Not  even  the  high  anointing  ha»d  of  Heaven, 
Can  authorifeopprefllon,  give  a  law 
For  lawlcfs  pow'r,  wed  faith  to  violation. 
On  reafon  build  mifrule,  or  juilly  bind 
Allegiance  to  injuftice.     Tyranny 
Abl'olvesall  faith  j  and  who  invades  our  rights 
Howe'er  his  own  commence,  can  never  be 
Butan  ufurper.     But  for  thee,  for  thee 
There  is  no  name.  Thou  haft  abjur'd  mankind, 
JDafti'd  fafety  from  thy  bleak,  unfocial  fide. 
And  wag'd  wild  war  with  univerfal  nature, 
Crtf.  Licentious  traitor !    thou  canft  talk  it 
largely. 
Who  made  thee  umpire  of  the  rights  ©f  kings. 
And  pow'r,  prime  attribute— as  on  thy  tongue 
The  poifc  of  battle  lay,  and  arms  of  force. 
To  throw  defiance  in  the  front  of  duty  ? 
Look  round,  unruly  boy  I  thy  battle  comes 
Like  raw,  disjointed  muft'ring,  feeble  wrath, 
A  war  of  waters,  borne  againft  the  rock 
Of  our  firm  continent,  to  fume,  and  chafe. 
And  fhiver  in  the  toil. 


To  wrath  and  bitternefs.    YehallowM  men, 
In  whom  vice  fanftifies,  whofe  precepts  teach 
Zeal  without  truth,  religion  without  virtue  j 
Who  ne'er  preach  heaven  but  with  a  downward 
eye,  [loofe 

That  turns  your  fouls  to  drofs  !  who,  fhouting-. 
The  dogs  of  hell  upon  us.     Thefts  and  rapes, 
Sack'd  towns,  and  midnight  bowlings  thro'  the 

realm. 
Receive  yourfanflion.  O,  *tis  glorious  mifchief  I 
When  vice  turns  holy,  puts  religion  on, 
AlTumes  the  robe  pontifical,  the  eye 
Of  faintly  elevation,  blcfieth  fin. 
And  makes  the  fcal  of  fweet  offended  Heaven 
A  fign  of  blood,  a  label  for  decrees 
That  hell  would  Ihrink  to  own, 

CriJ},  No  more  of  this. 
Guftavus,  wouldft  thou  yet  return  to  grace. 
And  hold  thy  motions  in  the  fphere  of  duty. 
Acceptance  might  be  found, 

Gu/'.  Imperial  fpoiler ! 
Give  me  my  father,  give  mc  back  my  kindred  ! 
Give  me  the  fathers  often  thoufand  orphans. 
Give  me  the  fons  in  whom  thy  ruthlefs  fword 
Has  left  our  widows  childlefs.    Mine  they  were,' 
Both  mine,and  ev'ry  Swede's,whofe  patriot  breait 
Bleeds  in  his  country's  woundings.     O,  thou 
canft  not!  [then 

Thou  haft  outfinn'd  all  reck'ning !     Give  mc 
My  all  that's  left,  my  gentle  mother  there. 
And  fpare  yon  little  trembler. 

Criji,  Yes,  on  terms 
Of  compafl  and  fubmilfion, 
j      Guf.  Ha  !  with  thee  ?  [country, 

jCompaft  with  thee?  and  mcan'ftthou  for  my 


Guf,  Miftaken  man ! 
I  come  impower'd  and  ftrengthen'd  in  thy  weak-  I  For  Sweden  ?     No,  fo  hold  my  heart  but  firm, 
nefs  ;  f  Altho'  it  wring  for't,  tho'  blood  drop  for  tears. 


For  tho'  the  ftruflure  of  a  tyrant's  throne 
Rife  on  the  necks  of  half  the  fuff 'ring  world. 
Fear  trembles  in  the  cement}   pray'rs,  and  tears, 
And  iecret  curfes,  fap  its  mould'ring  bafe. 
And  fteal  the  pillars  of  allegiance  from  it  : 
Then  let  a  fingle  arm  but  dax-e  the  fway, 
Headlong  it  turns,  and  drives  upon  deftrufllon. 

Trol.  Profane,  and  alien  to  the  love  of  heaven  ! 
Art  thou  ftiil  hardcn'd  to  the  wrath  divine. 
That  hangs  o'er  thy  rebellion  ?  Know'ft  thou  not 
Thou  art  at  enmity  with  grace,  caft  out. 
Made  an  anathema,  a  curfe  enroll 'd 
Among  the  faithful,  thou  and  thy  adherents 
Shorn  from  our  holy  church,  and  offer'd  up 
As  facr<*d  to  damnation  ? 

Guf.  Yes,  J  know. 
When  fiich  as  thou,  with  facrileglous  hand. 
Seize  on  the  apoftolic  key  of  heaven. 
It  then  becoraes  a  tool  for  crafty  knaves 
To  (hvtt  out  virtue,  and  unfold  thofe  gates 
That  heaven  itlclf  had  barr'd  againft  the  lufts 
Of  avarice  and  ambition.     Soft  and  fweet. 
As  looks  of  charity,  or  voice  of  lambs 
That  bleat  upon  the  mountain,  are  the  words 
Of  Chriftian  meeknefs  I  miflionall  divine  ! 
The  law  of  love  fole  mandate.     But  your  gall. 
Ye  Swedifh  prelacy,  your  gall  hath  turn'd 
The  words  of  fweet,  but  Lndigefted  peace. 


And  at  the  fight  my  ftraining  eyes  ftart  forth — 
They  both  fliall  peri/h  firft. 


§43.     Brutus  and  Titus,        Lee. 


Brut, 


TX/^ELL,  Titus,  fpeakj  how  is  it  with 
^  '        thee  now  ? 
I  would  attend  awhile  this  mighty  motion. 
Wait  till  the  tempeft  were  quite  overblown. 
That  I  may  take  thee  in  the  calm  of  nature. 
With  all  thy  gentler  virtues  brooding  on  thee  ; 
So  hufh'd  aftillnefs,  as  if  all  the  gods        [ing  ; 
Look'd  down,  and  liften'd  to  what  we  were  fay- 
Speak  then,  and  tell  me,  O  my  beft  belov'd, 
My  fon,  my  Titus,  is  all  well  again  ?     [thing  ? 

Tit.  So  well,  that  faying  how  muft  make  it  no- 
So  well,  that  I  could  wifh  to  die  this  moment,. 
For  fo  my  heart,  with  powerful  throbs  perfuadct 
That  were  indeed  to  make  you  reparation,  [me  j 
That  were,  my  lord,  to  thank  you  home,  to  die  s 
And  that  for  Titus  too  would   be  moft  happy. 

Brut.  How's  that,  my  fon  ?  Would  death  foe 
thee  be  happy  ? 

Tit.  Moft  certain,  Sir ;  for  in  my  grave  I'fcape 
All  thofe  affronts  which  I  in  life  muft  look  for. 
All  thofe  reproaches  which  the  eyes,  and  fingers. 
And  tongues  of  Rome  will  daily  caft  upon  me  $ 

From 
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(.'•tUnp  my  t 
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.            ..J  death 

I«  tar  more 

fo  witnefs. 

litutus, 
.'ic  world, 

.iw;*  t;;y  wcakr.tli  too  ; 
.s4«j-ero!vc  agamft  it, 
V  of  a  mortal  mm, 

J 

•  the  Immortal  god,s. 

n  r;.,Mi  >',!.,">,■.■  \oung  man! 

-•, 

:''.  image, 
•    iutngc  1 

.  01  the  Juiiiin  fact  ! 

1 

t  cdce  more  to  mv  buiom, 
,  lul  tarcwel  to  thy  lor.l  ; 
»,  weep  blood,  if  poUiblc, 

...  1-1,  .1  „.  Hvritusci  his  child: 

,  die  iny  Ion  ; 

:, 

1  thee  toiiic  grave  : 
s  ot  thy  country 
!,  and  paflVs  fentcncc  on  thee  : 
■,  that  light!  try  1  .mows  on 

thii  horrid  vcn^nnce. 


.      , ..  vh«?    Why  am  I  worth 

y-tur  f 'Trow  ?  [me  > 

1      ' !  tic  zo^  UkeBrutoa  (bnVv  to  doom 
;;  for  auaitoikhcai-fe? 

.0, 

.   w  il,   ir.y  Tift/ii 
nor  eaith  can  have  it  o1    twlfe. 

'  -'^  •  '         T.h, 


f.ite. 


inen  to  lav 

:jk    !  O   1 


V  fond  thee : 
^!ic  po.v'r 
)c  axe. 

-n  muft  I  fall 


Wh^ 


thing, 


;  ifh  by  the  common  hangman  ! 
no  a  deny  loc  this,  thou  giv'ft  nic  no- 


•^r?  the  goda  have  (o  decreed 
thee,  Iwilltakc  th'  advantage 
t  Uie,  cement  Ron.«'«  flaws, 


And  hezl  her  wounded  freedom  with  thy  blood ! 
1  will  afcend  mylclf  the  fad  tribunal. 
And  fit  upon  njy  fons  •,  on  thee,  my  Titus  j 
Behold  thee  fufFtrall  the  (hamc  ot  death. 
The  liftor'*  lalhcs,  bleed  before  the  people  } 
Then    with  thy   hopes,  and  all  thy  youth  upon 
Srp  thy  head  taken  by  the  common  axe,     [thee, 
Without  a  groan,  without  one  >>■•••'•  ♦.  t-, 
If  that  the  gods  can  hold  me  t(  : , 

Toniaketny  juftice  quite  trani>  .  x. 

Tit.  ScourgM  like  a  bondman  I  ah  i  a  beaten 
flave  ! 
But  I  defervc  it  all  j  yet  here  I  fail  I 
The  imajre  of  this  fuft  ring  quite  unmans  me  ; 
Nor  can  I  longer  llop  the  gulhing  tears. 
O,  Sir  i  O,  Brutus !   muJl  1  call  you  father. 
Yet  have  no  tcktn  of  your  tenderncis  ? 
No  fign  of  mercy  i   What,  not  bate  me  that  I 
Can  you  rcfolve,  O  all  th'  extremity 
Of  cruel  rigoxu  !   to  behold  me  too  ? 
To  fit  unmov'd,   and  ii:e  me  whipt  to  death  ! 
Where  are  your  boweU  now  ?   In  thiba  father  ? 
Ah,  Sir,  why  fljould  you  make  my  heart  ful'pttft 
That  all  your  larccompallion  was  diflemblcd  i 
How  can  I  think  that  you  did  ever  love  me  ? 
Brut,  Think  that  1  love  thee  by  my  prefent 
pafljon. 
By  thele  unmanly  tears,  thefc  earthquake*  here, 
Thefe  fighs,  that  twitch  the  very  ftrings  of  life  j 
Think  <hat  no  other  cauie  on  earth  can  move 

me 
To  tremble  thus,  to  fob,  or  (hed  a  tear. 
Nor  (hake  my  folid  virtue  from  her  point. 
But  Titus'  death  :   O  do  not  call  it  flmnuful, 
That  thus  (hall  fix  the  glory  oi  the  world. 
I  own  thy  fuft'i ings  ouj;ht  t'  unman  me  thus. 
To  make  me  throw  my  body  on  tlic  ground, 
To  bellow  like  a  beaft,  to  gnaw  the  earth, 
To  tear  my  hair,  to  curie  the  cruel  fates. 
That  force  a  father  thus  to  drag  his  bowels. 

Tit.  O  rife,  thou  violated  majefty. 
Rife  from  the  earth,  or  1  fhall  beg  thofc  fates 
Which  you  would  curfe,  to  bolt  me  to  th;  centre, 
I  now  Jnbmit  to  all  your  threaten'd  vengeance  : 
Come  forth,  you  cxLCUtioners  of  jullice,     [men, 
Nay,  all  you  liftors,  flaves,  and  common  hang^ 
Comr,  ftrip  me  bare,  unrobe  me  in  his  fight, 
.^nd  lalh  me  till  I  bleed,  whip  me  like  furies ; 
And  when  you've  fcourg'd  me  till  I  foam  an4 
For  want  ot  Ipiiits,  grovelling  in  the  dull,  [fall, 
Then  take  my  head,  and  give  it  his  revenge  ^ 
By  all  the  gods,  I  greedily  refign  it  I 

Brut.  No  more — farcwcl,  eternally  farewel ! 
It  there  be  gods,  they  will  refcrx'e  a  room, 
A  throne  for  ihee  in  heaven.  One  laft  embrace  f 
What  is  it  makes  thy  eyes  thus  fwim  again  ? 
Tit.  I  had  forgot  i  be  good  to  Tcraminta 
When  1  am  in  afh'es. 

Brut.  Leave  her  to  my  care. 
Sec  her  thou  muft  not,  for  thou  canft  not  bear  it, 
O  for  one  more,  this   pull,  this   tug  of  heart* 

ftrings  I 
Farewel  for  ever  I 

Tit.  O  Brutus  !   O  my  father  I 
Brut.  Canft  thou  not  lay  farcwcU 
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Tit,  Farewel  for  ever  \ 

Brut,  For  ever  then  I  but  O,  my  tears  run  o'er; 
Uroans  choak  my  words,  and  1  can  Ipeak   no 
more. 


%  44.  Lady  Randolph^  Lord  Randolph^  andyouv^ 
Nor'val,  net  kno^n  at  the  tinu  to  be  Lady 
Randolph's  Son.  Home. 

Lady  Ran.   l-Jow  fares  my  Lord  > 

Lord  Ran.   *^  That  It  fares  wtU,  thanks  to 

vhls  gallant  youth, 
Whofe  valour  iav'd  me  from  a  wretched  death: 
As  down  the  winding  dale  I  walk'd  alone, 
At  the  crofs  way  tour  armed  men  attacked  me, 
Rovers  I  judge  from  the  licentious  camp     [low, 
Who  would  have  quickly  laid  Lord   Randolph 
Had  not  this  brave  and  generous  ftrang«:r  come, 
Like  my  good  angel,  in  the  hour  of  fate. 
And,  mocking  danger,  made  my  foes  his  own. 
They  tura'd  upon  him  :  but  his  a6live  arm 
Struck  to  the  ground,  from  whence  they  rofe  no 

more. 
The  fiercefl  two  j  the  others  fled  amain, 
And  left  him  matter  of  the  bloody  field. 
Speak,  Lady  Randolph ;  upon  beauty's  tongue 
Dwell  accents  pleafing  to  the  brave  and  bold. 
Speak,  noble  dame,  and  thank  him  for  thy  Lord. 
Lady  Ran.  My  Lord,  \  cannot  fpcak  what  now 
I  feel. 
My  heart  o'erfiows  with  gi-atitude  to  Heaven, 
And  to  this  noble  youth,  who,  all  unknown 
To  you  and  yours,  deliberated  not. 
Nor  paus'd  at  peril —  but,  humanely  brave. 
Fought  on  your  fide  againft  fuch  fearful  odds. 
Have  you  yet  learnt  of  him  whom  we  fhould  thank, 
Whom  call  the  faviour  of  Lord  Randolph's  life  ? 
Lord  Ran.  I  alk'd  that  qucflion,  and  he  an- 
fwer'd  not : 
Put  1  mull  know  who  my  deliverer  is. 

[To  the  Stranger, 
Norv.  A  low-born  man,  of  parentage  oblcure, 
Who  nought  can  boafl  but  his  defire  to  be 
A  foldier,  and  to  gain  a  name  in  arms. 

Lord  Ran.  Whoe'er  thou  art,  thy  fpirit  is  en- 
nobled 
By  the  great  King  of  Kings  ;  thou  art  ordain'd 
And  ftamp'd  a  hero  by  the  fovereign  hand 
Of  nature  1  Blufh  not,  flow'r  of  modefty 
As  well  9S  valour,  to  declare  thy  birth. 

Norfu.  My  name  is  Norval :  on  the  Grampian 
Hills 
My  father  feeds  his  flocks ;  a  frugal  fwain, 
Whofe  conftant  cares  were  to  increafehis  ftore, 
,^    And  keep  his  only  fon,  myfelf,  at  home, 
;'    For  I  had  heard  of  battles  :  and  I  long'd 
j     To  follow  to  the  field  fome  warlike  lord  j 
*     And  Heaven  foon  granted  what  my  fire  denied. 
This  moon,  which  rofe  laft  night  round  as  my 

fliield. 
Had  not  yet  fiU'd  her  horns,  when,  by  her  light, 
A  band  of  fierce  barbarians  from  the  hills 
Kufli'd  like  a  torrent  down  upon  the  vale. 
Sweeping  our  flocks  and  herds.    The  fhepherds 


For  fafety,  and  for  fuccour.    I  alone, 

With  bended  bow,  and  quiver  full  of  an'ows* 

Hover'd  about  the  enemy,  and  mark'd 

The  road  he  took :  then  hafted  to  my  friends  { 

Whom,  with  a  troop  of  fifty  cholen  men, 

I  met  advancing.    The  purfuiti  led. 

Till  we  o'ertook  the  fpoil-encumber*d  foe. 

We  fought,  and  conquei'd.    Ere  a  fword  wat 

drawn. 
An  arrow  from  my  bow  had  pierc'd  their  chief. 
Who  wore  that  day  the  arms  \^  hich  now  I  wear^ 
Returning  home  in  triumph,  I  difdain'd 
The  fhepherd's  flothful  lite  :  and  having  heard    , 
That  our  good  king  had  fummon'd  his  bold  peert 
To  lead  thtu'  warriors  to  the  (Barron  fide, 
I  left  my  father's  houie,  and  took  with  me 
A  chofen  fervant  to  conduct  my  fteps  : 
Yon  trembling  coward,  who  forfook  his  mafter* 
Journeying  with  this  intent,  I  pafs'dthefetow'rsj 
And,  heaven-dire6led,  came  this  day  to  do 
The  happy  deed  that  gilds  my  humble  name. 
Lord  Ran.  He  is  as  wife  as  brave :  was  evrt 

tale 
With  fuch  a  gallant  modefly  rehears'd  ? 
My  brave  deliverer !    thou  flialt  enter  novr 
A  nobler  lift  j  and,  in  a  monarch's  light. 
Contend  with  princes  for  the  prize  of  fame, 
I  will  prefent  thee  to  our  Scottifh  king, 
Whofe  valiant  fpirit  ever  valour  lov'd. 
Ha!  my  Matilda  !  wherefore  Itarts  that  tear? 

Lady  Ran.  I  cannot  fay;  for  various  affeftions^ 
And  Itrangely  mingled,  in  my  bolbm  fwell  ; 
Yet  each  of  them  may  well  command  a  tear, 
I  joy  that  thou  aft  fate  ;   and  I  admire 
Him,  and  his  fortunes,  who  hath  wrought  thf 

fafety ; 
Yea,  as  my  mind  predi6fs,  with  thine  his  own, 
Obfcure  and  friendlefs,   he  the  army  fought ; 
Bent  upon  peril,  in  the  range  of  death 
Refolv'd  to  hunt  for  fame,  and  with  his  fword 
To  gain  dittinflion  which  his  birth  denied. 
In  this  attempt  unknown  he  might  have  pc«f 

rifh'd. 
And  galn'd  with  all  his  valour  but  oblivion. 
Now,  grac'd  by  thee,  his  virtue  ferves  no  more 
Beneath  defpair.     The  foldier  now  of  hope, 
He  Itands  confpicuous  j    fame  and  great  renow* 
Are  brought  within  thexcmpafs  of  his  fword. 
On  this  my  mind  refleftcd,  whilft  you  fpoke, 
And  blefs'd  the  wonder-yvorking  hand  of  Hea- 
ven. 
Lord  Ran.  Pious  and  grateful  ever  are  thy 

thoughts !  [way. 

My  deeds  fliall  follow  where  thou   point'tl  tho 
Next  to  myfelf,  and  equal  to  Glenalvon, 
In  honour  and  command  (liall  Norval  be. 
Norv,  I  know  not  how  to  thank  you  :  rude  I 

am 
In  fpeech  and  manners  :  never  till  this  hour 
Stood  I  in  fuch  a  prefence  :  yet,  my  lord, 
There',  fomething  in  my  breatl   which   makes 

me  bold 
To  fay,  that  Norval  ne*er  will  (hame  thy  favour. 
Lady  Ran,  I  will  be  fworo  thou  wilt  not,  Thou 

iI]aU  be 
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My  knight  |  md  tver,  «s  thou  didrt  to-day, 
With  happy  valour  guard  the  life  ot  Randolph. 
UrdRM,  Well  haft  thou  I'peke.    Let  me  for- 
bid  reply.  [Jo  Nerval. 

We  ire  thy  debtors  ftill }  thy  high  dcicrt 
0*crtop«  our  gratitude.    I  muil  pi  uceed, 
/it  wat  >r  ^>it  intended,  to  the  camp  ; 
Socnr  1,  I  fee,  arc  fpcciling  hither, 

Itni  -.ef*,  of  their  lord  k  delay, 

<  r,  Norval  J  and  thine  eyes  fliall  fee 

Marrionof  thy  native  land, 

'     fight,  aiMi  btat  the  air 

v  i,-'>c,  my  loul. 

^45.     7  :.tg  Scr-vaJ  informs   Loi\i  Kntufolpb  hy 
%vtgt  Means  bt  acquired  a  Kf:mi.IfJc;e  in  the 
•  /lrt0j'H''ar.  Home. 

TllWtATii  a  motinuin's  hrow,  the  moft  remote 
■^  Axid  inaccclfiblc  by  (hcphcids  trod, 
Tn  a  deep  cave,  dug  by  no  mortal  hand, 
A  hermit  liv'd  ;   a  melancholy  man. 
Who  wa«  the  wonder  of  our  wand  ring  fwaini. 
Aurtcrc  and  lonely,  cruel  tohimfclt, 
1'  1  '.iiey  report  him  ;    the  cold  earth  his  bed, 
W  r  rhi*  diink,  hit  food  the  fticphcrds'  alms, 
f  '  c  bim  J  and  my  heart  was  touch'd 

^  ncc  and  with  pity.    Mild  he  fpake, 

igon  difcourfe,   inch  (lories  told, 
'"     I  !(.  oft  reviiit  his  fad  cell. 

tjccna  foldicr  in  his  youth  ; 
•  in  famous  battles,  when  the  petrc 
«  ,  by  the  bold  Godfredo  led, 

ufurpisg  Infidel  difplay'd 
it  Chrift,  and  won  the  Holy  Land, 
—       '       ation,  and  the  fiic  [(hake 
>  '.  me,  the  oUl  man  would 

*i  -  ;    •         ^  .  :t  his  young  encounters  : 

i  ben,  having  ihew'd  his  mounds,  he'd  fit  him 

down, 
A-^  :\\\  the  live- long  day  difcourfc  of  war. 
!   •  tclp  my  fancy,  m  the  fmooth  green  turf 
figures  of  the  marftiallM  hofts  ; 
c  motions,  and  explain'd  the  nCt 
rrt'.iM.fv   '"-t  ••<- lengthtn'd  line; 

d  the  phalanx  firm. 
'  '        itian  knew 

<):  *wAf 'i  v-*ft  «rt,  wa»  to  this  hermit  known. 
—  tTnh:«y>r«v  man  • 


Krturnin/ 
I,nv?rd  vv' 


'  '<  fRna's  port, 
irs  bravely  won, 
ill  in  of  the  fea 
im.    Fierce  they  fought  j 
',  with  his  dying  breath, 
name  and  lineage.   Mighty  Gml  I 
ritrd,  mv  brother  I   O  my  brother ! 
>rgivenefs : 
',  was  he  that  died  j 
■ !    tiie  furvivor  fuffcr'd. 
on  a  rock  he  fits, 
elt  tlream's  untrodden  Wanks, 
I  uminates  ail  day  his  dreadful  fate. 
:.cj,  alas !  nor  in  his  pcrfefl  mind, 
Ji  dialogues  with  bia  Uv'd  bro'Jier's  ghoft  j 


1  jcy 

And  happy 


And  oft  each  night  forfakes  his  fullen  couch, 
To  make  fad  orilons  for  him  he  flew. 


^  4.6.  Douglas's  Soliloquy  in  tke  Jfoodf  miaiti/tg 
for  Lady  Randolph,  aj'ur  be  was  kntivn  to  he 
her  Son,  Home. 

'X'His  is  the  place,  the  centre  of  the  grove. 
•*■  Here  (lands  the  oak,  the  monarch  ofthe  wood: 
How  fweet  and  Iblcmn  is  this  midnight  fcenc  ! 
The  filver  moon,  unclouded,  holds  her  way 
Thro'  (kics,  where  I  could  count  each  little  ftar. 
The  fanning  weft-wind  fcarcely  ftirs  the  leaves ; 
The  river,  rufhingo'cr  its  pebbled  bed, 
Impofes  filence  with  aftilly  found. 
In  I'uch  a  place  as  this,  at  fuch  an  hour. 
If  anceftry  can  be  in  aught  believ'd, 
Dcfcending  Ipirits  have  convcrs'd  vsithman. 
And  told  the  lecrets  of  the  world  unknown. 


Eventful  day  !   how  haft  thou  chang'd  my  ftatc  ! 
Once  on  the  cold  and  winter<lhaded  fide 
Of  a  bleak  hill  mifchance  had  rooted  me. 
Never  to  thrive,  child  of  another  foil  j 
Tranfplanted  now  to  the  gay  funny  vale, 
Like  the  green  thorn  of  May,  my  fortune  flow'ri. 
Ye  glorious  ftars !  high  heaven's  refplendent  hoftl 
To  whom  I  oft  have  of  my  lot  complain'd. 
Hear,  and  record  my  foul's  unalter'd  wi(h ! 
Dead  or  alive,  let  me  but  be  renown'd  I 
May  Heaven  infpirc  fome  fierce  gigantic  Dane 
To  give  a  bold  defiance  to  our  hoft  I 
Before  he  fpcaks  it  out,   I  will  accept : 
Like  Doi;c  LAS  conquer,  or  like  Dove  las  die* 


Sv 


Addison, 


Por. 


C  ATO. 

ACT  I. 
Enter  Fortius  and  Marcus* 

the    morning^ 


'T'HE    dawn  Is  overcaft, 
■*■    low'rs, 

And  heavily  in  clouds  brings  on  the  day  ; 
The  great,  th'  important  day,  big  with  the  fate 
Of  Cato  and  of  Rome — our  father's  death 
Would  fill  up  all  the  guilt  of  civil  war, 
And  dole  the  fcene  of  blood.     Already  Carfar 
Has  ravag'd  more  than  half  the  globe,  and  feeg 
Mankind  grown  thin  by  his  deftruftive  fword  : 
Should  he  go  farther,  numbers  would  be  wanting 
To  form  new  battles  and  fupport  his  crimes. 
Vcgods,  what  havoc  does  ambition  make 
Among  your  works  1 

Marc.  Thy  (teady  temper,  Fortius, 
Can  look  on  guilt,  rebellion,  fraud,  andCaefar, 
In  the  calm  lights  of  mild  philofophy  ; 
I'm  tortur'd  e'en  to  madnefs,  when  I  think 
On  the  proud  vi^or  :  ev'ry  time  he's  nam'd 
Pharfalia  rlfcs  to  my  view! — I  fee 
Th'  infulting  tyrant  prancing  o'er  the  field, 
Strew'd  with  Rome's  citizens,  and  drench'd  In 

(laughter, 
His  horfe's  hoofs  wet  with  patrician  blood  ! 
O  Fortius !  is  there  not  fome  choicn  curfe, 

$ottit 
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Some  hidden  thunder  In  the  ftores  of  Heaven, 
Red  with  uncommon  wrath,  to  blall  the  man 
Who  owes  his  greatnefs  to  his  country's  ruin  ? 

For.  Believe  nie,   Marcus,   'tis  an  impious 
greatnefs,  ^ 

And  mix'd  with  too  much  horror  to  be  envied. 
How  does  the  luftre  of  our  father's  actions, 
Through  the  dark  cloud  of  ills  that  cover  him, 
Break  out,    and   burn  with    more  triumphant 

hrightnefs  ! 
His  fufF'rings  (hinc,   and  fpreadaglory  round 
Greatly  unfortunate,  he  fights  the  caufe  [him  j 
Of  honour,  virtue,  liberty,  and  Rome. 
His  (word  ne'er  fell  but  on  the  guilty  head  j 
Oppreffion,  tyranny,  and  pow'r  ufurpM, 
Drew  all  the  vengeance  of  his  arm  upon  *em, 

Marc.  Who  knows  not  this  ?     But  what  can 
Cato  do 
Againft  a  world,  a  bafe  degenerate  world, 
That  courts  the  yoke,  and  bows  the  neck  to  Cse- 
Pent  up  in  Utica,  he  vainly  forms  [far  ? 

A  poor  epitome  of  Roman  greatnefs  ; 
And,  cover'd  with  Numidian  guards,  dlrefls 
A  feeble  army,  and  an  empty  lenate, 
Remnants  of  mighty  battles  fought  in  vain. 
By  Heav'n,  fuch  virtues,  join'd  with  fuch  fuccefs, 
Diftraft  my  very  foul :  our  father's  fortune 
Would  almoft  tempt  us  to  renounce  his  precepts. 

For.  Remember  what  our  father  oft  has  told  us. 
The  ways  of  Heaven  are  dark  and  intricate  j 
Puzzled  in  mazes,  and  perplex'd  with  errors, 
Our  underftanding  traces  them  in  vain. 
Loft  and  bewilder'd  in  the  fruitlefs  fearch  j 
Nor  fees  with  how  much  art  the  windings  run, 
Nor  where  the  regular  confufion  ends. 

Marc.  Thefe  are  fuggeftions  of  a  mind  at  eafe ; 

0  Fortius,  dldft  thou  tafte  but  half  the  griefs 
That  wring  my  foul,  thou  couldft  not  talk  thus 

coldly. 
Paflion  unpitied,  and  fuccefsful  love. 
Plant  daggers  in  my  heart,  and  aggravate 
My  other  griefs.     Were  but  my  Lucia  kind — 

For.  Thou  feeft  not  that  thy  brother  is  thy 
rival i 
But  T  muft  hide  it,  for  I  know  thy  temper.  \^Afide. 
Now  Marcus,  now  thy  virtue's  on  the  proof  : 
Put  forth  thy  utmoft  ftrength,  work  ev'ry  nerve. 
And  call  up  all  thy  father  in  thy  foul. 
To  quell  the  tyrant  love,  and  guard  thy  heart 
On  this  weak  fide,  where  moft  our  nature  fails. 
Would  be  a  conqueft  worthy  Cato's  fon. 

Afflrr.  Fortius, the  counfel  which  I  cannot  take, 
Inltead  of  healing,  but  upbraids  my  weaknefs. 
Bid  me  for  honour  plunge  into  a  war 
Of  thickeil  foes,  and  rulh  on  certain  death, 
Then  flwlt  thou  fee  that  Marcus  is  not  flow 
To  follow  glory,  and  confefs  his  father. 
Love' is  not  to  be  reafon'd  down,  or  loft 
In  high  ambition,  or  a  thirft  of  greatnefs  : 
'Tis  fecond  life,  it  grows  into  the  foul, 
Warms  ev'ry  vein,  and  beats  in  ev'ry  pulfe  : 

1  feel  it  here  :  my  refolution  melts, 

:  For.  Behold  young  Juba,the  Numidian  prince, 
With  how  much  care  he  forms  himfelf  to  glory, 
A»d  breaks  the  fierccnefs  of  his  native  temper, 


To  copy  out  our  father's  bright  example. 
He  loves  our  fifter  Marcia,  greatly  loves  her  » 
His  eyes,  his  looks,  his  aftions,  all  betray  it : 
But  ftill  the  fmother'd  fondnefs  burns  within  him; 
When  moft  it  fwells,  and  labours  for  a  vent. 
The  fenfe  of  honour  and  defire  of  fame 
Drive  the  big  paflion  back  into  his  heart. 
What  ?  ftiall  an  African,  ft;all  Juba's  heir. 
Reproach  great  Cato's  fon,  and  ftiew  the  world 
A  virtue  wanting  in  a  Roman  foul  ? 

Marc.  Fortius,  no  more  I  your  words   leave 
ftings  behind  'em. 
Whene'er  did  Juba,  or  did  Fortius,  ftiew 
A  virtue  that  has  caft  me  at  a  diftance. 
And  thrown  me  out  in  the  purfuits  of  honour  ? 

For.  Marcus,  I  know  thy  gen'rous  temper  well* 
Fling  but  th'  appearance  of  difhonouron  it. 
It  ftraight  takes  fire,  and  mounts  into  a  blaze. 

Marc,  A  brother's  fuff 'rings  claim  a  bra- 
ther's  pity. 

For.  Heaven  knows  I  pity  thee.     Behold  my 
eyes 
Ev'n  whilft  t  fpeak — do  they  not  fwim  in  tears; 
Were  but  my  heart  as  naked  to  thy  view, 
Marcus  would  fee  it  bleed  in  his  behalf. 

Marc.  Why  then  doft  treat  me  with  rebukes, 
inftead 
Of  kind  condoling  cares,  and  friendly  forrow  ? 

For.  O  Marcus !  did  I  know  the  way  to  eafe 
Thy  troubled  heart,  and  mitigate  thy  pains, 
Marcus,  believe  me,  I  could  die  to  do  it. 

Marc.  Thou  beft  of  brothers,  and  thou  beft 
of  friends  1 
Pardon  a  weak,  diftemper'd  foul,  that  fwells 
With  fudden  guft^ts,  and  finks  as  foon  in  calms. 
The  fport  of  paflions.  But  Sempronius  comes  ; 
He  muft  not  find  this  foftnefs  hanging  on  me. 

\Ex.   Marc. 
Enter  Sempronius.  ' 

Sent.  Confpiracies  no  fooner  fhouldbe  form'd 
Than  executed.     What  means  Fortius  here  ? 
I  like  not  that  cold  youth.     I  muft  diflemble. 
And  fpeak  a  language  foreign  to  my  heart. 

[A/iJe. 
Good-morrow,  Fortius ;  let  us  once  embrace. 
Once  more  embrace,  while  yet  we  both  arc  tree. 
To-morrow,  fhould  we  thus  exprefs  our  friend- 
Each  might  receive  a  Have  into  his  arms,  [fliip. 
This  fun,  perhaps,  this  morning's  fun,  'sthe  laft 
That  e'er  ihall  rife  on  Roman  liberty. 

For.  My  father  has  this  morning  call'd  together 
To  this  poor  hall  his  little  Roman  fenate. 
The  leavings  of  Fharfalia,  to  confult 
If  yet  he  can  oppofe  the  mighty  torrent         [it. 
That  bears  down  Rome,  and  all  her  gods  betore 
Or  muft  at  length  give  up  the  world  to  Caefar., 

Sem.  Not  all  the  pomp  and  majefty  of  Rome 
Can  raifeher  fenate  more  than  Cato's  prefencc. 
His  virtues  render  our  aifembly  awful, 
They  ftrike  with  fomething  like  religious  fear. 
And  make  e'en  Caefar  tremble  at  the  head 
Of  armies  flufti'd  with  conqueft,    O  my  Fortius, 
Could  I  but  call  that  wondrous  man  my  father. 
Would  but  thy  fifter  Marcia  be  propitious 
To  thy  friend's  vows,  I  might  be  bleft  iiideed ! 

For. 
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Per,  Alai,  Scmproniu« !    wouldil  thoa  talk 

ot*  love 
To  MarcU,  whilft  her  fichcr*«  life's  in  danger } 
Tbott  mighi'ft  t%  well  couri  the  pale  trembling 

veital, 
When  (hr  behold*  the  holy  flame  cxpii  Ing. 

Stm.  The  iwoie  I  fee  ihewonJ^ii  ol  thy  race, 
Tbc  more  Tm  cbxm'd.    Thou  muft  take  heed, 

my  Portin*  \ 
The  iworid  hat  til  i:«  eyes  on  Catos  foi  j 
Thy  father'*  merit!  Irt*  thee  up  to  t.^w. 
And  (hew*  thee  in  the  t'alrcft  pcinr  v\  light, 
To  mike  thy  virtue*  or  thy  fault:,  i..  iirp;cuou«. 
?«r.  Well    doft    thou   (cem    u>  check  my 

Ung'ring  here 
On  thi»  imporwdnt  hour — I'll  ftralght  awayj 
And  while  the  fathers  of  the  rcnate  r>^ect 
In  clofe  debate,  to  wei  jh  the  evcnrs,  cf  war, 
I'll  anin-.atc  the  fol.licr'*  drooping  coumge 
With  k)vc  pf  ticclr_tii,  and  eonttm^):  of  life  j 
I'll  thunder  in  tluir  t  t--  r>-~;rrr,. Mary's  caul'c. 
And  try  to  roulc  up  .1  nan  in  'em. 

•Ti»  not  in  rnortalj  to  > licccfs,     . 

But  we'll  do  nM>rc,  SemproDiu«>  wc'li  dcferve  it. 

[Exit. 
Sfm.  Curfeon  the  ftiipHnel  how  he  apes  his 
Ambitiouily  fententioui ! — But  I  wonder    [fire, 
Old  Svphax  comes  not :  his  Numidian  genius 
Ift  well  difpot'd  to  mifchief,  were  he  prompt 
And  eager  on  it  j  but  he  muft  be  fpurr'd, 
And  ev*ry  moment  quicken'd  to  the  courfc. 
Cato  haa  us'd  me  ill :  he  has  refus'd 
Sts  daughter  Marc'a  to  my  ardent  vows. 
Jiefidcs,  his  baffled  aims,  and  ruin'd  caufe. 
Are  ban  to  my  ambition.     Carfar's  favour, 
That  fccw'rs  down  grcttnefs  on  bis  friends,  will 

raife  me 
To  Rome'*  firft  honours.     If  I  give  up  Cato, 
1  claim,  in  my  reward,  hi«  captive  daughter, 
9ut  Syphax  comes      ■- 

Ent€r  Sjpbax, 

fjf.  Sempronitts,  all  is  ready. 
I'tc  f — ^  •'  '  -ry  Numidians,  man  by  man, 
An<'  lipe  for  a  revolt  :  thcv  all 

Corr,  i  of  Cato'sdifciplinc/      [mafter. 

Ami  wait  but    the   command  to  change   their 

Sem.  Believe  me,  Syphax,  there*  no  time  to 
waflei 
Ef*n  whilft  we  fpeak,  o«r  conqueror  comet  on, 
And|[athci^  g!,  '.y  moment. 

Al.sl  thou  It.  aftivc  foul, 

With  whalad.c.  ..V,.  ...v.  '^    -,  on 

From  war  to  war.     In  vj  ^  form'd 

KlAontains  atni  oceuns  to  oj ,  ilfage  1 

He  honnda  o'er  all  j  vi.norious  in  his  march: 
The  Alps  and  Pyrcoeans  fink  before  him  j 
Thro'  winds  and  wavesi  and  llorms,  he  works 

his  way, 
Ijp.,,-..„.  ..,.•..,..., Symorc 

J"  '  ur  gatci. 

*''^       .  -^   J,,   w...wn  o'er   ^oung 

Jiba?  '       * 

That  ftUl  would  recommend  thcc  more  to  Cxfar, 
A^  challenge  better  te^ou* 


Sj.  Alas,  he's  loft  ! 
Hc'»  loll,  Scmpronius  !  all  his  thoughts  are  full 
Of  Cato's  virtues. — But  I'll  try  once  more 
(For  ev'ry  inftant  I  expeil  him  here) 
If  yet  I  can  fubduc  thnfe  (lubborn  principles 
Of  faith  and  honour,  and  I  know  not  what» 
That  havecorrupted  his  Numidian  temper. 
And  (Iruck  th'  infe(5lion  into  all  his  foul, 

Sim.  Befure  to  prefs  upon  him  rv'ry  motive^ 
Juba's  furrender,  fmcc  his  father's  death, 
Would  give  up  Afric  into  Cxfir's  hands. 
And  make  him  lord  of  half  the  !>urning  zone. 

Sy.  But  is  it  true,  Semproniu»,  that  your  le> 

nate 

Is  call'd  togciher?  Gods!  thou  mvifth-rcautiousi 

Cato  has  piercing  eyts,  and  will  diiccrn      [art. 

Our  frauds,  unlcfs  they're  coverd  thick  with 

Sem,  Let  me  alone, good  Syphax;  I'll  conceal 
My  thoughts  in  pallion  ('tis  the  furclt  way); 
111  bellow  out  for  Rome  and  for  my  country. 
And  mouth  at  Caefar,  'till  I  Ih.ike  tbc  fcaate. 
Your  cold  hypocrify  's  a  ftale  device, 
A  v«orn-out  trick  :  wouldd  thou  be  thought  in 

earncft, 
Clothe  thy  feign'd  zeal  in  rage,  in  fire,  in  fury  » 

S^.  In  troth,  thouVt  able  to  Inftruft  grey  hall 
And  teach  the  wily  African  deceit, 

Sim.  Once  more  be  fure  to  try  thy  (kill  on  Jubj; 
Mean  while  I'll  haften  to  my  Roman  Ibldicrs, 
Inflame  the  mutiny,  and  underhand 
Blowup  their  dil'contents,  till  they  break  out 
Unlook'd  for,  and  difcharge  themfelves  on  Cato. 
Remember,  Syphax,  we  muft  work  in  hafte: 

0  think  what  anxious  moments  pafs  between 
The  birth  of  plots  and  their  laft  fatal  periods, 
O,  'tis  a  dreadful  interval  of  time 

Fill'd  up  with  horror  all,  and  big  with  death  I 
Deflruflion  hangs  on  evry  word  we  fpeak. 
On  ev'rv  thought ;  till  the  concluding  ftiokc 
Determines  all,  and  dofes  our  defign. 

[£*/>. 
Sy.  I'll  try  if  I  can  yet  reduce  to  reafon 
This  headftrong  youth,  and  make  him  fpurn  at 

Cato. 
The  time  is  fliort,  Cxfar  comes  ruftfing  on  us— 
But  hold  !  young  Juba  fees  me,  and  approaches. 

Enter  Juba, 

jfub.  Syphax,  I  joy  to  meet  thee  thus  alone, 

1  have  obfcrv'd  of  late  thy  looks  are  fall'n, 
Oercaft  with  gloomy  cares  and  difcontent. 
Then  tell  me,  Syphax,  I  conjure  thee  tell  me. 
What  arc  the  thoughts  that  knit  thy  brow  in 

frown«. 
And  turn  thine  eye  thus  coldly  on  thy  prince  > 

Sj.  'Tis  not  my  talent  to  conc».al  my  thoughts. 
Or  carry  fmiles  and  funftiine  in  my  face. 
When  difcontent  fits  heavy  at  my  heart ; 
I  have  not  yet  fo  much  the  Roman  in  mc, 
'Jud.  Why  doft  thou  caft  out  fuch  ungen'roui 
terms 
Againft  the  lords  and  foverelgns  of  the  world  f 
Doft.thou  not  fee  mankind  fall  down  before  them> 
And  own  the  force  ot  their  fuperior  virtue  ? 
Is  there  a  nation  in  th«  wilds  of  Afric, 

Amidft 
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Amidft  our  barren  rocks,  nnd  burning  fands, 
That  does  not  tremble  at  the  Roman  name  ? 

Sj.  Gods !  where  's  the  worth  that  lets  thcfc 
people  up 
Above  her  own  Numidia's  tawny  fons  > 
Do  they  with  tougher  fincws  bend  the  bow  ? 
Or  flics  the  jav'lin  fwifter  to  its  mark, 
Launch'd  from  the  vigour  of  a  Roman  arm  ? 
Who  like  our  a£iive  Afiican  inftru6ls 
The  fit':-y  ftccd,  and  trains  him  to  his  hand  I 
Or  guides  in  troops  th'  cmbattl'd  elephant, 
Laden   with  war?     Thcfe,  thefe  are  arts,  ray 

prince, 
In  which  your  Zaraa  Joes  not  (loop  to  Rome. 

Juf;  Thefe  are  all  virtues  of  a  meaner   rank, 
Perfedions  that  are  plac'd  in  bones  andncrv€s. 
A  Ron-.an  foul  is  bent  on  higher  views  : 
To  civilize  the  rude,  unpolifli'd  world, 
And  lay  it  tinder  the  reftraint  of  laws  } 
To  make  man  mild,  and  fociableto  man  ; 
To  caltivate  the  wild  licentious  favage, 
With  wifdom,  difcipline,  and  lib'ral  arts, 
Th'  embelliftiments  of  life  :  virtues  like  thefe 
Make  human  nature  iKine,  reform  the  foul, 
And  break  our  fierce  barbarians  into  men. 

Sj.  Patience,  kind  Heavens  1    excufe  an  old 
man's  warmth. 
What  are  thefe  wond'rous  civilizing  arts, 
This  Roman  polifti,  and  this  fmooth  behaviour, 
That  render  man  thus  tradable  and  tame  ? 
Are  they  not  only  to  difguife  our  paflions. 
To  fct  our  looks  at  variance  with  our  thoughts, 
To  check  the  ftarts  and  failles  of  the  fcul, 
And  break  oflf  all  its  commerce  with  the  tongue  : 
In  Ihoit,  to  change  us  into  other  creatures 
Than  what  our  nature  and  the  gods  defign'd  us. 

Jub,  To  ftrike  thee  dumb — turn  up  thy  eyes 
to  Cato  ; 
There  may  ft  thou  fee  to  what  a  godlike  height 
The  Roman  virtues  lift  up  mortal  man. 
While  good  and  juft,  and  anxious  for  his  friends, 
He'sftill  feverely  bent  againft  himfelf  j 
Renouncing  fleep,  and  reft,  and  food,  and  eafe. 
He  ftrives  with  thirft  and  hunger,  toil  and  heat ; 
And  when  his  fortune  fets  before  him  all 
The  pomps  and  pleafures  that  his  foul  can  wifh, 
His  rigid  virtue  will  accept  of  none. 

Sy.  Believe  me,  prince,  there's  not  an  African 
That  travcrfes  our  vaft  Numidian  deferts 
In  qucft  of  prey,  and  lives  upon  his  bow. 
But  better  praftices  thefe  boafted  virtues  : 
Coarfe  are  his  meals,  the  fortune  of  the  chace  } 
Amidft  the  running  ftream  he  flakes  his  thirft  j 
Toils  all  the  day,  and  at  the  approach  of  night 
On  the  firft  friendly  bank  he  throws  him  down, 
Or  refts  his  head  upon  a  rock  till  morn  j 
Then  rifes  frefh,  purfues  his  wonted  gnme  j 
And  if  the  following  day  bechance  to  find 
A  new  repaft,  or  an  untafted  fpring, 
Blefles  his  ftars,  and  thinks  it  luxury. 

jfub.  Thy  prejudices,  Syphax,  won't  dlfcern 
What  virtues  grow  from  ignorance  and  choice, 
Nor  how  the  hero  differs  from  the  brute. 
But  grant  that  others  could  with  equal  glory 
took  down  on  pleafures,  and  the  baitis  of  fenfe, 


Where  ftiall  we  find  the  man  that  bears  affllRion, 
Great  and  majeftic  in  his  griefs,   like  Cato  ? 
Heavens!  with  what  ftrength,  what  fleadincft 

of  mind. 
He  triumphs  In  the  midft  of  all  his  fuff 'rings! 
How  does  he  lifc  againft  a  load  of  woes. 
And  thank  the  gods  that  throws  the  wcightupow 
him!  [foulj, 

Sy,  'Tis  pride,  rank  pride,  and  haughtinefs  oi 
I  think  the  Romans  call  it  Stoicifm. 
Had  not  your  royal  father  thought  fo  highly    ' 
Of  Roman  virtue  and  of  Cato's  caufe. 
He  had  not  fall'n  by  a  (lave's  hand  inglorious  : 
Nor  would  his  (laughtcr'd  army  now  have  laia 
On  Afric  fands, disfigur'd  with  their  wounds. 
To  gorge  the  wolves  and  vultures  of  Numidia. 

Jub.  Why  doft  thou  call  my  forrcws  up  afrefh  ? 
My  father's  name  brin?^s  tears  into  my  eyes, 
Sy.  Othat  you'd  profit  by  your  fathers  Uist 
Jub,  What  wouldft  thou  have  me  do  ? 
Sy.  Abandon  Cato. 

j'ub.  Syphax,  I  (hould  be  more  than  twice  a* 
orphan 
By  fuch  a  lofs. 

.S>.  Ay,  there's  the  tic  that  binds  you  ! 
You  long  to  call  him  father.     Marcia's  charm* 
Work  in  your  heart  unfeen,  and  plead  for  Cato« 
No  wonder  you  are  deaf  to  all  1  fay. 

Jub.  Syphax,  your  zeal  becomes  importunate; 
Tve  hitherto  permitted  it  to  rave, 
And  talk  at  large  j  but  learn  to  keep  It  in. 
Left  it  Ihould  take  more  freedom  than  I'll  give  it. 
Sy.  Sir,  your  great  father  never  us'd  me  thxxu 
Alas,  he's  dead!  but  can  you  e'er  forget 
The  tender  forrows,  and  the  pangs  of  nature. 
The  fond  embraces,  and  repeated  blelTings, 
Which  you  drew  from  him  in  your  laft  farewell  f 
Still  muft  I  cherifli  the  dear  fad  remembrance^ 
At  once  to  torture  and  to  pleafe  my  foul. 
The  good  old  king  at  parting  wrung  my  haml 
(His  eyes  brim-full  of  tears)  ;  thenfighingjCfied, 

Pry'thee  be  careful  of  my  fon  ! His  grref 

SwellM  up  fohigh,  he  could  not  utter  moi-e. 

yub.  Alas,  thy  ftory  melts  away  my  foul  I 
That  beft  of  fathers!  how  fiiall  I  difcharge 
The  gratitude  and  duty  which  I  owe  him"? 
Sy.  By  laying  up  his  counfels  in  your  "heart, 
Jub.  His  counfels   bade  me  yield  to  thy  di- 
reftions : 
Then,  Syphax,  chide  me  In  fevereft  t«rms  ; 
Vent  all  thy  paftion,  and  I'll  ftand  its  fhock 
Calm  and  unruffled  as  a  fummer  fea, 
When  not  a  breath  of  wind  flies  o'er  its  furface. 
Sy.  Alas,  my  prince  1  I'd  guide  you  to  your 
fafety.  [how. 

Jub.  I  do  believe  thou  wculdft  ;  but  tell  me 
Sy.  Fly  from  the  fate  that  follows  Caetar's  foes. 
Jub.  My  father  fcorn'd  to  do  it. 
^y.  ■  And  therefore  died. 
yub.  Better  to  die  ten  thoufand  deaths. 
Than  wound  my  honour. 

Sy.  Rather  fay,  your  love.  f  tetipe'*. 

Jub.  Syphax,  I've  proraifed  to  preferve  my 
Why  vcilt  thou  urge  me  to  confefs  a  flame 
I  long  hive  ftifled,  and  would  fain  conceal  ? 
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Sj,  Believe  me,  prince,  tho'  hat  J  to  conqner 
lore, 
•TU  eafier  to  dirert  and  break  its  force. 
Abfencc  might  cure  it  j  or  a  fecund  miiticrs 
Light  op  another  flame,  and  put  out  this. 
Thr  c»i'.winT  .iiinri  f%t  /'•^ma's  royxl  court 
H.r.  rctxalted  charms  i 

Ti  harlot  o'er  their  beads, 

W  c  tire  anU  colour  in  their  cheeks, 

W\  'i  thrfe,  my  princr,  vouM  foon  for- 

Tiic  pa  ■  '  beauties  of  the  North,  [get. 

'Juh.  '\  •  of  fealurtk  or  complexion. 

The  ••"  •  '*nt  I  ailniire  i 

Bea  1   to  the  lover, 

¥xi\t  >  upon  the  fenfe. 

The  virtuous  Marcia  towers  above  her  I'cxj 
True,  (he  is  fair — O  how  divinely  fair  ! 
But  ftill  the  lovely  maid  improves  her  charms 
Vith  Inward  grcatnefs,  unalfci^kci  wildom. 
And  fanftity  of  manners  J  Gate's  loul 
Shines  out  in  evtr)r_^thing  (he  acts  or  (peaks, 
While  winning  mildnei's  and  attractive  fmiles 
Dwell  in  her  looks,  and  with  becoming  gi-acc 
Soften  the  rigour  ot  her  father's  virtue. 

Sj,  How  docs  your  tongue  grow  wanton  in 
her  praife  i 
But  on  my  knees  I  beg  you  would  confiJer 

Jub.  Hah  !  Syphax,  is't  not  ihc  ? — She  moves 
this  way ; 
And  with  her  Lucia,  Lucius's  fair  daughter. 
Wy  heart  beats  thick — I  pr'ythee,  byphax,  leave 
me. 

Sj.  Ten  thoufand  curfes  faften  on  *em  both  I 
Now  will  this  woman,  with  a  fingle  ghncc, 
Undo  what  I've  been  lab'ring  all  this  while. 

[  Exit  Sjphax, 

Enter  MMrcia  and  Lucia. 

'Juh,  Hail,  charming  maid  ?    how   does  thy 
beauty  fmooth 
The  face  of  war,  and  make  even  hnrror  fmile  ! 
At  fight  of  thee  my  heart  Hukciiotf  its  forrows  j 
I  fed  a  dawn  of  joy  break  in  u|)on  mc, 
And  for  a  while  torgct  the  approach  of  Czfar. 

Mar.   r  f^       *   '  -  gricv'dy  young  prince,  to 

il.  f^nce  [arms, 

Unbent    )  „hts,  and  (litkcn'd    'em   to 

While,  warm  with  iiaughter,  our  viMorious  foe 

Tijreatrn*  aloud,  and  calls  yo\i  to  the  field. 

Jub.  O  Marcia,  let  mc  hope  thy  kind  concern 
And  gentle  wiihes  follow  me  to  battle  ! 
The  thought  will  gi .  ir  to  my  arm, 

AiMftrcogth  amlwci  :ccndinglword, 

And  drive  it  in  a  teiUj^.;  .,  .  ...^  foe. 

Mar.  My  pray'rs and  wiftiesalwaysffiall attend 
The   friends   ot    Rome,    the   glorous  caule  of 

virtue. 
The  men  approv'J  of  by  the  gods  and  Cato. 

J.'      ""       ■  iba  may  defcrve  thy  pious  tares, 
I'll  >  on  thy  godlike  father, 

Tra;,.,.  "'-^y  one,  intomvlife 

His  bngh  \  till  I  fhinelike  him. 

Mar.  \;     :  ver  at  a  time  like  this 

Would  lay  out  his  great  foul  in  words,  aad  wafte 
Such  precious  moiacoit* 


Juh.,  Thy  reproofs  arc  juft. 
Thou  virtuous  maid  !   I'llhaftcn  to  my  troops, 
And  fire  their  languid  Ibuls  with  Cato's  virtue* 
If  e'er  I  lead  them  to  the  field,  when  all 
The  war  fiiall  (land  rang'd  in  its  jull  array. 
And  dreadful  pompj  then  will  1  think  on  thee, 

0  lovely  maid  !  then  will  I  think  on  thee  } 
And,  in  the  fhock  of  charging  hods,   remember 
What  glorious  deeds  ftiould  grace  the  man  who 

hopes 
For Marcias  love.  \ExitJuba, 

Luc.  Marcia,  you're  too  f«vcre  j 
How  could  you  chide  the   young  good-natur'dl 

prince, 
And  drive  him  from  you  with  (b  flcrn  an  air, 
A  prince  that  loves  and  dotes  on  you  to  death  > 
Mar,  'Tis  therefore,  Lucia,  that  I  chide  him 
from  mc. 
His  air,  his  voice,  his  looks,  and  honeft  foulj 
Speak  all  fo  movingly  in  his  behalf, 

1  dart  not  truft  mylelf  to  hear  him  talk. 

Luc,  Why  will  you  fight  againft  fo  fwcet  a 
paffion. 
And  ftcel  your  heart  to  fuch  a  world  of  charms. 

Mar.  How,  Lucia  1  wouldil   thou  have  mc 
fink  away 
In  pleafjng  dreams,  and  lofc  myfelf  in  love. 
When  cv'ry  moment  Cato's  life's  at  Hake  ? 
Cnefar  comes  arni'd  v\  ith  terror  and  revenge. 
And  aims  his  thunder  at  my  father's  head. 
Should  not  the  fad  occafion  hvallow  up 
My  other  cares,  and  draw  them  all  into  it  ? 

Luc.  Why  have  not  I  this  conftancy  of  mind. 
Who  have  fo  many  griefs  to  try  its  force  ? 
Sure,  nature  form'd  me  of  her  foftefl  mould. 
Enfeebled  all  my  foul  with  tender  paiTions, 
And  funk  me  even  below  my  own  weak  fcx  : 
Pity  and  love,  by  turns,  opprcfs  my  heart. 

Mar.  Lucia,  difburthen  all  thy  cares  on  me, 
And  let  me  (hare  thy  moft  retir'd  diftrefs. 
Tell  me  who  raifcs  up  this  conflift  in  thee  ? 

Luc.  I  need  not  blufh  to  name  them,  when  I 
tell  thee 
They're  Marcia*s  brothers,  and  the  fons  of  Cato. 

Mar,  They  both  beheld  thee  with  their  filler's 
eyes, 
And  often  have  reveal'd  their  paflTion  to  mc. 
But  tell  me  whofe  addrefs  thou  favour'ft  moft  ? 
I  long  to  know,  and  yet  I  dread  to  hear  it. 

Luc.  Which  is  it  Marcia  wiihes  for  ? 

Mar.  For  neither. 
And  yet  for  both. — The  youths  have  equal  fharc 
In  Marcia's  wjrties,  and  divide  their  lifter  : 
But  tell  me  which  of  them  is  Lucia's  choice  ? 

Luc,  Marcia,  they  both  are  high  in  my  efteem  : 
But  in  my  love — why  wilt  thou  make  me  name 

him  ? 
Thou  know'flit  is  a  blind  and  fooliOi  paflion, 
Pltai»M  and  difgufted  with  it  knows  not  what. 

Mar.  O  Lucia,  I'm  perplex'd;  Otellme  whicll   ^' 
I  muft  hereafter  call  my  happy  brother  ?  ^ 

Luc.  Sup}X)fc*t  were  Fortius,  could  you  blamt     , 
my  choice  ? 
O  Fortius  I  thou  haft  ftol'n  away  myfoul  I 
With  what  a  graceful  tcndornsfs  he  loves, 
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And  breathes  the  fofteft,  the  Ancereft  vows  I 
Complacency,  and  truth,  and  manly  fweetnefs, 
Dwell  ever  on  his  tongue,and  i'mooth  his  thoughts, 
Marcus  is  over- warm  :  his  fond  complaints 
Have  fo  much  earneftnefs  and  palfion  in  them, 
1  hear  him  with  a  fecret  kind  of  horror. 
And  tremble  at  his  vehemence  of  temper. 

Mar,  Alas,  poor  youth  1  how  canft  thou  throw 
him  from  thee  ? 
Lucia,  thou  know'il  not  half  the  love  he  bears 

thee? 
Whene'er  he  fpeaksof  thee,  his  heart's  in  flames, 
He  lends  out  all  his  foul  in  ev'ry  word. 
And  thinks,  and  talks,  and  looks  like  one  tranf- 

ported. 
Unhappy  youth  !  How  will  thy  coldnefs  raife 
Tempefls  and  ftorms  in  his  afAi^td  bofom  ! 
I  dread  the  confequence. 

Luc,  You  feem  to  plead 
Againft  your  brother  Fortius* 

Mar.  Heaven  forbid  ! 
Had  Fortius  been  the  unfuccefsful  lover. 
The  fame  compaflion  would  have  fall'n  on  hlra. 

Luc.  Was  ever  virgin  love  diftreft  like  mine  ! 
Fortius  himlelf  oft  falls  in  tears  before  me. 
As  if  he  mourn'd  his  rival's  ill  fuccefs  j 
Then  bids  me  hide  the  motions  of  my  heart, 
Nor  fliew  which  way  it  turns :  fo  much  he  fears 
The  fad  efFefts  that  it  will  have  on  Marcus. 

Mar,  He  knows  too  well  how  ealily  he's  fir'd, 
And  would  not  plunge  his  brother  in  defpair. 
But  waits  for  happier  times  and  kinder  moments. 

Luc,  Alas !  too  late  I  find  myfelf  involv'd 
In  endlefs  griefs  and  labyrinths  of  woe  j 
Born  to  amift  my  Marcia's  family. 
And  fow  diflenfion  in  the  hearts  of  brothers. 
Tormenting  thought  !  it  cuts  into  my  foul. 

Mar.  Let  us  not,  Lucia,  aggravate  our  forrows, 
But  to  the  gods  fubmit  the  event  of  things. 
Our  lives  difcolour'd  with  our  prefent  woes, 
May  ftill  grow  bright,  and  fmile  with  happier 

hours 
So  the  pure  limpid  flream,  when  foul  with  ftalns 
Of  ruftiing  torrents,  and  defcending  rains. 
Works  itlelf  clear,  and,  as  it  runs,  refines  j 
Till,  by  degrees,  the  floating  mirror  fhines, 
Keflefts  each  flow'r  that  on  the  border  grows; 

Er  heaven  in  its  fair  bofom  flows. 
lExeunt, 


ACT    IL 


NE,  the  Senate.    Lucius  ^  $emf>roniuf,  and 

Senators, 

^em,T^OM'S.  ftill  furvives  in  this  aflcmbled 

-•^        fcnate  I 
Let  us  remember  we  are  Cato's  frlenJs, 
A.nd  aft  like  men  who  claim  that  glorious  title. 

Luc,  Cato  will  foon  be  here,  and  open  to  us 
Th'  occafion  of  our  meeting.     Hark,  he  comes ! 
I A  found  of  trumpets . 
^ay  all  ihf  guaidiangods  of  ^omc  dU-«^  haul 


Enter  Cato. 

Cato.  Fathers,  we  once  again  arc  met  In  council  | 
Cxfar's  approach  has  fummoned  us  together. 
And  Rome  attends  her  fule  from  our  refolves. 
How  fhall  we  treat  this  bold  afpiring  man  ? 
Succefs  ftill  follows  him,  and  backs  his  crimes  ; 
Fharfalia  gave  him  Rome,  Egypt  has  fmce 
Receiv'd  his  yoke,  and  the  whole  Nile  is  Caefai's, 
Why  ftiould  I  mention  Juba's  overthrow. 
And  Scipio's  death  ?  Numidia's  burning  fands 
Still  fmoke  with  blood,     'Tis  time  wc  Ihould 

decree 
What  courfe  to  take.     Our  foe  advances  on  us. 
And  envies  us  even  Libya's  fultry  defcrts. 
Fathers,   pronounce  your  thoughts ;  are  thc}t 

ftill  fix'd 
To  hold  it  out,  and  fight  it  to  the  laft  ? 
Or  are  your  hearts  fubdu'd  at  length,  and  wrought 
By  time,  and  ill  fuccefs,  to  a  fubrailfion  ) 
Senipronius,  fpeak. 

Sem,  My  voice  is  ftill  for  war. 
Gods  I  can  a  Roman  fenate  long  debate 
Which  of  the  two  to  choofe — flav'ry  or  death  ? 
No,  let  us  rife  at  once,  gird  on  our  fwords. 
And,  at  the  head  of  our  remaining  troops. 
Attack  the  foe,  break  through  the  thick  array 
Of  his  throngd  legions,  and  charge  home  upoa 

him. 
Perhaps  fome  arm,  more  lucky  than  the  reft. 
May  reach  his  heart,  and  free  the  world  from 

bondage. 
Rife,  fathers,  rife  I  'tis  Rome  demands  your  help  j 
Rife,  and  revenge  her  (laughtcr'd  citizens. 
Or  (hare  their  fate  !  The  corps  of  half  her  fenate 
Manure  the  fields  of  Theflaly  ;  while  we 
Sit  here  deliberating  in  cold  debates. 
If  we  ihould  facrifice  our  lives  to  honour. 
Or  wear  them  out  in  fervitudeand  chains. 
Roul'e  up,  for  (liamel    our  brothers  of  Fharfalia 
Point  at  their  wounds,  and  cry  aloud — To  battle  I 
Great  Pompey's  ftiade  complains   that  we  ate 

flow, 
And  Scipio's  ghoft  walks  unreveng'damongft  us. 

Cato.  Let  not  a  torrent  of  impetuous  zeal  , 
Tranfport  thee  thus  beyond  the  bounds  of  reafon  : 
True  fortitude  is  feen  in  great  exploits 
That  juftice  warrants,  and  that  wifdom  guides  j 
All  elfe  is  tow'ring  frenzy  and  diftraftion. 
Are  not  the  lives  of  thofe  who  draw  the  fword 
In  Rome's  defence  entrufted  to  our  care  ? 
Should  we  thus  lead  them  to  a  field  of  flaughter,  t 
Might  not  th*  impartial  world  with  reafon  fay, 
We  lavifli'd  at  our  deaths  the  blood  of  thoufands. 
To  grace  our  fall,  and  make  our  ruin  glorious  i 
Lucius,wc  next  would  know  what's  your  opinion, 

Luc.  My  thoughts,  I  muft  confefs,  are  turn'd 
on  peace. 
Already  have  our  quarrels  fill'd  the  world 
With  widows  and  with  orphans :  Scythia  mourns 
Our  guilty  wars,  and  earth's  remoteft  regions 
Lie  half  unpeopled  by  the  feuds  of  Rome  : 
*Tis  timeto  ftieathe  the  fword  and  fpare  mankind, 
ft  is  not  Cafar,  but  the  gods,  my  fathers. 
The  gods  declare  againft  us,  and  repel 
Our  vaiA  attempt?.    To  urge  the  i'oc  to  battle 

(Prompted 
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Wrrr  to  rcful'c  th*  ia 
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wild  defpair) 
.id'  nee, 
n  nut  ion* 
:u  Romr» 


We  look  up  iiim,  not  tuicveugc  ourfelvrs, 
But  free  the  commonwcalih  i  when  this  end  fails, 
Arms  have  no  farther  ule.  Our  coui.try's  caul'c, 
That  drew  our  lMrords»  now  wrclU    cm  from 

our  bands. 
And  bidt  us  not  delight  in  Roman  Mood 
Unpr^fitjLIv  filed.     WHiai  men  could  do, 
]i  c  :  heaven  and  earth  will  witnefs, 

If  K      :a|],  that  weare  iiiiicccnt. 

Sem.  Thi&  fmooth  difcourfc,  and  mild  beha- 
viour, oft 
Cooceal  a  traitor.     Something  whifpers  me 
AH  is  not  right — Cato,  beware  of  L\icius, 

[  .i'Uc  u>  Cato. 

Catc.  Let  us  appear  nor  rath  nor  diiHdcnt  j 
Immod'rate  valoufiVcUs  into  a  fault  ; 
And  fear  admitted  into  public  councUs, 
Betrays  like  trcafon.     Let  u&  Ouin  cm  both. 
Fathers,  I  cannot  fee  that  our  atiairs 
Are  grown  thus  defp'iate }  we  h^ivc  bulwarks 

round  us ; 
Within  ( tir  walls  are  troops  InurM  to  toil 
In  At!   l\  hf  .r.    ir.d  fr.ilon'd  to  the  fun  { 
N  i'  in  lie*  hirhind  us. 

Kf.>  .rinr-'o  call. 

%Viaic  there  i»  iiU^>c ..  t  the  gods: 

But  wait  at  UaA  tdl  '  r'.pproach 

Fore  ■   "d.      ''iwiii  r.L.    I  be  too  laic 

To  ;  ;ii,  and  own  a  <..»nq\tu<.>r. 

Wh)  ...«>.„  .;v^me  fall  a  mon;^nt  tie  her  lime  ? 
No  J  let  us  draw  her  term  of  freedom  out 
In  its  full  length,  and  fpin  it  to  the  lall. 
So  ihall  wc  gain  tiill  one  day's  lihtity  : 
Ami  let  IDC  pcrifh,  but  in  Cato's  judgment, 
A  day,  an  hour,  of  virtuous  libeity 
Jt  wurth  a  whole  eternity  in  bomla^c. 

£«/<r  Martuf, 

Mm-.  Fathers,  this  moment,  as  I  watch 'd  the 

^te, 
J.odg'dm  my  pol^,  aherald  Is  anivd 
From  C«far*s  camp,  and  with  him  comes  old 

Decius, 
The  Roman  knight ;  he  carries  in  his 
Impatience,  and  demand  to  Ipcak  with  Cato. 
L'at9.  By  your  pcrmUTion,  fathers bid  him 

enter.  [Exit  Marcus. 

Dtctna  was  ooct  my  frienJ  j  but  other  profpefts 
Have  looa'd  tboTe  ties,  and  bound  him  faft  to 

C«ftr. 
Hit  ndfiige  may  determine  our  refolvcs. 

Enter  Detiiu. 

Det,  C.-rfir  f^tvU  health  to  Cato-'^- 

Cat9.  (  .  i  it 

To  Cato.  J  friends,  it  would  be  wel- 

come. 
Alt  not  yourordas  to  addr^fs  U)C  fcnate  I 


Dec,  My  bufinefs  is  with  Cato;  Caefar  fees 
The  Araits  lo  which  you're  driven  }  and,  as  h« 

knovvs 
Cato*s  high  worth,  is  anxious  for  your  life. 

Cato.  My  life  is  grafted  on  the  fate  of  Rome. 
Would  he  favc  Cato,  bid  him  fpare  his  country. 
Tell  your  dilator  this  }  and  tell  him,  Cato 
Difdains  a  life  which  he  has  pow'r  to  otfer. 

Dec,  Rome  anJ  her  fcnators  fubmit  to  Caefar  \ 
Her  gen'rals  and  hcrconfuls  are  no  more. 
Who  check'd  his  conquelh,  and  denied  his  tri- 
umphs 
Why  will  not  Cato  be  this  Crfar's  friend  ? 
Cato.  Thofe  very   rcafons  thou   haft  urg*d, 

forbid  it. 
Dec.  Cato,  I've  orders  to  expoftulatc, 
And  rcafon  with  you>  as  from  friend  to  friend  t 
Think  on  the  ftorm  that  gathers  o'er  your  head. 
And  threatens  ev'ry  hour  to  burft  upon  it. 
Still  may  you  (land  high  in  your  country's  ho> 

nours  J 
Do~b«t  comply,    and  make  your   peace  with 

Caefar, 
Rome  will  rejoice,  and  caft  its  eyes  on  Cato, 
As  on  the  ftcond  of  mankind. 

Cato.  No  more : 
I  muft  not  think  on  life  on  fuch  conditions. 
Dec,  Csclar  is  well  acquainted  with  your  vir- 
tues, 
And  therefore  fets  this  value  on  your  life. 
Let  him  but  know  the  price  of  Call's  friend« 

'fhip, 
And  name  your  teiras. 

Coto.  Bid  him  dilband  his  legions, 
Rdlore  the  common  wealth  to  iTberty, 
SubrHit  his  atUons  to  the  public  cenfure, 
And  ftaqd  the  judgment  of  a  Roman  fenate. 
£id  him  do  this,  and  Cato  is  his  friend. 

Dec.  Cato,  the  world  talks  loudly  of  your 

wildom 

Cato.  Nay  more — tho'  Cato's  voice  was  ne'er 
employed 
(fo clear  the  guilty,  and  to  varnlfli  crimes, 
Myfelf  will  mount  the  roftrumin  his  favour, 
And  drive  to  gain  his  p.irdon  from  the  people. 
Dec,  A  ftile  like  this  becomes  a  conqueror. 
Cato.  Decius,  a  ftylc  like  this  becomes  a  Ro» 

man. 
Dec.  What  is  a  Roman,  that  is  Cscfar's  foe  f 
Cmto.  Greater  than  Casfar  i  he's  a  friend  X» 

virtue. 
Dec.  Confidor,  Cato,  you're  In  Utica, 
And  at  the  head  of  your  own  little  fenate  ^ 
You  don't  now  thimder  io  the  capitol, 
With  all  the  mouths  of  Rome  to  fecond  you. 
Cato.  Let  him  confider  thjit,  who  drivts  uf   ^ 
hither  j        «  |j 

'T«  C;cfar's  fword  has  made  Rome 's  fenate  IitUc| 
And  thinn'd  its  ranks.     Alas!  thy  dazzled  eye 
Behold!  this  man  in  a  falfe  glaring  light, 
Which  conqutil  and  I'uccefs  have  thrown  upon 

him  ; 
Did'ft   thou  but  view  him  right,  thou'dll  fee 
him  black 

With 
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With  murder,  treason,  sacrilege,  and  crimes 
That  strike  my  soul  wiih  horror  hut  to  name  'cm 
I  know  ihou  look'st  on  me,  as  oi\  a  wretch 
Beset  with  ills,  and  covcr'd  with  misfortunes  ; 
But,  by  the  gods  I  swear,  millions  of  worlds 
Should  never  buy  me  to  be  like  that  ('arsar 
Dee.  Does  Cato   send   this  answer  hack   to 
Caesar, 
For  all  his  genVous  cares  and  profler'd  friend- 
ship f 
Catu    His  cares  for  w»e  are  insolent  and  vain  : 
Presumptuous  man!  theOods  take  care  of  Cato. 
W(!uld  Caesar  shew  the  greatness  of  his  soul. 
Bid  him  employ  his  care  for  those  my  friends. 
And  make  good  use  of  his  ill-yotten  j)ow'r. 
By  s'.ielt'ring  men  much  better  than  himself. 
Dec.    Your   high   unconquer'd   heart  makes 
you  forget 
You  ari*  a  man  ;    you  rush  on  vour  destruction. 
But  I  have- done.  "  When  1  reUte  hereafter 
The  tale  of  this  unhappy  embassy, 
All  Rome  will  be  in  tears.  \Exit  Decius, 

Scm.  Caio,  we  tliank  thee. 
The  mighty  genius  of  immortal  Rome 
Speaks  in  thy  voice ;  thy  soul  breathe?  liberty. 
Caesar  will  'shripk  to  Hear  the  words  thou  ut- 

ter'st. 
And  shudder  in  the  midst  of  all  his  conquests. 
Luc.  The  senate  owns  its  gratitude  to  Cato, 
Who  with  so  great  a  soul  corrsuUs  its  safety, 
And  guards  our  lives  while  he  neglects  his  own. 
Scm.  Sempronius  gives  no  thanks  on  this  ac- 
count. 
Lucius  seems  fond  of  life  ;  hut  what  is  life  ? 
Tis  not  to  stalk  about,  and  draw  fresh  air 
From  time  to  time,  or  gaze  upon  the  sun  : 
'Tis  to  he  free.     When  liberty  is  gone. 
Life  grows  insipid,  and  has  lost  its  relish. 
O,  could  n)y  dying  hand  but  lodge  a  sword 
In  Cassar's  bosom,  and  revenge  my  country! 
By  Heavens,  I  could  enjoy  the  pangs  of  death. 
And  smile  in  agony. 

Luc.  Others,  perhaps, 
May  serve  their  country  with  as  warm  a  zeal. 
Though  'tis  not  kindled  into  such  a  rage. 

Sent.  This  sober  conduct  is  a  mighty  virtue 
In  lukewarm  patriots. 

Caio.  Come  ;  no  more,  Sempronius  : 
All  here  are  friends  to  Rome,  and  to  each  other. 
Let  us  not  weaken  still  the  weaker  side 
By  our  divisions. 

Sein.  Cato,  my  resentments 
Are  sacrific'd  to  Rome — I  stand  rcprov'd. 

Cato.  Fathers,  'tis  time  you  come  to  a  resolve. 
Luc.  Cato,  we  all  go  into  your  opinion  : 
Csesar's  behaviour  has  convinc'd  the  senate 

(We  ought  to  hold  it  out  till  terms  arrive. 
L  Sem.  We  ought  to  hold  it  oiatill  death  ;  but, 
ily  private  voice  is  drown'd  amidst  the  senate's 
ta/y.  Then  let  us  rise,  ray  friends,  and  strive 
to  fill 
This  little  interval,  this  pause  of  life, 
(While  yet  our  liberty  and  fates  are  doubtful) 
With  resolution,  fiieDdship,  Romaa  buavcry, 


And  all  the  virtues  we  cao  crowd  into  it ; 
That  Heaven  may  say  it  ought  to  be  prolcn«;'d. 
Fat'.iers,  farewel,~Tlie  young  Numidian  prirxc^. 
Comes  forward,  and  expects  to  know  otir  roun- 
fccls.  [£xcu7it  Senator:^. 


Enter  Jnha. 

.Tuba,  the  Roman  senate  has  resolv'd, 
Till  time  gives  better  prospects,  still  to  keep 
The  sword  unsheath'd,    and    turn   it**  edge  ott 
Cjesar. 
Juh.  I'he  resolution  fits  a  Roman  senate. 
But,  Cato,  lend  me  for  a  while  thy  patience. 
And  condescend  to  hear  a  voung  man  speak. 
My  father,  when  some  days  before  his  death 
lie  orderd  me  to  iiaarch  for  Utica, 
(Alas  !  I  thought  not  then  his  death  bo  near!) 
Wept  o'er  uie,  press'd  me  in  his  aged  arras. 
And,  as  his  griefs  gave  way.  My  son,  said  he. 
Whatever  fortune  sliall  bctal  thy  father. 
Re  Cato's  friend  ;  hell  train  thee  up  to  great 
And  virtuous  deeds  ;  do  but  observe  him  well. 
Thou  'It  shun  misfortanes,  or  thou  'It  learn  t« 
hear  'em. 
Caio.  Juba,  thy  father  was  a  worthy  prince, 
:\nd  userited,  alas!  a  better  fate  j 
But  Heas'en  thought  otherwise. 

Jiib.  Aiv  father's  fate. 
In  spite  of  all  the  fortitude  that  shine« 
Before  my  face  iu  Cato's  great  example. 
Subdues  my  soul,  and  fills  my  eyes  with  tears 
Cato.  It  is  an  honest  sorrow,   and  become? 

thee. 
Juh.    My  father  drew   respect  from,  foreigr. 
climes  : 
The  kings  of  Afric  sought  him  for  their  friend ; 
Kings  far  remote,  iliat  rule,  as  fame  reports, 
I^liind  the  hidden  sources  of  the  Nile, 
In  distant  worlds,  on  t'  other  side  the  sun ; 
Oft  have  their  black  ambassadors  appear'd, 
Loaden  with  gifts,  and  fill'd  the  courts  of  Zama 
Cato.  I  am  no  stranger  to  thy  father's  great- 
ness. 
Juh.  I  would  not  boast  the  greatness  of  nu 
fatlier. 
But  point  out  new  alliances  to  Cato. 
Have  we  not  better  leave  this  Utica, 
To  arm  Nuinidia  in  our  cause,  and  ccKirt 
nr  assistance  of  Jiiy  father's  powerful  friends  ? 
Did  they  know  Cato,  our  remotest  kings 
Would  pour  embattled  multitudes  about  him  ; 
Their    swarthy    hosts    would    darken    ail    out 

plains. 
Doubling  the  native  horror  of  the  war. 
And  making  death  more  grim. 
Cato.  And  canst  thou  tliink 
Cato  will  fly  before  the  sword  of  Caesar  ! 
Reduc'd,  like  Hannibal,  to  seek  relief 
From  court  to  court,  and  wander  up  and  down 
A  vagabond  in  Afric  ? 

Juh.  Cato,  perhaps  ^ 

I'm  too  oihcious  ;  but  my  forward  cares 
Would  fain  preserve  a  life  of  so  much  value  : 
My  heart  is  wounded,  when  I  see  such  virtue 
Atliicted  by  the  weight  of  such  misfortunes. 
J^wx   *  4',i/.. 
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<'<:/«.  Thjrnoblenm  of  »oal  oblip'-^  me. 
But  know,   young  prince,    ibai   valour  soan 


What  ihr  \vw}A  mill  Tnr»f*>rtum>  r^nA  .ifHiction. 

ThcMP' 

OoHr. 

Th- 


.  vcr  fall 
t  of  men 
.:ljnut  us 


,\v   out  into 


1  $hon  the  dav»  anH  lie  conceal'd 
I  seasons  and  the  calms  of  life 
tiarm'd  whene'er  ihun  taiN'-t  j    I 
I  ,),(•  tor  vifiUe; 
And  all  ojv  »<"»l  endeavours  at  perfertion. 
Cato.  0D«t  thou  love  watching^,  abstinence, 
and  toil. 
Laborious  virtues  all  ?  hnm  them  frnrn  Cato: 
Suecrss  and  fortune  must  ihou  learn  from  Cicsar. 
Jub.  The  best  good  fortune  that  can  fall  on 
Jubn. 
The  whole  succcaa  at-which  my  heart  aspires, 
Jltpeods  on  Catn. 

Co/o.  What  does  Juba  sav  ? 
Thv  words  eo"'"""")  —.•. 

Jula.  I  H  ract  them. 

Civc  'em   mr  vn  :    they  aimd  at  no- 

thinff. 
Caio.  Tdl  me  thy  wish,  young  prince,  make 
not  my  ear 
A  straooer  to' thv  thoughts. 

•  ^  '     ^ '    ■'       '    extravagant ; 
S;  m. 


Iklatua- 

Caio 

r  • 


SI. 
In 

XuactJ 
l(  i>  no: 


1  lier  f.alier's  virtues. 

.ld»t  thou  9av? 
Muiii  hast  a  daughter. 
I.  young  prince  j  I  would  not  hear 

n  my  ettrrm.     Hcmrmbcr 
over  us,  and  Ilr.mn 
iiiiiH  our  thoughts. 
to  talk  of  aught 


But  chains,  or  a>nquc<t  j   liberty,  or  death 


r.uin  Syftfiax, 


jTo  beat  the  thicket  where  the  tiger  slept, 
lOr  seek  the  lion  in  his  dreadful  haimts : 
lllow  did  the  colour  mount  into  your  cheeks, 
When  first  von  rous'd  him  to  the  chase!  I've 

seen  von, 
Ev'n  in  the  Lvhian  dog-days,  Imnt  him  down. 
Then  charge  him  close,  provoke  him  to  the  rage 
Of   fangs  and  claws,  and  stooping  from  you: 

horse. 
Rivet  the  panting  savage  to  the  ground. 
Jub.  Pr'ythee,  no  more. 
Stf.  IIow  would  the  old  king  smile 
To  see  vou  weigh  the  paws  when  tipp*d  wiih 

gold. 
And  throw  the  shaggy  spoils  about  vour  should- 
ers ! 
Juh»  Syphax,  this  old  man's  talk,  tho'  honr . 
flow'd 
Tn  ev'ry  word,  would  now  lose  all  its  sweetness. 
Cato'sdispleas'd,  and  Marcia  lost  for  ever, 
6'y.. Young  prince,  1  yet  could  give  you  good 
advice, 
Marcia  mi^ht  still  be  yours. 

Jul.  \A' hat  say's^  thou,  Svphax  ? 
By  Heavens,  thou  turn'st  me  all  into  attention. 
Sj/.  Marcia  might  still  bcvours, 
Jub.  As  how,  dear  Svphax  ? 
Sj/.  .Tuba  commands  Numidia's  hardy  troops. 
Mounted  on  steeds  unxis'd  to  the  tostramt 
Of  curbs  or  bits,  and  fleeter  than  the  winds. 
Oive  but  the  word,  we'll  snatch  this  damsel  up. 
And  bear  her  off". 

Jnb.  Can  such  dishonest  thotip^hts 
Rise  up  in  man  ?  Wouldsi  thou  seduce  my  youth 
To  do  an  act  that  would  destroy  mv  honour? 

Si/.    God.s,  I  could  tear  my  hair  to  hear  you 
Honour's  a  fine  imaginary  notion,  [talk  ! 

That  draws  in  raw  and  unexpcrienc'd  men 
To  real  mischiefs,  while  they  hunt  a  shadow. 
Jub.  Wouldst  thou  degrade  thy  prince  into  a 

rufiian  ? 
St/.  The  boasted  ancestors  of  these  gncat  mcp . 
Whose  virtues  you  admire,  were  all  such  ru! 

fians. 
This  drcid  of  nations,  this  almighty  Rome, 
That  comprehends  in  her  wide  empire's  b«)und:> 
[iui7.  All  under  heaven,  was  founded  on  a  rape  ; 

[Your  Scipios,  Cwsars,  Pompcvs,  and  yourC^ato. 


oy.  How's  ihU,   mv  prince?  What,  covcr'd  (The  goils  on  earth)  arc  all  the  spurious  brood 


UKIi    r-,.M)M»«on? 

Mcrn  philosopher 
you. 
s,  I'm  undone, 
it  w-ll. 

•'  me. 

1. 


'  '^    "  .  my  love  for  Marcia. 

•^^      *   "    '^      ,     ,      ,-rsontoinUust 
.\  i.ile  wuh  I 

•  '       '>,  I  could  pierce  my  heart, 
I     fm»!i«.h  heart.     Was  ever  wretch  like  .Ttiha? 
■S>.  Alas,  my  prince,  how  are  you  chang'd  of 
late  I 
r*e  known  youog  Juba  rise  before  the  sun. 


Of  violaitd  maids,  of  ravish'd  Sabines. 

Jub.  Syphax,  I  fear  that  hoary  head  of  thine 
Abounds  too  much  in  our  Numidian  wiles. 
Sr/.  Indeed,  my  prince,  you  want  toknowthc 
world. 
You  have  not  read  mankind  ;  your  youth  ad- 
mires 
The  throes  and  swellings  of  a  Roman  soul, 
Cato's  bold  fliyhu*,  th' extravai;ancc  of  virtue. 
Jub.  If  knowledge  of  the  world   makes  man 
perfidious, 
May  Juba  ever  live  in  ignorance  ! 
Sif.  Go,  go  J  you're  young. 
Jub.  Godi,  must  I  tamely  bear 
jTliis  arro^rancp  uninswcrd  /  Thou'rt  a  traitor, 
A  false  old  traitor. 
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Si/.  I  have  ^onc  too  far. 
Jiib.  Cato  slijill  know  the  baseness  of  thv  soul 
Si/.  1  must  ai>j)case  this  storm,  or  perish  in  it. 

[Aside- . 
Young  prince,  behold  these  locks,  that  are  grown 

white 
Beneath  a  hehnet  in  your  father's  battles. 

Jul'.  Those  locks  shall  ne'er  protect  thy  inso- 
lence. 
Sif.  Must  one  rash  word,  th'  infirmity  of  age, 
Throw  down  the  merit  of  mv  better  years  ? 
This  the  reward  of  a  wiiole  \ik'  of  service  ! 
■ — Curse  on  the  boy  !  how  steadily  he  hears  me  ! 

I'lsiclr. 

Jul.  Is  it  beraase  the  throne  of  mv  forefathers 
Still  stands  nnfiU'd,  and  that  Numidia's  crown 
Hangs  doubifiil  yet  whose  head  it  shall  inclose, 
Thou  thus  presum'st  to  treat  thy  prince  with 
scorn  ? 
St/,  Why  will  you  rive  my  heart  with  such  ex- 
pressions !         / 
Y>oes  not  old  Sypiiax  follow  vou  to  war? 
What  are  his  aims  r  VVhv  does  he  load  with  darts 
His  trembling  hand,  and  crush  beneath  a  casque 
His  wrinkled  brows  ?  What  is  it  he  aspires  to  ? 
Is  it  not  this  :  to  shed  the  slow  remains. 
His  last  jioor  ebb  of  l)loo(l  in  your  defence  ? 
Jf(l\  Svi)hax,  no  more  :  1  would  not  hear  you 

talk.  ^ 

Si/.  Not  liear  me  talk  !    what,  when  my  faith 
to  Juba, 
My  royal  master's  son,  is  call'd  in  question  ? 
My  prince  mav  strike  me  dead,  and  I'll  be  dumb; 
But  whilst  I  l[\e  I  must jiot  ijold  mv  tongue. 
And  lanijuish  out  old  age  in  his  dis])leasure. 
Jul'.  Thou  know'st  the  way  too  well  into  my 
heart. 
I  do  believe  thee  loval  to  thv  prince. 

Si/.  What  greater  instance  can  I  give?  I've 
oll'er'd 
To  do  an  action  which  my  soul  abhors. 
And  gain  you  whom  you  lo\e  at  any  price. 
Jui.  Was  this  thy  motive  r  I've  been  too  hasty. 
Si/.  And  'tis  for  this  my  prince  has  call'd  me 

traitor, 
Jul\  .Sure  thou  mistak'st;  I  did  not  call  thee  so. 
Si/.  \'ou  did  indeed,  my  prince,  you  call'd  me 
traitor ; 
Nay,  further,  throaten-d  you'd  complain  to  Cato. 
Of  what, my  j)rinct', would  vou  ooniplaiii  loCato? 
That  Syphax  loves  yon,   and  would  sacrifice 
His  life,  nay  more,  his  honour,  in  your  service? 
Jul'.  Syj)hax,  ]  know  thou  lov'st  me ;  but  in- 
deed 
Thy  zeal  for  Juba  carried  thee  too  far. 
Honour's  a  sacred  tie,  the  law  of  king?. 
The  noble  mind's  distinguishing  perfection. 
That  aids  and  strengthens  viriue  where  it  meets 

her, 
And  imitates  her  actions  where  she  is  not ; 
It  ought  not  to  be  sported  with. 

»S'_//.  Bv  Heavens, 
I'm  ravish'd  when  you  talk  thus,  tho'  you  chide 

me! 
Alas !  I've  hitherto  been  us'd  to  think 
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'A  blind  officious  zeal  to  serve  my  ting 
The  riding  principle,  that  ought  to  burn 
Ajid  quench  all  others  in  a  subject's  heart. 
Happy  the  people  who  preserve  their  lionour 
liy  tne  same  duties  that  oblige  their  prince. 
Jub.  iSvphas,  thou  now  beginn'st  to  speak  thy- 
self. 
Numidia's  grown  a  scorn  among  the  nations, 
For  breach  of  public  vows.     Our  Punic  faith 
Is  infamous,  and  branded  to  a  proverb. 
Svphax,  we'll  join  our  cares,  to  purge  away 
Our  country's  crimes,  and  clear  her  reputation. 
Si/.  Believe  me,  prince,  you  make  old  Syphax 
weep. 
To  hear  you  talk— but 'tis  with  tears  of  joy. 
If  e'er  vour  fither's  crown  adorn  your  brows, 
Numidia  will  be  blest  bv  Cato's  lectures. 

Jul'.  Syphax,  thy  hand  ;    we'll  mutually  forget 
The  waruilh  of  youth,  and  frowardness  of  age  : 
Thy  prince  esteems  thy  worth,  and  love*   thy 

person. 
If  e'er  the  sceptre  comes  into  my  hand, 
Sypliax  shall  stand  the  second  in  my  kingdom. 
Si/.  VV^hy  will  you  overwhelm  my  age  with 
kindness  ? 
My  joy  grows  burthensome,  T  sban''t  support  it. 
Jub'.  Svphax,  farevvel.     I'll  hence,  and  try  to 
find 
Some  blest  occasion  that  may  set  me  right 
in  Cato's  thoughts.     I'd  rather  have  that  man 
Approve  my   deeds,    than   worlds  for  mv   ad- 
mirers. [Exit. 
Si/.  Young  men   soon  give,  and   soon  forget 
aH'ronts  ; 
Old  age  is  slow  in  both — A  false  old  traitor ! — 
These  words,  rash  boy,  may  chance  to  cost  thee 

dear. 
My  heart  had  still  some  foolish   fondness  for 

thee  : 
But  hence  1  'tis  gone:  I  give  it  to  the  winds  : 
Ca.'sar,  I'm  wholly  thine. 

Fnfer  Sempronius. 

All  hail,  Sempronius  ! 

V\'ell,  Cato's  senate  is  resolv'd  to  wait 

The  lury  of  a  siege  before  it  yields. 

.S'c;/i.  .Svphax,  we  both  w'ere  on  the  verge  of 
fate !  [fer'd 

Lucius  declar'd   for  peace,  and  terms  were  of- 
To  Caio,  bv  a  messenger  from  Caesar. 
Should  they  submit  ere  our  designs  are  ripe. 
We  both  uuist  perish  in  the  common  wreck. 
Lost  in  thegen'ral  undistinguish'd  ruin. 

Si/.  But  how  stands  (.'ato  ? 

Scm.  Thou  hast  seen  njount  Atlas  : 
While  storms  and  tempests  thunder' on  its  brows. 
And  oceans  break  their  billows  at  his  feet, 
h  stands  unmov'd,  and  glories  in  its  height : 
Such  is  that  haughty  man  ;  his  tow'ring  soul. 
Midst  all  the  shocks'  and  injuries  of  fortune. 
Rises  superior,  and  looks  dt)wn  on  Caesar. 

Si/.  But,  what's  this  messenger? 

Sein   I've  practisd  with  him, 
.\nd  found  a  means  to  let  the  victor  know- 
That  Syphax  and  Sempronius  are  hi*  frieiids. 
Xxi*  But 


en^ 


ELEGANT 

nnmioe  in  my  turn  : 


EXTRACTS. 


Booie  lit. 


But  lei  iM  iM 

ItJuUfix'd? 

Sif.  Yc<        tot  it  is  to  (Uto: 
IVciheJthc  f  ■"-  '•■"—•—  r.-.".n  f'M  him, 
Sooth'daodr  .thd  again: 

LjmI  M^cty,  I.    .  -i::)it. 

But  all  arc  iraiti,  br  scums  iliciu  all  r<>r  C'ato. 

Sem.  Come,  'lis  no  matter ;  we  shall  do  with- 
oat  him. 
HeMl  make  a  pretty  fijnire  in  atriumnh, 

And  terre  to  trip  li^'" ^  •  ■  ■ '    chariot. 

SypHax,  I  ikowm.i  iorsook 

^v  Jnba's  caoac,  u    :  .     ;     rcia  mine. 

Sjf,  May  she  be  ibtncas  fasta»  ihou  wouldst 
hare  her  I 

"^  1 IX,  Hore  that  woman  ;  iho'  I  curse 

]  -('\(,  vet,  spite  of  nie,  I  lovf  her 


Dee*  t.  mail  to  man, 

Aod  ni: 

SrM.  All,  all  i«  rtraily. 
The  factious  leaders  arc  our  friends,  that  spread 
Murmurs  and  dt>contcnts  anioiic  ih»-  sojihrrs  ; 
They  count  their  toiitotne  marches,  long  fa- 
tigues, 
Unusual  fa^iinp,  and  will  bear  no  more 
T^!'^  nirdliv  fit  !>hilosophy  and  Wrir. 
^'  ncyll  siorin  the  sm  ur-hou'?e. 

I'll  draw  up  my  Numidian 

U4>Opi 

Within  the  «<]i)nre,  to  exercife  their  arm^, 

/     •        •  ■         ',        •    ■ 

1 


Marc.  Fortius,  thou  know'st  my  soul  in  all 

its  weakness, 
Then  pr'ylhce  spare  me  on  its  tender  side. 
Indulge  mc  but  in  love,  my  other  j>assions 
Shall  rise  and  fall  by  virtue's  nicest  rules. 

For.  When  love's  wcll-titn'd,   'tis  not  a  fault 

to  love. 
The  strong,  the  brave,  the  virtuous,  and   the 

wise, 
Sink  in  the  soft  captivity  tosjether. 
I  would  not  urge  tliee  to  dismiss  thy  passion, 
(I  know  'twere  vain;  but  to  suppress  its  force, 
Till  better  times  may  m;ikc  it  look  more  grace- 

ful. 
Alarc.  Alas  !  thou  talk'st  like  one  who  never 

felt 
Th'  impatient  throbs  and  longings  of  a  soul 
That  pants  and  reaches  after  distant  good. 
\  lover  tloes  not  livi-  by  vulgar  lime  : 
liclieve  njc,   Fortius,  in  mv  Lucia's  absence 
Life  hangs  upon  mc,  and  Cecomes  a  burden  ; 
And  yet,  when  I  behold  the  charminp  maid, 
I'm  ten  times  more  undone;  while  hope  and  tear. 
And  grief,  and  rage,  and  love,  rise  up  at  once. 


FuJdrn,  th'  itiipctuotis  hurricanes 
VVhcel  through  the  air,  in  circlin- 


Tato 
rl(^struction 


Tear  up  the  sands,  and  sweep 

away. 
The  helpless  traveller,  with  wild  sur 
Sees  the  drv  desert  all  arotind  hiin  i . 
And,  smother'd  in  the  dusty  wh.iU. 


wli 


extend, 
-nd, 
lies  play, 
plains 


i\,  dies.   ) 
[Exeunt 


ACT    III. 

E%itr  Marcus  and  Portna. 

ifflre.'pnAiiKs  tomy  »tar«,  I  have  not  ranad 

*      about 
The  wildi  of  lifr.  4^  T  comW  find  a  friend  : 

'  ■>  to  me, 
i  force, 

idship 

'         ,  , •  world  are 

ofi 

Confrd'raciea  in  vice,  or  leases  of  pleasure  ; 

C>uri  baa  sererett  virttie  for  its  basis, 

Aw  •»ch  ft  friendship  cuds  not  but  with  life. 


And  with  variety  of  pain  distract  me. 
-        VVl  '     -      -       - 

help? 


Por.  What  ca 


y  oi  nai 
an  tliy 


Fortius  do  to  give  thee 


Marc.  Fortius,  thou  oft  enjoy 'st  the  fair  one*il 
presence  ; 
Then  undertake  my  cause,  and  plead  it  to  her 
VVith  all  the  strcngih  and  heat  of  eloquence 
Fraternal  love  and  friendship  can  inspire. 
Tell  her  thy  brother  lanjAuishes  to  death. 
And  fades  away,  and  withers  in  his  bloom ; 
That  he  forgets  his  sleep,  and  loaihs  his  foodj 
That  youth,  and  health,  and  war,  are  joyless  XM 

hini :  , 

Describe  his  anxious  days  and  restless  nights. 
And  all  the  torments  that  thon  seest  mc  suffer. 

Por.  Marcus,  I  beg  ihcc,  give  me  not  an  office 
That  suits  with  me  so  ill.    Thou  know'st  my 
temper. 
Marc.  Wilt  thou  behold  mc  sinking  in  my 
woes. 
And  wilt  thou  not  reach  out  a  friendly  arm. 
To  raise  ni'-  frotn  amidst  this  plunge  of  snrrov 
Por,  Marcus,  thou  canst  not  ask  what  I'd  i< 
fuse. 
But  here,  Mieve  me,  I've  a  thousand  reasons — 
Miirc.  I  know  thou'lt  say  my  passion's  out  of 
season, 
That  Caio's  great  example  and  misfortunes 
Should  both  conspire  to  drive  it  from  my  thoughts. 
But  wh.ii's  all  this  to  one  that  lo\es  like  mc  ? 
O  Fortius,  Fortius,  from  my  aonl  I  wish 
Thou  didst  but  know  ihvscl'f  what  'tis  to  love  I 
ITien  wf)nldst  thou  pity  and  assist  thy  brother. 
Por.  What  should  1  do  1  if  1  disclose  my  pas- 
sion. 
Our  friendship's  at  an  end;  if  I  conceal  it. 
The  world  will  call  me  false  to  a  friend  and 
brother,  [^Aside. 

Marc.  Btit  see  where  Lucia,   at  her  wonted 
hour, 
Amid  the  cool  of  yon  high  marble  arch, 
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Enjovsthenoon  day  brfeze!  Observe  her.Por tins;,  But,  O!  I'll  lliink  no  raoro  !  the  hand  of  fate 
That  lace,  that  shape,  those  eyes,  that  heaven  of|  Has  torn  thee  from  me,  and  I  must  forget  thee 


beauty ! 
Observe  her  well,  and  blame  me  if  thou  canst. 
Por.  She  Kces  us,  and  advances—— 
Marc.  I'll  withdraw. 
And  Icavcyou  for  a  while.  Remember,  Fortius, 
Thv  brother's  life  depends  upon  thy  tongue. 

[Exit. 
Enter  Lucia. 
Lite.  Did  not  1  see  your  brother  Marcus  here? 
^^"hv  did  he  fly  the  place,  and  shun  my  presence? 
Por.  O  Lucia  I  language  is  too  faint  to  shev7 
His  rage  of  love  ;   it  preys  upon  his  life  ; 
He  pines,  he  sickens,  he'  despairs,  he  dies : 
His  passions  and  his  virtues  lie  confus'd. 
And  mixt  together  in  so  wild  a  tumult. 
That  the  who'c  man  is  quite  distigur'd  in  him. 
Heavens  I  would  one  think 'twere  possible  for 
To  make  such  ravage  in  a  nnblo  soul  ?        [love 
O  Lucia  !  I'm  distrest ;  my  heart  bleeds  for  him: 
Ev'n  nowjwhile  thus  I  stand  blest  in  thy  presence, 
A  secret  damp  of  grief  comes  o'er  my  thoughts. 
And  I'm  unhap|)y,  tho'  thou  smil'st  upon  me. 
Luc.   How  wilt  thou  guard  thy  honour,   in 
the  shock  •  [Fortius, 

Of  love  and  friendship  ?   Think  betimes,  my 
T'hink  how  the  nuptial  tie,  that  uiight  ensure 
Our  mutual  bliss,  would  raise  to  such  a  height 
Thy  brother's  griefs,  as  might  perhaps  destroy 
him. 
Por.  Alas,  poor  youth !  whatdost  thou  think, 
my  Lucia  ? 
His  gen'rous,  open,  undesigning  heart 
Has  begg'd  his  rival  to  solicit  for  him  ; 
Then  do  not  strike  him  dead  with  a  denial  ; 
But  hold  him  up  in  life,  and  cheer  his  soul 
With  the  faintglimm'ringof  a  doubtful  hope  : 
Perhaps  when  we  have  pass'd  these  gloomy  hours, 
And  weather'd  out  the  storm  that  beats  ibout 

us 

Luc.  No,  Fortius,  no  ;  I  see  thy  sister's  tears. 
Thy  father's  anguish,  and  thy  brother's  death. 
In  ihe  pursuit  of  our  ill-fate(l  loves  : 
And,  Fortius,  here  I  swear,  to  Heaven  I  swear. 
To  Heaven  and  all  the  powers  that  judge  man- 
kind. 
Never  to  mix  my  plighted  hands  with  thine. 
While  such  a  cloud  of  mischiefs  hang/iboutus, 
But  to  forget  our  loves,  and  drive  thee  out 
From  all  my  thoughts  as  far — as  I  am  able. 
por.  What  iiast  thou  said  ?    I'm  thunder- 
struck— recal 
Those  hasty  words,  or  I  am  lost  for  ever. 

Luc.  Has  not  the  vow  already  pass'd  my  lips  ? 
The  gods  have  heard  it,  ond  'tis  scal'd  in  heaven. 
May  all  the  vengeance  that  was  ever  pour'd 
On  perjur'd  heads  o'erwhelm  me  if  I  break  it ! 

^Por.  Fix'd  in  astonishment,  I  gaze  upon  thee, 
Like  one  just  blasted  by  a  stroke  from  Heaven, 
Who  pants  for  breath,  "and  stiffens,  yet  alive. 
In  dreadful  looks  ;    a  monument  of  wrath  1 

Luc.  At  length  I've  acted  my  severest  part : 
I  feel  the  woman  breaking  in  upon  me, 
And  melt  about  my  heart ;  my  tears  will  flow. 


Por.  Hard-hearted,  cruel  maid  ! 
Luc.  O  stop  those  sounds. 
Those  killing  sounds  I    Why  dost  thou  frown 

upon  me  ? 
My  blood  runs  cold,  my  heart  for«ts  to  heave. 
And  life  itself  goes  out  at  thy  displeasure. 
The  gods  forbid  us  to  indulge  our  loves  ; 
But,  OI  I  cannot  bear  thy  hate,  and  live. 
Por.  Talk  not  of  love,  thou  never  knew'st  its 
force. 
Fve  been  deluded,  kd  into  a  dream 
Of  fancied  bliss.     O  Lucia,  cruel  maid  ! 
Thy  dreadful  vow,loaden  with  death,  still  sounds 
In  my  stunn'dears.     What  shall  I  say  or  do  ? 
Quick  let  us  part !  Perdition's  in  thy  presence. 
And  horrordwclls  about  thee! — Ha!  she  faints! 
Wretch  that  lam,  what  has  my  rashness  done! 
Luoia,  thou  injur'd  innocence  !  tViou  best 
And  loveliest  of  thy  sex  !  awake,  my  Lucia, 
Or  Fortius  rushes  on  his  sword  to  join  thee* 
— Her  imprecations  reach  not  to  the  tomb. 
They  shut  not  out  society  in  death — 
But,  ah !  she  moves,  life  wanders  up  and  down 
I'hro'  all  her  face,  and  lights  up  ev'rj'  charm. 

IjUc.  O  Fortius,  was  this  well — to  frown  on  her 
That  lives  upon  thy  smiles  ?  to  call  in  doubt 
The  faith  of  one  expiring  at  thy  feet. 
That  loves  thee  more  than  ever  woman  lov'd  ? 
— ^What  do  I  say  ?  My  half-recover'd  sense 
Forgets  the  vow  in  which  my  soitl  n  bound. 
Destruction  stands  betwixt  us  ;  we  must  part. 
Por.  Name  not    the    word :    my   frighted 
thoughts  run  back. 
And  startle  into  madness  at  the  sound. 
Luc.  What  wouldst  thou  have  me  do  ?  Con- 
sider well 
The  train  of  ills  our  love  would  draw  behind  It.. 
Think,    Fortius,    think  thou  seest  thy  dying 

brother 
Stabb'd  at  his  hcart,and  all  besmear'd  with  blood, 
Storming  at  Heaven  and  thee  !  Thy  awful  sire 
Sternly  demands  the  cause,  ih'  accursed  cause. 
That  robs  him  of  his  son :  poor  Marcia  trembles. 
Then  tears  her  hair,  and,  frantic  in  her  griefs. 
Calls  out  on  Lucia.  What  could  Lucia  answer. 
Or  how  stand  up  in  such  a  scone  of  sorrow  ? 

Por.  To  my  confusion,  and  eternal  grief, 
I  must  approve  the  sentence  that  destroys  me. 
The  mist  that  hung  about  my  mind  clears  up  j 
And  now,  athwart  the  terrors  that  thy  vow 
Has  planted  round  thee,thou  appear'st  more  fair. 
More  amiable,  and  risest  in  thy  charms. 
J^oveliest  of  women  I  Heaven  is  in  thy  soul ; 
Beauty  and  virtue  shine  for  ever  round  thee, 
Btight'ning  each  other  :  thou  art  all  divine. 
Luc.  Fortius,   no   more;    ihy  words  shoot 
thro'  my  heart. 
Melt  my  resolves,  and  turn  me  all  to  love. 
Why  are  those  tears  of  fondness  in  thy  eyes  ?   - 
Why  heaves  thy  heart  ?    why  swells  thy  soul 

with  sorrow? 
It  softens  me  too  much — farewel,  my  Portiusi 
Farcwel,  tho'  death  is  in  the  word — for  ever  I 
Xxa  P«r, 
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Por.  Stay,  LucU,  Slay  !  Whal  dost  thou  say? 

For  ever  ? 
/.Mr.  Have  I  noi»%*orn?  If.Portius.lby  success 
Mu»i  throw  ihy  brother  o\\  hi*  fato,  Unwel — 
O,  hrtw  %hall  I  repeat  the  word,  for  i  \  or '.    [flame 
/'      "'        .)Vr  the  dying  lamp  tl>"  iinxicady 
ll.i  rtt;  ot»  a  point,  leaps  olV  l>y  fits, 

Ai  !oih  toquiiitsholil.      Ithoc, 

—  40  i  mv  soul  slill  hovers  o'er 

A- 

Luc.  U  Uie  hrm  Portlus  shakes 
To  hear  of  prting,  think  whal  Lucia  suflfcrs  ! 

Por.  Til  true,  unruffled  and  scrcin-.  Vw:  met 
The  common  arcidenls  of  life  ;  but  Ik  ro 
Sn'  '  .  )!v'd-for  storm  of  ills  falls  on  me. 

It  I  ill  my  strength,   i  cannot  boar  It. 

\\\  ....  part. 

Lttc.  What  Josi  thou  say  ?  Not  part  ! 
Hast  thou  f«ufjoi  the  vow  that  I  havi  mule? 
Arc  iher-*  not  heavens,  and  gods,  that  thunder 

o'er  us  ?  — . 

—But  see,  thy  brother  Marcus  UmhIs  tl.is  way; 
J  sicken  at  the  si^iht.     Once  more  farcwcl, 
Farewcl,  and  know  thou  wrong'st  nu-,  if  thou 

think'st 
V.\  cT  u\i3  love,  or  ever  grief,  like  tnlnc  ! 

[r.x'U  Lucia. 
EtitcT  Marcus. 
Marc.  Portiun,  what  hopes  ?  I  low  stands  she  ? 
Am  I  doom'd 
'i   .  '  ;V  ..r  .i,..ah? 

i '  It  v%'ouldst  thou  have  mc  say  ? 

Marc.  W  Ji.it   meaiis   this  pensive    posture  ? 
Tliou  apprar'st 
T  \\r  f.nr  amai'U  and  terrified. 
I've  reason. 

'I'hv  down-r.ist  looks,  and  thy  disor- 
der'd  thoughts 
Tell  iTvr  mv  fate.     1  ask  not  the  success 
Mv  r. 11  lie  has  found. 

y '  .  I'm  gricv'd  I  undertook  it. 
.V:--  VVhatI  docs  the  barbarous  maid  insult 
;  .V  Iwart, 

•  ft.  .ind  triumph  in  tny  pairts? 
icr  from  my  thoughts  fdreverl 
•  too  suspicious  ill  your  griefs; 
U  »worn  never  to  think  of  love, 
!(is  vnur  pains,  and  pities  you. 

;       :m1  pities  me! 
.  of  love  i 

'>WM,1 

()uin.<i ! 
a  use 
11  i — 6iK  piiick  me  ! 


M. 

■I 
/• 

r 


\' 
I 

'1. 

^' 

Togiiii  tins 

To  one  tlut  irm  return  of  love. 

CompaMion's  rrucliy,  lis  ncom,  'tis  death 

Por.  Marcus,  no  more  ;  have  I  dc»erv'd  this 

treatment  ? 
Mure.  Whit  Imlvc  I  said !  O  Fortius,  Q,  for- 
give me ! 
A  soul  exas|Mrratc  in  ills  falls  out 
Willi  ev'ry  thing,  it«  friend,  itself — but,,ha  ! 
What  mf  attit  that  sliout,  big  witli  the  souuUk  of 

war? 
IV'iuu  fi«\v  alarms } 


por.  A  second,  louder  yet, 
Swells  in  the  winds,and  comes  morefull  upon  us. 

Marc.  O,  for  some  <;lorious  cause  to  fall  in  bat- 
Lucia,  thou  hast  undone  me  ;  thy  disdain  [lie  I 
Has  broke  mv  heart:  'tis  deatli  must  give  mecase. 

i'or.  Quick,  let  us  hence.     Who  knows  if 

Cato's  life 

Stands  sure  ?  O  Marcus,  I  am  warm'd,  my  heart 

Leaps  at  the  trumpet's  voice,  and  burns  for 

glory.  [E.iTunt. 

Enter  Scmpr07iius  rvifh  IhcLcadcrsoflheMvtimj. 

Son.  At  length  the  winds  are  rais'd,   the 
storm  blows  hip;h  : 
Be  it  vour  care,  my  friends,  to  keep  it  up 
In  its  full  fury,  and  direct  it  right. 
Till  it  has  spent  itself  on  Cato's  head. 
Meanwhile  I'll  herdamon^  his  friends, and  seem 
One  of  the  number,  that  whalc'er  arrive. 
My  friends  and  fellow-soldiers  may  be  safe. 

[Krit. 

1st  Leader.  We  are  all  safe,  Serapronius  is 
our  friend. 
Sempronius  is  as  brave  a  man  as  Cato. 
But  hark  !  he  enters.     Ikar  up  boldiv  to  him  ; 
Re  sure  you  beat  him  down,  and  bind  him  fast. 
This  day  will  end  our  toils,  and  gire  us  rest : 
Ftar  nothing,  for  Sempronius  is  our  friend. 

Re-enter  Sempronius,  with  Cato,  Lucius,  Por-- 
tins,  and  Marcus. 
Cfl/o,\Vhereare  these  bold  intrepid  sons  of  war 
That  preatlv  turn  tlicir  backs  upon  the  foe. 
And  to  their  general  send  a  brave  defiaiue? 
Sent.  Curse  on  their  dastard  souls,  ihcv  stand 

astonish'd.  \Aside. 

Cato.  Perfidious  men  !    And  will  you  thus 

dishonour 
Vour  past  exploits,  and  sully  all  vour  wars? 
Do  you  confess  'twas  not  a  zeal  (ox  Rome, 
Xorlove  of  liberty,  nor  thirst  of  honour. 
Drew  you  thus  far ;  but  hopes  to  share  the  spoil 
Of  conuucr'd  towns,  and  |)lunder'd  provinces? 
Fir'd  with  such  motives,  vou  do  well  lojoin 
With  Cato's  foes,  and  follow  Caisar's  banners. 
\^'hy  did  I  'scape  th'  cnvenom'd  as|)ie's  rage, 
.\ndall  tike  fiery  monsters  of  the  desert. 
To  see  this  day  ?   Why  eould  not  Cato  fall 
Without  your  guilt  ?  Behold,  ungrateful  men. 
Behold  my  bosom  naked  to  your  swords, 
And  let  the  man  that's  injur'd  strike  the  blow. 
Which  of  you  all  su^spccls  that  he  is  wrong'd. 
Or  thinks  he  suffers  greater  ills  than  Cato  ? 
Am  I  dislinguish'd  from  you  but  by  toils, 
."superior  toils,  and  heavier  weight  of  cares  ? 
Painful  pre-emincucc ! 

Scm.  By  heavens  they  droop! 
Confusion  to  the  villains  ;  all  is  lost.      [Aside. 
Cato    Have  you  forgotten  Libya's   burning 

waste, 
Its  barren  rocks,  parch'd  earth, and  hillsof  sand, 
its  tainted  air,  ami  all  its  bruods  of  poison  ? 
Who  wa»  the  first  to  explore  th'  untrodden  path^ 
When  life  was  ha/ardcd  in  cv'ry  step  ? 
(Jr,  famting  in  the  long  laborious  march. 
When  on  the  banks  of  an  unlouk'd-for  stream 
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You  sunk  the  river  wlih  repeated  draughts, 
Who  was  the  last  in  all  your  host  tluit  thirsted  ? 

Sem.    If  sonic  penurious  source  by  chance 
appear'd. 
Scanty  of  waters,  when  you  scoop'd  it  dry. 
And  offer'd  the  full  helmet  up  to  Cato, 
Did  he  not  dash  th'uiUasied  moisture  from  him  ? 
Did  he  not  lead  vou  thiouj:,h  the  nud-day  sun, 
And  clouds  of  dust  ?   Did  not  his  temples  g^Iow, 
lu  the  same  sultry  winds,  and  scorching  heats? 

Cato.    Hence,  worthless  nien !    hence !  and 
complain  to  ('zcsar, 
You  could  not  undergo  the  toil  of  war, 
Xor  bear  the  hardships  tliat  your  leader  bore. 

Luc.  See,  Cato,  see  the  unhappy  men  j  they 
weej) ! 
Fear  and  remorse,  and  sorrow  for  their  crime. 
Appear  in  cv'ry  look,  and  plead  for  mercy. 

Cato.  Learn  to  be  honest  men,  give  up  your 
leaders. 
And  pardon  shall  descend  on  all  the  rest. 

iScm.  Cato,  commit  these  wretches  to  my  care: 
First  let  'em  each  he  broken  on  the  rack  j 
Then,  with  what  life  remains,  impal'd,  and  left 
To  writhe  at  leisure  round  the  bloody  stake  ; 
There  let'em  hang,  and  taint  the soutncrn  wind. 
The  partners  oftheircrime  will  learn  obedience. 
When  they  look  up  and  see  their  fellow  traitors 
Stuck  on  a  fork,  and  black'ning  in  the  sun. 

Luc.  Sempronius,  why,  why  wilt  thou  urge 
the  faie 
Of  wretched  men  ? 

Sem.  How!  wouldst  thou  clear  rebellion  ? 
Lucius  (good  man)  pities  the  j^oor  ofienders 
That  would  imbrue  their  handsin  Cato's  blood. 

Cato.  Forbear,  Sempronius! — see  they  suffer 
death, 
But  in  their  deaths  remember  they  are  men  ; 
Strain  not  the  laws  to  make  their  tortures  griev- 
L\icius,  the  biise  flegen'rate  age  requires     [ous. 
Severity,  and  justice  in  its  rigour  : 
This  awes  an  impious,  bold,  oft'ending  world, 
C'Ommands  obedience,  and  gives  force  to  laws. 
When  bv  just  vengeance  guilty  mortals  perish, 
The  gods  behold  their  punishment  with  pleasure. 
And  lay  th'  uplifted  thunderbolt  aside. 

Scm.  Cato.  I  execute  thy  will  with  pleasure. 

Cato.  Meanwhile  we'll  sacrifice  to  liberty. 
Romcmbcr,  O  my  friends,  the  laws,  the  rights. 
The  gen'rous  plan  of  pow'r  deliver'd  down. 
From  age  to  age,  by  your  renown'd  forefiithers, 
(So  dearly  bought,  tlie  price  of  so  much  blood  :) 
O  let  it  never  perish  in  your  hands! 
But  piously  transmit  it  to  your  children. 
Do  thou,  great  Liberty,  inspire  our  souls, 
And  make  <jur  lives  in  thy  possession  happy. 
Or  our  deaths  glorious  in  thy  just  defence. 

[_Exciint  Cato,  isfc. 
'    1st  Leader.  Sempronius,  you  have  acted  like 

yourself. 
One  would  h.ive  ihoiigbt  you  had  been  half  in 
earnest. 

Scm.    Villain,    stand   off!    base,    grov'Iing, 
worthies*?  wretches. 
Mongrels  in  faction;  poor  faint-hearted  traitors  I 


2d  Lead.    Nay,    now  you  carry  it  too  far, 
Sempronius ; 
Tiirow  off  thu  mask,  there  are  none  here  but 
friends. 
Se7n.  Know,  villains,  when  such  paltry  slaves 
presume 
To  mix  in  treason,  if  the  plot  succeeds. 
They're  thrown  nca;lected  by*:  but  if  it  faits. 
They're  sure  to  die  like  dogs,  as  you  shall  do. 
Here,  take  these  factious  monsters,  drag'cm  forth 
To  sudden  death.  '  /  ' 

1st  Lead.  Nay,  since  It  comes  to  this 

Scm.  Dispatcii  'em  quick;  but  first  pluck  out 
their  tongues. 
Lest  with  their  dying  breath  ^hev  sow  sedition. 
\^Exe7int  Guards,  with  the  Leaders, 
Enter  Si/pha.r. 
St/.  Our  first  design, my  friend,  has  prov'dabor- 
Still  there  remains  an  after-game  to  play  :  [tive  i 
My  troops  are  mounted  j  their  Numidian  steeds 
Snuff  up  the  wind,  and  long  to  scour  the  desert: 
Let  but  Sempronius  head  us  in  our  flight. 
We'll  force  thegate  where  Marcus  keeps  his  guard. 
And  hewdownallthat  would  opposeourpassage. 
A  day  will  bring  us  into  Ca^'sar's  camp. 

Sem,  Confusion  I  i  have  fai-l'd  of  half  my  pur- 
pose. 
Marcia,  the  charming  Marcia's  left  behind  ! 
S^.  How  !  will  Senqjronius  turn  a  woman's 

slave  ? 
Sem.  Think  notthy  friendcaneverfeelthesoft 
Unmanly  warmth  and  tenderness  of  love. 
Syphax,  I  long  to  clasp  that  haughty  maid. 
And  bend  her  stubborn  virtue  to  my  passion  : 
When  I  have  gone  thus  far,  I'd  cast  her  off. 
Si/.  Well  said  !  that's  spoken  like   thyself, 
Sempronius. 
What  hinders,  then,  but  that  thou  find  her  out. 
And  hurry  her  away  by  manly  force  ? 

Sem.  But  how  to  gain  admisison  ?  For  access 
Is  given  to  none  but  Juba,  and  her  brothers. 
Sij.  Thou  shalt  have  Juba's  dress,  and  Juba's 
guards ; 
The  doors  will  open  when  Nnmldia's  prince 
Sccmstoappearbeforetheslavesthatwatchthem. 
Sem.    Heavens,  what  a  thought  is   there ! 
Marcia's  my  own  I 
How  will  my  bosom  swell  with  anxious  joy 
When  I  behold  her  struggling  in  my  arms. 
With  glowing  beauty,  and  disorderd  charms. 
While  fear  and  anger,  with  alternate  grace. 
Pant  in  her  breast,  and  vary  in  her  face  1 
So  Pluto,  seis'd  of  Proserpine,  conveyM 
To  hell's  trenjendous  gloom  th'  affrighted  maid. 
There  griudy  smil'd,  plcas'd  with  the  beauteous 

prize, 
Xor  envied  Jove  his  sunshine  and  his  skies. 

[£vvc««/. 


A  C  T    IV. 

Enter  Lucia  and  Marcia, 


LAic.'^ow  tell  me,  Marcia,  tell  me  from  thy  soul, 
^      If  thou  believ'st  'tis  possible  for  womau 

To  suffer  greater  ill  than  Lucia  suffers  r 
Xx4  V 


Mar. 
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.^Ttt.  OLueia,  Lucia!  might  my  bi^j-swoln 
heart 
Vtnt  «n  iu  griefi.  »r.d  give  t  lome  fo  sorrou*, 
Mir^'*  '•^'  '•'  ."■•-•  .v>-.«;.'.  t>c;hi,  keep  \*3Ct 
\V  ■  iittrar  '."-n  trar. 

Z  JrkciobeWclov'd 

By  Jiibo,  mad  thy  uihrr*  tncnd  Seinpro  i 
Bot  which  of  tlK!>«  hts  pAw*r  to  charm  like 
Portias  ? 

Mar.  Still  I  niuftt  beg  rlicc  not  to  name  Scm- 

ronius, 
like  not  that  loud  hoist'rous  man  ; 
Jiiha  10  all  the  brav'n-  of  a  hero  [new  ; 

•\dds  softest  love  and  more  than  female  sweei- 
hibo  might  make  the  proudest  of  our  sex, 
.\nv  of  womanknid,  but  Marcia,  hapjtv. 

tuc.  And  v^y  not  Marcia?  Come,  yii  strite 
in  vain 
To  hide  your  thoughts  from  one  vrbo  knows  too 

well 
Th*  inward  glowing^  of  a  heart  in  love. 

Afur.   While  Calo  JiVft,  his  daughter  lias  no 
right 
To  toveor  hate,  but  as  his  choice  directs. 

I.ttr.  But  ohould  this  father  give  you  toSem- 

^/-     '      -    lotthinkhcwill.'butifhcshould — 
^^  :  !  add  to  all  thcp;ritfs  I  >>ufrtr 

fni  ^  ,  and  fancied  tortures? 

I  hear  the  sound  of  feci !  They  march  tins  way  ! 
I>ei  usrvtire,  and  try  if -e  can  drown 
Kach  »ofter  thought  in  sense  of  present  danpcr : 
\VlHn  lo\e  once  pleads  admission  to  our  liearts 
'ln«piirof  all  the  virtue  we  can  boast) 
Tlic  woman  that  deliberates  is  lost.       [/'.t run/. 

£«lef  Stmpv6Hiu$t  dremed iiU  Jula,  vith  Nu- 
tnidian  Guards. 

Srm.   The  deer  is  lodg'd,  I'vt  trackd  her  to 
hrr  rovrrt. 
'^  "iod  the  word,  and  when  I  give  it 

U"  «•,  and  »ei7.e  upon  vonr  prry. 

I*"  '  or  tears  have  force  to  nunc  you. 

—  ihe  voung  Nuiuidion  r.iv^  uj  see 

H-  I     Ifannhi  cnuM  r-i    '      -     nu!, 

Bt'  1  nt  of  so  l)ri 

''  *•  "•  thaiyoun-.  .  i ; ,  , 

—Bui  haifc,  wlul  noise!  Death  lu  uiv  liopcs  ! 

'tis  he. 
Tis  Jitba's  self !  there  is  V 
lie  mu<t  br  inurder'd,  ;ii) 

JbrOUgb    .»—    '-^    giWt.i  — .1....,    u.....nr,(i., 

Or  act  It,.  '.  Sy  yon  a/un-  hea»cn— — . 

JCnier  Juba. 
Juh  What  do  1  see?  Who's  this,  that  darci 
%i*Mrp 
The  guanU  and  habit  of  Numidia's  prince  ? 
>>*m.  One  that  wa»  bom  to  scourge  thy  arro- 
ptncf, 

!'■'  'h. 

'  'is  mean,Sempronius? 

>c/-.  .ny  ^wora  shall  answer  tiiee.    Hare  at 
»hy  hearl» 
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Jul.  Nav,  then  beware  thy  own,  proud,  bar- 
barous man  ! 
[Thtyjight.  San.  falls  ;  his  Guards  suirender,'\ 

Sem.  C\jrsc  on  uiy  stars !  atn  I  then  doom  a 
to  fall 
Bv  a  boy's  hand,  disfijiur'd  in  a  vile 
.Vumidian  dress,  and  for  a  worthless  woman  ? 
GixJs,  I'm  <lis!racied  !  this  my  close oflifc  1 
(),  for  a  peal  ofihundcr  thai  would  make 
Jvtrth^ca,andair,and  heaven, and Cato tremble! 

Jub.    Whb   what  a  spring  his  furious  soul 
broke  loose. 
And  left  the  limbs  silll  quivering  on  the  ground! 
Hence  let  us  curry  ofi"  ihojc  slaves  to  Caio, 
Tb:a  wc  may  there  at  length  unravel  all 
This  dark  dciij;n,  this  mystery  o!nite. 

[£n/  Jub  a,  tvttk  Prisoners,  &*<:. 

Enter  Lucia  atid  Morcia. 

Luc.  Sure  'twas  the  clash  of  swords ;  my  trou- 
bled heart 
Is  so  cast  down,  and  sunk  amidst  Us  sorrows. 
It  throbs  w  ith  fc^ir,  and  aciiL-s  at  ev'iy  <>on;id. 

0  Marcia,  should  thy  brothers  for  my  sake  !— 

1  die  away  with  horror  at  the  tliouorhf. 

Mar.    Sec,  Lucia,  seel  here's  blood!  here'a 
blood  and  murder! 
ITa  !  a  Nuuiidian  I   heaven  nrcsenc  the  ;>rincc! 
The  i*ve  I.es  muffled  up  witnin  the  garmtni. 
But,  hah  !  death  to  my  sipiht  1  adi;;dem, 
Attd  roval  robes  !  O  gods!  'lis  he,  'tis  he  ; 
'  Juba,  the  loveliest  youth  that  ever  warmd 
A  viffjin's  heart,  Juha  lies  dead  ben)re  us  ! 

Luc.  Now,  Mnrcia,  call  np  to  thy  assistance 
Thy  wonled  slrenutli  and  constancy  of  mind. 
Thou  canst  not  put  it  to  ^  greater  trial. 

Mar.  Lucia,  look  ihcre,  and  wonder  at  my 
patience  : 
Have  I  not  cause  to  rave,  and  beat  my  breast, 
To  rend  my  heart  with  ?rief,  and  run  distracted? 
Luc.   \\  hai  can  1   tltink  or  say  to  give  ihet 

conjfori  ? 
Mar.  T:dk  not  ofcomfort,  'tis  for  lighter  ills> 
Brhold  a  sight  that  strikes  all  comfori  dead. 

Enler  Juba  listening. 
I  will  indtdge  my  sorrows,  and  give  way 
To  all  the  pan^z;s  and  fur)-  of  despair  ; 
That  man.  thai  best  of  men,  dtserv'd  it  from  me. 
Jub.  What  do  I  hear?  and  was  the  false  Scm- 
I  pronins 

'Ilial  best  of  men  ?  O,  had  I  fall'n  like  him, 
l^nd  could  have  thus  been  mourn'd,  I  had  been 
happy. 
Lnc.  Here  will!  stand  companion  in  thy  woes. 
And  help  thee  with  n)y  tears  ;  when  I  behold 
A  loss  like  thine,  1  shall  forget  my  own. 

Mar.  Tis  not  in  fate  to  ease  n»y  loriur'd  breast. 
This  empty  worid,  lo  n»c  ajo\less  desert, 
Hxs  nothing  left  lo  make  poor  Marcia  happy. 
Jtd'.  I'm  «in  the  rack  I  was  he  so  near' her 
heart  ?  [charms  I 

Mar.    Of  he  wa«  all  mode  up   of  love  and 
Whatever  uuid  could  wish,  or  num.  admire  : 

Delight 
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Delight  of  every  eye  ;  when  lie  appear'd, 
A  secret  pleasure  gladden'd  all  that  saw  him  ; 
But  whtti  he  talk'd,  the  proudest  Roman  blush'd 
To  hear  his  virtues,  and  old  age  grew  wise. 

Jab.  I  shall  ran  mad! [^Asidc. 

Mar.  ()  Juba!  Juba!  Juba! 

Jul.  What  means  that  voice?  did  she  not  call 

ou  Juba  ? 
Mar.  Why  do  1  think  on  what  he  was  ?  he's 
dea'dl  [him. 

He's  dead,  and  never  knew  how  much  1  JovM 
Lucia,  who  knows  but  his  poor  blewling  heart. 
Amidst  his  agonies,  remember'd  Marcia, 
And  the  last  wortls  he  utter'd  call  d  nie  cruel ! 
Alas  !  he  knew  not,  hapless  youth,  he  knew  not 
Marcia's  whole  soul  was  fnll  of  love  and  Juba  ! 
Jul.  Where  am  I  ?  do  I  live  !  for  am  indeed 
What  Marcid  thinks?  All  is  Elysium  round  me! 

\_Aside. 

Mar.  Ye  dear  remains  of  the  most  lov'd  of 

Nor  modesty  nor  virtue  here  forbids  [men, 

A  last  enibnice,  while  thus 

Jnb.  See,  Marcia,  see 

[Thrnroing  himself  I  efore  her. 
The  happy  Juba  lives  !   He  lives  to  catch 
That  dear  embrace,  and  to  return  it  too 
AVith  mutual  warmth  and  eagerness  of  love. 
Mar.  With  pleasure  and  amaze  I  ^tawd  trans- 
ported ! 
Sure  'tis  a  dream  I  dead  and  alive  at  once  ! 
If  thou  art  Juba,  who  lies  there  ? 

Jul.  A  wretch, 
Disguis'd  like  Juba  on  a  curst  design. 
The  tale  is  long,  nor  have  I  heard  it  out : 
Tliy  father  knows  it  all.     1  could  not  bear 
To  leave  thee  in  the  neighbouriiood  of  death. 
But  flew,  in  all  the  haste  of  love,  to  find  thee  j  * 
I  found  thee  weeping,  and  confess  this  once. 
Am  wrapt  with  joy  to  see  my  Marcias  tears. 

Mar.  I've  been  surprised  in  an  unguarded  hour, 
But  muKt  not  now  go  back  j  the  love  that  lay 
Half  smoiher'd  in  my  breast,  has  broke  thro'  all 
Its  weak  restraints,  and  burns  in  its  full  lustre. 
I  cannot,  if  1  would,  conceal  it  from  thee. 
^  Jiih.  I  am  lost  in  extacy  :  and  dost  thou  love. 

Thou  charming  maid  ? 

Mar.  And  dost  thou  live  to  ask  it  ? 
Jul.  This,  this  ia  life  indeed  1  life  worth  pre- 
serving, 
Such  life  as  Juba  never  felt  till  now  ! 

Mar.  Believe  me,  prince,   before  I  thought 
thee  dead, 
I  did  not  know  myself  how  much  I  lov'd  thee. 
Jnh.  O  fortunate  mistake  ! 
Mar.  O  happy  Marcia  ! 

J-uh.  Mv  joy,  my  best  belov'd,  my  only  wish  I 
How  shall  I  speak  the  transport  of  my  soul  ! 

Mar.  Lucia,  thy  arm.  O,  let  me  rest  upon  it! 
The  Vital  blood  that  had  forsook  my  heart. 
Returns  again  in  such  tumultuous  tides. 
It  quite  o'ercomes  me.      Lead   to  my  apart- 
ment.— 
O  prince,  1  blush  to  think  what  I  have  said. 
But  fate  has  wrested  the  confession  from  me  ; 
Go  on,  and  prosper  in  the  paths  of  honour. 


Thy  virtue  will  excuse  my  passion  for  thee. 
And  make  the  gods  propitious  to  our  love. 

[Exeunt  Mar.  and  Luc. 
Jul.  I  am  so  blest,  I  fear  'tis  all  a  dream. 
Fortune,  thou  now  hast  made  amends  for  all 
Thy  past  unkindness :  I  absolve  my  stars. 
What  tho'  Numidia  add  her  conquer'J  towns 
And  provinces  to  swell  the  vicLor's  triumph, 
Juba  will  never  at  his  fate  rc'jine  : 
Let  Caesar  have  the  world,  if  Marcia's  mine. 

\ExM, 
A  March  at  a  distance. 

Enter  Cato  and  Lucius. 

Luc,  I  stand  astonish'd  !  What,  the  bold  Sem-» 
pronius,  [triots» 

That  still  broke  foremost  thro'  the  crowd  of  pa- 
As  with  a  hurricane  of  zeal  transported. 
And  virtuous  even  to  madness — 

Cato.  Trust  me,  Lucius, 
Our  civil  discords  haveproduc'd  such  crimes, 
Suclimonstrouscrimes,  lam  surpris'd  at  nothing. 
— O  Lucius,  I  am  sick  of  this  bad  w^rld  ! 
The  day-light  and  the  sun  grow  painful  to  me. 

Enter  Fortius. 
But  see  where  Fortius  comes  :  \'i>hat  means  thU 

haste  ? 
Wliy  are  thy  looks  thus  chang'd? 

Per.  My  heart  is  griev'd, 
I  bring  such  news  as  will  afflict  my  father, 

Cato.  Has  Caisar  shed  more  Roman  blood? 

Par.  Not  so. 
The  traitor  Svphax,  as  within  the  sfiaare 
He  exercis'd  his  troops,  the  "^ignai  given, 
Flew  oft'  at  once  with  his  Kuniidian   horse 
To  the  south  gate,  where    Marcus  holds  the 

watch  : 
I  saw,  and  call'd  to  stop  him,  but  In  vain  : 
He  toss'd  his  arm  aloft,  and  proudly  told  mc. 
He  would  noi  stay  and  jjerish  like  Scmpronlus. 

Cato.  Perfidious  man!  But  haste,  my  sen,  and 
see  [i: » it  Par. 

Thy  brother  Marcus  acts  a  Roman's  part. 
— Lucius,  the  torrent  bears  loo  hard  u})on  me  r 
Justice  gives  way  to  force;  the  conquerd  world 
Is  Cae.sars  !  Cato  has  no  business  in  '^^ 

Liic.  While  ,pride,  oppression,  and  injustice 
reign, 
The  world  will  still  demand  her  Cato's  presence. 
In  pity  to  mankind  subm't  to  Cae.sar, 
And  reconcile  thy  mighty  soul  to  life. 

Cato.  Would  Lucius  Have  me  hve  to  swell  the 
numher 
Of  Caesar's  slaves,  or  by  a  base  submission 
Give  up  the  cause  of  Rome,  and  own  a  tyrant? 

Luc.  The  victor  never  will  impose  on  Cato 
Ungen'rous  terms.     His  enemies  confess 
The  virtues  of  humanity  are  Ctcsar  s. 

Cato.  Curse  on  his  virtues!  they've  undon« 
his  country. 

Such  popular  humanity  is  treason 

But  see  young  Juba;  the  good  youth  appears,  • 
Full  of  the  guilt  of  his  perfidious  subjects! 

Lite,  Alas!    poor   prince  I    his   fate  deserves 
compulsion. 

Enter 
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Enter  JmU. 
JtU:  I  lilu«h,  and  am  confounded  to  appear 
Before  ihv  prcjcijce,  Caio. 
Cafo.   \VhaiA  ihv  rrime? 
Jtib.  I'm  a  Numldian. 

Cato,  Ami  a  brare  one  loo.  Thou  hast  a  Ro- 
man anul 
Jab.  Hj41  ih«)u  not  heard  of  my  false  country- 
men } 
i\,f„    At ..    ,,....,.  prince! 
'  .  >ot  up  in  ev'ry  soiI» 

1  i.'s — itotne  h;»  sits  Caesars. 

JtU'/lt^mMt'rou*  »hu»  to  comfori  the  distress 'H. 
Caio,  Ti*  just  to  give  ap|)lau>c  where  *iis  de- 
«erv'd : 
Thv  tirtuc,  prince,  has  »tood  the  test  of  fortune, 
Ijkc  pure»i  s^rdd,  th:it,  tortur'd  in  rlu-  furnace, 
Coiues  out  more  bright,  and  brings  f'trtii  all  itfi 
wcii;hi. 
Jub.  Wliai  »hall  I  answer  thee  ?  Mv  ravish'd 
heart         -^ 
OVrflow*  with  secret  iov:  I'd  rather  p;ain 
'i  Iiv  praise,  O  Giio,  than  Numidia'j  (fnipire. 

Enfrr  Fortius. 

n« 
Klybroliier  Marcus 

Cuto.  Hah!  what  has  he  done? 
II IX  lir  forscMtk  his  post?  Has  he  p.I\cn  wav  ? 
]J;il  he  Jo«)k  tanie^y  on,  and  lei  'cm  pasj  ?     [him 

Por.  Scnrcc  had   I  left  my  father,    but  1  met 
Boroc  on  the  shields  of  hi»  survivin:;  soldiers, 

K ^1 v\  •■!'•, and cover'd o'er  \vith  wounds. 

1  i  of  his  few  faithful  friends, 

1  ( '<  of  a  whole  host  of  foes, 

1  itcly  brave,  and  bent  on  de.iUi, 

t !  !i  multitudes,  he  greatly  fell. 

Cu.'u.  Iju  satisfied! 

For.  Nor  did  he  fall  before 
Hu  sword  had  picrcd  thro'  the  false  heart  of  Sy- 

phax, 
Vonder  he  lies.     1  saw  the  honry  trnitor 
Cirin  in  the  pangs  of  death,  and  titi-  the  Rronnd. 

Caio.  Thanks  to  the  gods,  my  boy  has  done 
his  duty ! 
— PoTtius,  whcti  I  am  dead,  be  sure  you  place 
His  nm  near  mine. 

Fur.  Ix)n^  mav  ihev  keep  asunder !      fence  ; 

'    -    nr-~    ---  •.-  '      thallitspaii- 

1  approaches ! 


Have  gaiher'd  round  it,  and  attend  it  weeping. 
Cata,  meeting  the  Corpse. 
Cato.  Welcome,  my  son  t  here  lay  him  down, 

my  friends. 
Full  in  my  si/ht,  that  I  may  view  at  leisure 
The  bloodvcor«ie  and  count  itioseftloriois  wounds 
—  [{ovv  l)f,i.itifol  i» death,  when earn'd  by  virtue! 
\\  houi.uUI  not  liC  that  youth  i  What  pity  is  it 
That  wc  cin  die  but  once  to  serve  our  country  1 
-—Why  sits  this  sadness  on  your  brows,  my 

friends  ? 
I  should  have  blush'd  if  Cato's  house  had  stood 
Secure,  and  flout ish'd  in  a  civil  war. 


— Fortius,  behold   thy  brother,  and  remember 
Thv  life  is  not  thy  own,  when  Rome  demands  it. 

Jub.  Was  ever  man  like  this  !  [^Aside. 

Cato.  Alas,  my  frientls, 
Whv  mourn  you  thus  ?  Let  not  a  private  loss 
Afflfct  your   hearts.     'Tis  Rome  requires  our 
I  tears ; 

The  mistress  of  the  world,  the  scat  of  empire. 
The  nurse  of  heroes,  the  delij:;ht  of  f^ods. 
That  humbled  the  proud  tvrants  of  the  earth. 
And  set  the  nations  free,  Rome  is  no  more. 
O  liberty  !  O  virtue  !  O  my  country  ! 

Jub.  Behold    that  upright   man  !  llome  fills 
his  eyes 
With  tears  that  flow'd  not  o'er  his  own  dead 
son.  [^/Iside. 

Cato.  Whate'er  the  Roman  virtue  has  subdu'd. 
The  sun's  whole  course,  the  day  and  year  art 

CaRsar's ; 
For  him  the  self-de%oted  Decii  died. 
The  Fabii  fell,  and  the  great  Scipios  conquer'd  ; 
Kv'n  Pompey  fouc;ht  for  Copsar.    ()  my  friends  ! 
How  is  the  toil  of  fate,  the  work  of  apes, 
The  Roman  emj)ire,  fallen  !  O  curst  ambition  ! 
Fallen    into  Caesar's   hands?    Our  great  fore- 
fathers [try. 
Had   left  him  notight  to  conquer  but  his  coun- 

Juh.  While  Caio  lives,  Ca'sar  will  blush  to  sec 
.Mankind  enslav'd,  and  l>o  asluini'd  of  empire. 

C(7/o.C.Tsar  asham'd !  has  he  not  seen  Pharsalia? 

Luc.  Cato,  'lis  time  thou  save  thyself  and  us. 

Cato.  Lose  not  a  thought  on  me,  I'm  out  of 
dan8;er. 
Heaven  will  not  leave  me  in  the  victor's  liand. 
('a'sar  shall  never  say  he  conqucr'il  Cato. 
But,  O  my  friends,  your  safety  fills  my  heart 
*\Vith  anxious  thoughts;  a  tliousand  secret  tcr-« 

rors 
Rise  in  my  soul — How  sh-ill  I  sa^'c  my  friends  f 
*Tis  now,  O  Caesar,  I  begin  to  fear  thee. 

Luc.  Cxinx  has  mercy,  if  we  ask  it  of  him. 

Caio.  Then  ask  it,  I  conjure  you !  let  him  know 
Whate'er  was  done  as;ainst  him,  Cato  did  it. 
And,  if  you  please,  that  I  request  it  of  him. 
That  1  myself,  with  tears,  request  it  of  him. 
The  virtue  of  mv  friends  may  pasa  unpunish'd. 
.Tuba,  my  hearths  troubled  for  thy  sake. 
Should  i  advise  thee  to  regain  Numidia, 
Or  seek  the  conqueror? 

Jub.  If  I  forsake  thee 
Whilst  i  have  life,  may  Heaven  abandon  Juba  I 

Cuto.  Thy  virtues,  prince,  if  I  foresee  aright. 
Will  one  day  make  thee  great ;  at  Rome,  here- 
after, 
'Twill  be  no  crime  to  have  been  Cato's  friend. 
Ponius,  draw  near  :  my  son,  thou  ofi  hast  seen 
Thy  sireengap'd  in  acorrupted  state. 
Wrestling  with  vice  and  faction  :  now  thou  seest 

mc 
Spent,  overpower'd,  despairing  of  success  ; 
Let  me  advise  thee  to  retreat  betimes 
To  thy  paternal  seat,  the  Subinc  field,     [hands. 
Where  the  great  Censor  toil'd   wiih  his  own 
And  all  our  frugal  ancestops  were  bless'd 
In  humble  virtues,  and  a  rural  life  > 

There 
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There  live  retir'd,  pray  for  the  peace  of  Roaic  ; 
Content  thyself  to  be  ohsciuely  good. 
"When  vice  prevails,  and  impious  men  bear  sway, 
The  post  ot  honour  is  a  private  station. 

Por.  I  hone  my  father  does  not  recommend 
A  life  to  Fortius,  tl'iat  he  scorns  hintsclf. 


Unhurt  amidst  thd  war  of  element?. 
The  wreck  of  matter,  and  the  crush  of  worlds. 
What  uicans  this  heaviness  that  hanii;s  upon  me? 
This  Icthar^ry  that  creeps*  thro'  all  my  "tenses? 
Nature  opprcss'd,  and  harass'd  out  with  care 
Sinks  down  to  rest.     This  once  I'll  favour  her. 


Culo.  Farewell,  my  friends !  if  there  be  any  of  That  ujy  awaken'd  soul  may  tike  her  Hi^'lit, 


you 
Who  dare  not  trust  the  victor's  clemency, 
Know  there  are  ships  pre|)ar'd  by  my  command, 
(Their  sails  already  op'nin^  to  the  winds) 
That  shall  convey  you  to  the  wish'd-for  port. 
Is  there  aught  else,  my  friends,  lean  do  for  you  ? 
The  conqueror  draws  near.  Once  more  farewell ! 
If  e'er  we  meet  hereafter,  we  shall  meet 
In  happier  cliuics,  and  on  a  safer  shore, 
Where  Caesar  never  shall  approach  us  more. 

\_Pointmif  to  liis  dead  Son. 
There  the  brave  voulh,  with  love  of  virtue  fir'd, 
Mlio  greatly  in  his  country's  cause  expir'd. 
Shall  know  he  conquered.  The  firm  patriot  there, 
Who  made  the  welfare  of  mankind  his  care, 
Tho'  still  by  faction,  vice,  and  fortune  crost. 
Shall  find  the  gen'rous  labour  was  not  lost. 

[^Exeunt. 


A  CT    V. 


Cafo  solus,  siff'uig  in  a  fhott^hfful  Posture  ;  in  hi. 
Hand  Plato's  Book  on  the  Immortality  of  the 
Soul. 

A  drawn  Sword  on  the  Tahle  lij  him. 

TT  must  be  so— Plato,  thou  reason'st  well — 
''•  Else  whence  this  phasing  hope,  this  fond  dc- 
This  longing  after  immortality  ?  [sire 

Or  whence  this  secret  dread,  and  inward  horror 
Of  fallina;  into  nought  ?  Why  shrinks  the  soul 
Back  on  herself,  and  startles  at  destruction  ? 
"Tis  the  divinity  that  stirs  within  us ; 
*Tis  heaven  itself  that  points  out  an  hereafter. 
And  intimates  eternity  to  man  : 
Eternity!  thou  pleasing,  dreadful  thought! 
Through  what  variety  of  untried  being,     [pass 
Thro'  ^vhat  new  scenes  and  changes  must  we 
The  wide,th'unboundcd  prospect  lies  before  me. 
But  shadows,  clouds,  and  darkness  rest  upon  it. 
Here  will  I  hold.     If  there's  a  power  above 
(Aud  that  there  is  all  nature  cries  aloud. 
Through  all  her  works)  he  must  delight  in  vir- 
tue ; 
And  that  which  he  delights  in  must  he  hpppy. 
But  when!  or  where — this  world  was  made  for 

Caesar. 
I'm  weary  of  conjectures — this  must  end  'em. 

\_Layiji<^  his  [land  on  his  Sword. 
Thus  am  I  doubly  arm'd  :  my  death  and  life, 
M^'bane  and  antidote,  are  both  before  me. 
This  in  a  moment  brings  me  to  an  end  j 
But  this  informs  me  I  shall  never  die. 
The  soul,  secured  in  her  existence,  smiles 
At  the  drawn  dagger,  and  defies  its  point. 
The  stars  shall  fade  away,  the  sun  himself 
Grow  dim  with  age,  and  nature  sink  in  years, 
But  thou  shalt  flourish  iu  immortal  youth. 


Renew'd  in  all  her  strength,  and  fresh  with  life. 
An  ofl'ring  lit  for  IJeaven  :   i,et  guilt  or  fear 
Disturb  man's  rest,  Caio  knows  neither  of  'em, 
Inditf 'renlin  his  choice  to  sleep  or  die. 

Enter  Portias. 
But  ah  !  how's  this,  my  sou?  Why  this  intru- 
sion ? 
Vl'ere  not  mv  orders  that  I  would  be  private  ? 
Wity  am  I  disobey'd  ? 

Pur.  Alas,  mv  father!  * 

What   means    this  sword,   this   instruinent   of 
Let  me  convey  it  hence.  [death  ? 

Cato.  Rash  youth,  forbear ! 

Por.  (),  let  the  pray'rs,  ih'  entreaties  of  your 
friends. 
Their  tears,  their  common  danger,  wrest  it  froiu 
you  ! 

Cato,  Wouldst  thou  betray  pie?  Wouldstthou 
give  nie  up, 
A  slave,  a  captive  into  Caesar's  hands  ? 
Retire,  and  learn  obedience  to  a  father. 
Or  know,  young  man!  — 

Por.  Look  not  thus  sternly  on  me  ; 
You  know  I'd  rather  die  than  disobey  you. 

Cato  'Tis  well !  again  I'm  master  of  myself. 
Now,  Caesar,  let  thy  troops  beset  our  gates. 
And  bar  e'ach  avenue  j  thy  gathering  fleets 
O'erspread  the  sea,  and  stop  up  cv'ry  port; 
Cato  shall  open  to  himself  a  passage. 
And  mock  thy  hopes — 

Por.  O  Sir  !  forgive  your  son. 
Whose  grief  hangs  heavy  on  him.  O  my  father! 
How  am  I  sure  it  is  not  the  last  time 
1  e'er  shall  call  you  so  ?  Be  not  displeas'd, 
O,  be  not  angry  with  me  whilst  1  weep. 
And,  in  the  anguish  of  my  heart,  beseech  you 
To  quit  the  dreadful  purpose  of  your  soul! 

Cato.  Thou  hast  been  ever  good  and  dutiful. 
\Kml' racing  him. 
Weep  not,  my  son,  all  will  be  well  again  j 
The  righteous  gods,  whom  I  have  sought   to 

please. 
Will  succour  Cato,  and  preserve  his  children. 

Por.  Your  words  give  comfort  to  my  droopin* 
heart.  [duct ; 

Cafo.  Fortius,  thou  mayst  rely  upon  my  con- 
Thy  father  will  not  act  what  misbecomes  him. 
But  go,  my  son,  and  see  if  aught  be  wanting 
Among  thy  father's  friends  j  see  them  embark 'd. 
And  tell  me  if  the  \vinds  and  seas  befriend  them. 
My  soul  is  quite  weigh'd  down  with  care,  and 

asks 
The  soft  refreshment  of  a  moment's  sleep.  [^n7. 

Por.  My  thoughts  are  more  at  case,  my  heart 
revives. 

Enter  Marcia. 
O  Marcia,  O  mv  sister,  still  there's  hope! 
Our  father  will  not  cast  away  a.life 
So  needful  to  us  all^  and  to  Lis  country. 

He 
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He  It  reiir'd  to  w»t,  and  wemt  to  cherish 
Thoughts  full  of  peace.    He  b^  dispatched  me 

hence 
With  orders  that  »w.,i>^.l-  a  „^],u}  mmpos'd, 
And  studious  foi  :n  luls. 

Warcia,  take  cart  ;  ,  ins  slumbers. 

[E.i-it. 
Mar.  O  ye  immortal  powers  tliai  guard  ihc 
just. 
Watch  round  his  couch,  and  soft'  n  his  repose, 

]>      ■■   '■    1-:       ■-'- ,  1  I I-  >•-  voul 

\  ;.  \irliiM  ! 

j\ ,,  _.  :.  ;svoiircarc. 

I'lntcr  Luna. 
Lite.  Where  is  your  father,  Marcia,  where  i? 

Cato  ? 
Mar.  Lucia,  speak  low,  he  is  rctir'd  to  rest. 
Lucia,  I  feci  a  ccntle  dawning  hope 
Rise  in  mv  soul.     Wc  shall  be  liappy  still. 

I  '■■•  V I  fc  I  I  tremble  when  1  tliiuk  «ni  Cato  ! 
I  "  ,  in  every  thought,  1  ininble  I 

(  II  and  awTDl  as  a  <;od  ; 

lie  knows  not  how  to  wink  at  human  fraiUy, 
Orj>anlon  weakness  that  he  never  felt. 

Mar.  Tho'  stem  and  awful   to  ihe   foes  of 
Uomc, 
lie  is  all  goodness,  Lucia,  always  mild, 
Compassionate  and  gentle  lo  his  friciuls, 
Fdl'd  with  domestic  tenderness,  llic  In  st, 
The  kindest  father  I  have  ever  found  him. 
Easy  and  good,  and  bounteous  to  my  wishes. 

Luc.  "Tis  his  consent  alone  can  make  us 
Mjrria,  we  are  both  equally  involv'd  [bless'd. 
In    ■  .nc,  |)crL)lcx'd  distress. 

Tl  t'uie,  that  has  d'-sirov'd 


'li. 


•'<'••!  we  boili  lament — 
';  unhappy  youth  ! 
L;e,and  now  I  stand 

But  who  kuov.ii  Cato*8 


Mar.  And  ever 

Luc.  Has  set  my 

I^ose  of  my  vow. 

ihougnts? 
Who  knows  how  yet  he  mny  dispo'^e  of  Fortius, 
Or  how  he  has  dcicrmin'd  of  ihyhelfr 
Mar.  Let  hlin  but  live,  commit  the  rest  to 
Heaven. 

Euicr  Lucius, 
Luc.  Sweet  arc  the  slumbers  of  the  virtuous 
man ! 
O  Marcia,  I  have  seen  til  iirr; 

Some  |»owrr  invisibU'  sn  )!, 

iVi"  ■  ■     ■ 

A 

I    ■  .1,     ril^'-,    lll^     il.K    V      HOL 

L  as  I  drew  near  his  couch, 

ii'^  .U,  Caesar,  thou  canst  not  hurt 

me. 
M».  His  mind  still  labours  with  some  dread- 
ful thought.  [sorrow  ? 
Luc.  Lucia,  why  all  this  grief,  these  floods  of 
t)r\  up  thy  tears,  n       '   ' '       i  all  arc  safe 
W'hile  Cato  live;.—                   c  will  protect  us. 
jL;...  .    ..... ... 

Jul.  Lucius,  the  horitcmcn  are  retorn'd  from 
viewing 
The  number,  strength,  and  posture  of  our  foes. 
Who  uow  cucamp  within  a  khori  houi'&  march; 


On  the  high  point  of  yon  bright  western  tower 
We  ken  them  from  afar  ;  the  setting  sun  [mets. 
Plays  on  their  shining  arms  and  burnish  d  hei- 
And  covers  all  the  field  with  gleams  of  fire. 
Luc.  Marcia,  'tis  time  we  should  awake  thy 
father, 
Cassar  is  siill  dispos'd  to  give  us  terms. 
And  waits  at  distance  till  he  hears  from  Cato. 

Enter  Portius. 
Fortius,  thy  looks  speak  somewhat  of  impor- 
tance. 
What  tidings  dost  thou  bring?  Methinks  I  see 
U))usual  gladueas  sparkling  in  thine  eyes. 

Par.  As  1  was  hasting  lo  the  port,  where  now 
.My  father's  friends,  impatient  for  a  passage, 
Ac-cuse  the  ling'ring  winds,  a  sail  arrived    • 
From  Pompcy'sson,whothr()'tlic  realms  of  Spi»in 
C'iills  out  for  vengeance  on  his  father's  death, 
.\\'n\  riuiscs  the  whole  nation  up  to  arms. 
Were  Cato  at  their  head,  once  more  might  Rome 
Assert  her  rights,  and  claim  hor  liberty. 
But,  hark  !  what  means  that  groan  :  6,  give  me 

way, 
And  let  me  fly  into  my  father's  presence.  [Exit. 
Lite.  Cato,  amidst' his  slumWrs,  thinks  on 
And,  in  the  wild  disorder  of  his  soul,  [Rome, 
Mourns  o'er  hisconniry.  liah  !  asecond  groan — 
Heaven  guard  us  all  ! 

Mar.  Alas!  'lis  not  the  voice 
Of  one  who  sleeps ;  'tis  agonizing  pain, 
'Tis  death  is  in  that  srtund. — 

Jir-rnter  Portius. 
Pot.  O  sight  of  woe  ! 
O  Marcia,  ^vhal  we  fear'd  is  come  to  pass  1 
Cato  is  fallen  upon  his  sword. — 

Luc.  (>,  Poriius, 
Hide  all  the  horrors  of  thy  mournful  talc. 
And  let  us  guess  the  rest.' 
Por.  I've  rais'd  him  up, 
Andplac'dhim  in  his  chair,  where,  pale  and  faint. 
He  gu^ns  for  breath,  and,  as  his  life  flows  from 
him,  [ing. 

Demands  to  see  his  friends.  His  servants,  wcej>» 
Ohsetpiious  to  his  order,  bear  him  hither. 

^lar.  O  Heaven  !  assist  me  in  this  dreadful 

To  pay  the  last  sad  duties  to  my  father,    [hour, 

Jub.  Tlicic  are  thy  triumphs,'  thy  e.vploiis,  U 

Csesar ! 
Luc.  Now  is  Rome  fallen  indeed  ! 

Cato  brought  in  on  a  Chair, 
Crt/r)..  Hero  set  me  down —  [bark'd  I 

Portius,  come  near  me — Arc  mv   friends  em- 
Can  any  thin^  be  thought  of  for  their  service? 
Whilst  I  yet  live,  let  me  not  live  in  vain. 
— C)  Lucius,  art  thou  here  ? — thou  art  loo  good- 
Let  this  our  friendship  live  Ijclwcen  our  children. 
Make  Portius  happy  m  thy  daughter  Lucia. 
Alas  1  poor  man,  nc'weeps ! — ^larcia,  my  daugli- 

ter— 
O,  bend  me  forward ! — Juba  loves  thee,  Marcia, 
A  senator  of  Rome,  while  Rome  surviv'd, 
Would  not  have  match'd  his  daughter  with  a 

But  Caesar's  arms  have  thrown  dowa  all  distinc- 
tion: 

Who«*» 
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Whoe'er  is  brave  and  virtuous.  Is  a  Roman—   I  While  from  thcbanks  full  twenty  thoujand  citie* 
—I'm  sick  to  death-O,  when  shall  I  get  loose  Survey  their  pride,  and  sec  their  gilded  lowers 
From  this  vain  world,  th' abode  of  guilt  and;  Float  on  the  waves,  and  break  against  the  shore. 

-Various  nations  meet 


And  yet,  mcthinks,  a  beam  of  light  breaks  in 

On  my  departing  soul.     Alas,  I  fear 

I've  been  too  hasty.     O  ye  pow'rs.  that  search 


As  in  a  sea,  yet  not  confin'd  in  space* 

But  streaming  freely  thro'  the  spacious  streets. 

Which  send  forth  millions  at  each  brazen  gate ; 


The  heart  of  man  and  weigh  his  inmost  thoughts.   Whene'er  the  trumpet  calls,  high  over  head 


If  I  have  done  amiss,  impute  it  not ! 

The  best  may  err,  but  you  are  good,  and — ()  1 

Luc.  There  fled  the  greatest  soul  that  ever 
warm'd 
A  Roman  breast ;  O  Cato !  O  my  friend! 
Thy  will  shall  be  religiously  observ'd. 
Ktit  let  us  bear  this  awful  corpse  to  Ccesar, 
And  lay  it  in  his  sight,  that  it  may  stand 
A  fence  betwixt  us  and  the  victor's  wrath  ; 
Cato,  though  dead,  shall  still  protect  his  friends. 

From  hence,  let  fierce  contending  nations 
know 
What  dire  effects  from  civil  discord  flow. 
'Tis  this  that  shakes  our  country  with  alarms. 
And  gives  up  Rome  a  prey  to  Roman  arms. 
Produces  fraud,  and  cruelty,  and  strife. 
And  robs  the  guilty  world  of  Cato's  life. 

\_Exeunt  omnvs. 


On  the  broad  walls  the  chariots  bound  along.. 


§  .51.  Rural  Courtship. 
-TT  &  preferr'd  i 
-■^  Above  the; 


Drydek. 


maidens  of  my  age  and  rank  ;* 
Still  shunn'd  their  company,  and  still  sought 

mine. 
I  was  tx)t  won  by  gifts,  yet  still  he  gave  ; 
And  all  his  gifts,  tho'  small,  yet  spoke  his  love. 
Me  pick'd  the  earliest  strawberries  in  the  woods. 
The  cluster'd  filberts,  and  the  purple  grapes  : 
He  taught  a  prating  stare  to  speak  my  name  i 
And  when  he  found  a  nest  of  nightingales. 
Or  callow  linnets,  he  would  shew  'em  me. 
And  let  me  take  'em  out. 


prmce 


and 


§  48.  The  Happiness  of  a  free  Government. 

S.  Johnson. 
Tf  there  be  any  land,  as  fame  reports, 
•*■  Where  common  laws  restrain  the  pri 

subject, 
A  happy  land,  where  circulating  pow'r 
Flows  through  each  member  of  t^i'  embodied 

state ; 
Sure,  not  unconscious  of  the  mighty  blessing. 
Her  grateful  sons  shine  bright  with  ev'ry  virtue ; 
Untamted  with  the  lust  of  innovation. 
Sure  all  unite  to  hold  her  league  of  rule 
Unbroken  as  the  sacred  chain  of  nature. 
That  links  the  jarring  elements  of  peace. 


§  4g.  The  killing  of  a  Boar.  Otway. 

"poRTH  from  the  thicket  rush'd  another  boar, 
■*•    So  large,  heseem'd  the  tyrant  of  the  woods. 
With  all  his  dreadful  bristles  rais'd  up  high  ; 
They  seem'd  a  grove  of  spears  upon  his  back: 
Foaming  he  came  at  me,  where  I  was  posted, 
M^hctting  his  huge  long  tusks,  and  gaping  wide. 
As  he  already  had  me  for  his  prey  ; 
Till,  brandishing  my  well-pois'd  javelin  high. 
With  this  bold  executing  arm  1  struck 
The  ugly  brindled  monster  to  the  heart. 


§  50.  Description  qf  a  populous  Citij.  Young- 
——npHis  ancient  city,  [smiles! 

•*•    How  wanton  sits  she  amidst  nature's 
Nor  from  her  highest  turret  has  to  vi^w 
But  golden  landscapes  and  luxuriant  scenes, 
A  waste  of  wealth,  the  store-house  of  the  world  ; 
Here  fruitful  vales  far  stretching  flv  the  sight; 
There  sails  unnumbered  whiten  all  the  stream. 


§52. 


Description  of  a  Person  left  on  a  desert 
Island,  Thomson, 


"VText  night — a  dreary  night ! 

•^^  Cast  on  the  wildest  of  the  Cyclad  Isles, 
Where  never  human  foot  had  mark'd  the  shore. 
These  ruffians  left  me. 
Beneath  a  shade 
I  sat  me  down,  more  heavily  oppress'd. 
More  desolate  at  heart  than  e'er  1  felt 
Before ;  when  Philomela  o'er  my  head 
Began  to  tune  her  melancholy  strain. 
As  piteous  of  my  woes  :  till,  by  degrees. 
Composing  sleep  on  wounded  nature  shed 
A  kind  but  short  relief.    At  early  morn, 
VVak'd  bv  the  chaunt  of  birds,  I  look'd  around 
For  usual  objects :  objects  found  I  none, 
h^xcept  before  me  stretch'd  the  toiling  main. 
And  rocks  and  woods,  in  savage  view,  behind. 


§  5S.  The  first  Feats  of  a  young  Eagle.  Rowi. 

Co  the  Eagle,  [Jove, 

^  Thai  bears  the  thunder  of  our  grandsirc 
With  joy  beholds  his  hardy  youthful  offspring 
Forsake  the  nest,  to  try  his  tender  pinions 
In  the  wide  unirack'd  air ;  till,  bolder  grown. 
Now,  like  a  whirlwind  on  a  shepherd's  fold. 
He  darts  precipitate,  and  gripes  the  prey  j 
Or  fixing  on  some  dragon's  scaly  hiae. 
Eager  of  combat,  and  his  future' feast. 
Bears  him  aloft,  reluctant,  and  in  vain 
Wreathing  his  spiry  vail. 


§  54.  The  true  End  of  Education.       Rowe. 

A  ND  therefore  wert  thou  bred  to  virtuous 
^        knowledge. 

And  wisdom  early  planted  in  thy  soul,  [sions. 
That  thou  rnight'st  know  to  rule  thy  fiery  pas- 
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To  bin«)  their  rage,  anil  stajr  their  headlong 
*  <'haugc 

'I  ihrif  own  gootTap^oinud  hour, 

^  !>.?trr  ffav*  eomeMirth  at  once, 

1  ;  till  thou,  ufll  nieas'd, 
a  V  fate,  and  say  tne  gods 
arcju>t. 


§5g.A  Friend  to  Freedom  can  never  he  a  Traitor. 

Thomsok. 
*"  FT^  T^^  contends  for  freedom, 

■'•■'■  Can   ne'er  bt-  justly  decm'd  his  sove- 
reign's foe;  [it. 
No !  'Tis  the  wretch  \vho  tempts  him  to  subvert 
llie  sooihinc;  slave ,  the  traitor  in  the  bosom. 
Who  best  dcscnes  that  name ;  lie  i&  a  worm 
That  eats  out  all  the  happiness  of  kingdoms. 


^  bb.  Filial  Piety.      Ma L let. 

■■"     •  ion bcam'd her  litrlit  upon  me» 
beeninv  sludv.  I  lii\iplac*d 

■ •'■rlnoflif.-, 

lit  \vt!i;lit  of  duty 
,    a;nt  sprmiGt ; 
i  to  shine  with  Ins  nnovvn, 
.,hlbyday,mydre.iui  l)y  night: 


But  C\t%i  an4  ever  neofwt  to  my  heart 

V.'       '  'lily,  ao  to  frame  mv  conduct 

'i  "T,  as  were  I  a  fithi^r, 

M  ..,.i  .  .>h  to  meet  with  iVoin  a  son, 

An  '  III,  I   proarh  transmit  my  nauu*  abhorr'd 

T'>  iitiM  line— jf  ever  ihouchi  was  uiiuc 

i  njusi  to  tilial  reverence,  fitial  love ! 


^  5fi.  The  same.        Thomson*. 
TTwii  I  then  no  tears  for  thee,  mv  father? 
*^  Oin  I  forget  thy  cares,  from  helpless  years 
Thy  tenderness  for  me  ?  an  eye  fitill  l>eam'd 
AViih  love  ?  A  brow  that  never  knew  a  frown  ? 

N-  ''■-  ' -'■' '  Shall  1  for  these 

II  .ge 

^^'  .       ,        .      ,-..1 1,  and  dishonour? 

It  mu>i  not  be !  — thou  tirst  of  angels  1  come. 

Sweet  fihal  pitv  I  and  hrm  my  breast  : 

Yes  !  let  one  (faughter  to  her  fate  'Mi!)mit, 

Be  nobly  wretched — but  her  father  li.ippv. 


f  .'•7.  iSad  t'oftune  more  eatily  bornr  than  f;ood. 

HowK. 
'li:^!    M  Mirh  unshaken  temper  of  ilio  «oul 

]  "  1>   ir  the  swelling  tide  of  pro^prous  for- 

J*  'hat  fortune. — In  adversity 

1  'w»iou;(h  by  buffeting  the  tempest ; 

But  111  »iicceii»  dtHkolving,  sinks  to  vase» 
And  lo«es  all  her  firmness. 


$  58.  Detpair  never  to  be  indulged.    Philips. 
'T^Mo*  pinnft'd  In  ills,  4ind  exerris'd  in  care, 

w    ^''*  ^'^^^^  '*^*  *^*^  noble  mind  despair : 
When  pre-st  by  danKers,  and  bevet  by  foes, 
The  god*  their  timefy  succour  interpo-n: ; 
And  when  our  virtue  sinks,  o'crwhelm'd  with 
frief. 
unforeseen  expedients  bring  relief. 


§  60.      Description  of  a  Jfag.     Otway. 
Tn  a  close  lane,  as  I  pursu'd  mv  journey, 
"*■  I  spied  a  wiiher'd  hau,  \vi(h  a^e  grown  double, 
Pickmg  dry  sticks,  and  nuimbling  to  herself; 
Her  eyes  with  scalding  rheum  were  gall'd  and 

red, 
Cold  palsy  shook  her  head,  her  hand  seem'd 

withcr'd, 
-\nd  on  her  crooked  shoulders  had  she  wrapp'd 
The  tatter'd  rcmnatits  of  an  old  strip'd  hangmg. 
Which  serv'd  to  keep  her  carcase  from  the  cold  : 
So  there  was  nothing  of  a  piece  about  her. 
Her  lower  weeds  were  all  o'er  cf>;trsc!y  patch'd 
With  (liflerenicolour'd  rags,  black,  red,  white, 

yellow. 
And  seein'd  to  speak  variety  of  wretchedness. 


§  6l.  JLippiness  the  inicparahle  Companion  of 
firtue.  RoWE. 

'o  be  e;ood  is  to  l>e  happy;  angi'ls 
Are  happier  than  men,'  because  they're 
better. 

Guilt  U  the  source  of  sorrow  ;  'tis  the  fiend, 
Th'avena;ing  fiend,  that  follows  us  behind 
With  whips  and  stings :  the  blest  know  none  of 

this. 
But  rest  in  everlasting  peace  of  mind,        [ness. 
And  find  the  height  of  all  their  heaven  is  good- 


H 


§  62.     Honour  superior  to  Jnntice. 

ON  OUR,  my  lord,  is  much  too  proud  to 
cjtch 

At  ei'crv  slender  twig  of  nice  distinctions. 
These  for  the  unfeeling  vulgar  may  do  wtll ; 
But  those  whose  soul-,  arc  by  the  luccr  lule 
Of  virtuojis  delicacy  only  sway'd, 
Stand  at  another  bar  than  that  of  laws. 


§d3.  In  what  Manner  Princes  ought  to  hetmtgU. 

Mallet. 
T  ET  truth  and  virtue  be  their  earliest  teachers ; 
■■-'Keep  from  their  ear  the  syren-voiceof  flattery. 
Keep  from  their  eye  the  ha'riot  form  of  vice, 
Who  spread  in  every  court  their  silken  snares, 
And  charm  but  to  betray,  lietimes  instruct 
Superior  rank  demands  superior  worth  ;  [them. 
Pre-eminence  of  valour,  justice,  mcrcv: 
But  chief,  that,  thouRh  exalicd  p'er  liiankind. 
They  are  themselves  but  men— frail  suffering 

dust ; 
From  no  one  injury  of  human  lot 
Lxeropt  i  but  fc\cr'd  bv  the  same  heat,  chilPd 

By 
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By  the  same  cold,  torn  by  the  same  disease,  [gar.t^  And  show'rs  profusely  pow'r  and  splendour  on 

them,  [they, 

Whate'er  th'  expanded  heart  can  wish  ;  whea 
Accepting  the  reward,  neglect  the  duty. 
Or,  worse,  jKivert  those  gifts  to  deeds  of  ruina 


That  scorches,  freezes,  racks,  and  kills  thebeg- 

Mallet. 


§  64.  True  End  of  lloyelty 
— — /^  WITNESS,  Heaven! 

^^    Whose  eye   the   heart's  profoundest 
depth  explores. 
That  if  not  to  )K.'rfonn  my  regal  task  ; 
To  be  the  common  fuiher  of  my  people. 
Patron  of  honour,  virtue  and  reHy;ion  j 
If  not  tosheher  useful  worth,  to  guard 
His  vvell-earn'd  portion  from  the  sons  of  rapine. 
And  deal  out  justice  with  impartial  hand; 
If  not  to  spread  on  all  good  uien  thy  bounty. 
The  treasures  trusted  to  me,  not  my  own  ; 
If  not  to  raise  anew  our  Knglish  name, 
Bv  ix-acefiii  arts,^that  grace  the  laud  they  bless. 
And  generous  war  to  humble  proud  oppressors : 
Yet  more,  If  not  to  Ixiild  the  public  weal 
On  that  firm  base,  which  can  alone  resist 
Both  time  and  chance,  fair  liberty  and  law  ; 
If  1  for  these  great  ends  am  not  ordain'd — 
May  I  ne'er  poorly  till  the  throne  of  Kngland. 


§6; 


•  'np IS  true,  I  am  a 
A    Hi 


The  real  Dntij  of  a  King.     Rowe. 
\ing: 
[onour  and  glory  too  have  been  my 
aim: 

But  tho'  I  dare  face  death.,  and  all  the  dangers 
\\  hich  furious  war  wears  in  its  bloody  front. 
Yet  could  1  choose  to  fix  my  name  by  peace. 
By  justice,  and  by  mercy;  and  to  raise 
My  trophies  on  the  blessings  of  mankind  : 
Kor  would  I  buy  theem]>ire  of  the  world 
With  ruin  of  the  people  wliom  1  sway. 
Or  forfeit  of  my  honour. 


Is  there  a  wretch  they  rule  so  base  as  they? 
Guilty,  atonce,  of  sacrilege  to  Heaven, 
And  of  perfidious  robbery  to  man  ! 


§  68.     The  true  End  of  Life.  Thomson. 
XITho,  who  would  live,  my  Narva,  just  t* 
^^      breathe 

This  idle  air,  and  indolently  run. 
Day  after  day,  the  still  rcturniufi;  round 
Of'life's  mean  oliices,  and  sickly  joys? 
But  in  the  service  of  mankind  to  be 
A  guardian  god  below  ;  still  to  employ 
The  mind's  brave  ardour  in  heroic  aims. 
Such  as  may  raise  us  o'er  the  grovelina:  herd. 
And  make  us  shine  for  ever — that  is  Tife. 


Thomson. 


— y> 


reaiest  blessnig  Heaven  bestows 


§  66.  Character  of  a  good  A  nig. 
ES,  we  have  lost  a  father! 
The 

on  mortids 

And  seldom  found  amidst  these  wilds  of  time, 
A  good,awortliykin2! — Hearme,myTancred! 
And  I  will  tell  tliee,  m  a  few  plain  words, 
How  he  deserv'd  that  best,  that  glorious  title. 
'Tis  nought  complex,  'tis  clear  as  truth  and 

virtue. 
Ilclov'd  his  people,  dcem'd  them  all  hischildren, 
The  good  exalted,  and  dcpress'd  the  bad  :     [ed 
Hespurn'dthetlaltering  crew,  with  scorn reject- 
Theirsmooth  advice, that  only  means  themselves, 
Their  schemes  to  aggrandize  him  into  baseness. 
Well  knowing  that  a  peoolein  their  rights 
And  industry  protected  ;  living* safe 
Beneath  the  sacred  shelter  of  the  laws  ; 
Encourag'd  in  their  genius,  arts  and  labours ; 
And  happy  each  as  he  himself  deserves. 
Are  ne'er  ungrateful.     With  unsparing  hand 
They  will  for  him  provide:  their  filial  love 
And  confidence  are  his  unfailing  treasury. 
And  every  honest  man  his  faithful  guard. 


Mai 
"vy  HEN  those  whom  Hca\  en  distinguishes  o  er 


§  67.     The  Guilt  of  hid  Kings. 

B 

niilhous. 


§  69.     The  same.        S.  Johnson. 

REFLECT  that  Hfeand  death, aflccting sounds,. 
Are  only  varied  modes  of  endless  being. 
Reflect  that  life,  like  every  other  blessing. 
Derives  its  value  from  its  use  alone; 
Nor  for  itself,  but  for  a  nobler  end, 
Th'  Eternal  gave  it,  and  that  end  is  virtue 
When  inconsistent  with  a  greater  good, 
Reason  commands  to  cast  the  less  away  ; 
Thus  life,  with  loss  of  wealth,  is  well  preser\''d» 
And  virtue  cheaply  sav'd  with  loss  of  life. 


§  70.   A  Lion  overeome  ly  a  Man.     Lee. 

THE  prince  in  a  lone  court  was  plac'd, 
Unnrm'd,  all  but  his  hands,  on  which  he 
A  pair  of  gantlets.  ^  [wore 

At  last,  the  door  of  an  old  lion's  den 
Being  drawn  up,  the  horrid  beast  appear'd  : 
The  flames  which  from  his  eye  shot  glaring  red. 
Made  the  sun  start,  as  the  spectators  thought. 
And  round  them  casta  dav  of  blood  and  death. 
The  prince  walk'd  forward  :  the  large  beast  de- 
scried 
His  prey  ;  and  with  a  roar  that  made  us  pale. 
Flew  fiercely  on  him  :  but  Lysimachus, 
Starting  aside,  avoided  his  first  stroke 
W^ith  a  slight  hurt,  and,  as  the  lion  turn'd. 
Thrust  gantlet,  arm  and  all,  into  his  throat : 
Then  with  Herculean  force  tore  forth  by  the 

roots 
The  foaming,  bloody  tongue;  and  while  the  sa- 

va^e; 
Faint  with  the  loss,  sunk  to  the  blushina  earth. 
To  plow  it  with  his  teeth,  your  conqu'rm^  sol- 
dier fpieces. 
Lcnp'd  on  hU  back,  and  dash'd  his  skull  to 


§71.  Charaafer  of  an  excellent  Man.    Rowe. 

O"ow  could  my  tongue 

""^  Take   pleasure,   and  be  lavish  in  th\ 
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How  conld  I  tpctk  tby  DoblencM  of  nature! 
Thy  open,  maniv  heart,  ihv  courace,  ronsUncy 
And  inborn  uoih,  nnknowing  to  <ii*«icmhle ! 
Thou  art  the  man,  in  whom  noy  &oul  ilehghu, 
lo  whom,  next  Heaven,  1  irott. 


The  joyful  birds  salute  the  8«n*6  approach  : 
The  «un  too  laughs,  and  mounts  his  gaudy 

coach  ; 
While  from  the  car  his  dropping  p;em«  distil. 
And  all    the  earth,   and   all    the  heavens,  do 

smile. 


f  7«.    riTtue  tkt  an/y  tru*  Source  ^f^^J^^jJ^*  §  76.     Thf  charmins  Notes  of  the  Nightingale, 

THUS,  in  some  poplar  shade,  the  nif^htingale 
With   piercing  moans  does  her  lost  young 


ITtLL  ihee,  tlien,  whoe*er  amidst  tho  sons 
Of  reason,  valour,  liberty,  and  virtue, 


Displays  distinguish'd  merit,  is  .1  noble 

Of  nature's  own  crratins;.     Such  h;uc  risen, 

Sprang  Crom  the  dust,  or  where  had  been  our 

honours  ? 
And  such,  in  radiant  bands,  will  ri-Jc  ac^aiu 
In  yon  immortal  city  ;  that,  when  most 
])ej)rest  by  fate,  and  near  ap|iar«uit  ruin. 
Returns,  as  with  an  energy  divine,  [her. 

On  her  Mtonish'd  foes,  and  shakes  tlnin  from 


§73. 


bewail 

Which  the  rough  hind  obsen'in<r,  as  they  lay 
\\'arm  in  their  downy  nest,  had  stoi'n  away  : 
But  she  in  mournful  sounds  does  still  com- 

f>lain, 
I  the  night,  tho*  all  her  son|z;8  are 
And  still  renews  her  miserable  strain. 


away  : 
com-"^ 

vain,  f 


§  77.     The  same.     RoWE. 


The  happy  ^ects  ofMisfortitnr. 

TllONfSON 

Tf  misfortnrie  comes,  she  brings  along 
•*  The  bravest  virtues.    And  so  many  great 
Illustrious  spirits  have  conversd  wiih  .voe, 
H-  -   -  '    -  <choo|  been  Uught,  as  arc  mough 
T  (•  distress,  and  make  ami): 'ion 

li.'-..         .    iic  frown  beyond  the  smile  of  for- 
tune. 

%  74.  A  Description  ojthe  Mominc,.  Otway. 
"V\T isn't)  morning's  come ;  and  now  upon  the 

And  dritni  mountains,  where  they  feed  their 

flocks. 
The  happy  shepherds  leave  their  homely  huts. 
And  with  their  pipes  proclaim  the  new-born 
dav:  ' 
.............  „„^,,..,:.v  y,,  "dl-fillM scrip 

lumber  calls, 
,  ,  L  :'■-  lie  catii. 
To  toliow  m  ihetieid  his  daily  toil, 
At,  1  dress  the  grateful  glebe' that  yields  him 

1 .  '  that  under  the  warm  hedges  slept. 

An  1  '• »  .nrr'd  out  the  coM  bleak  night,  are  up; 
Afii!,  :r..  king  luw'rds  the  neighbouring  jus- 

turcs,  rai»e 
Their  loice,  and  bid  their  fellow  brulca  good- 
morrow  : 
Thr  rhr,  rtiil  birds  loo  Ofl  the  lops  of  trees 
A*srn»Mt  all  in  choirs;  and  with  their  notes 
Salute  and  welcome  up  the  rising  sua. 


Co  when  the  spring;  renews  the  flow'ry  field, 
•^    And    warns    the   pregnant   nightingale   to 

build  ; 
She  seeks  the  safest  shelter  of  the  wood. 
Where  she  may  trust  her  little  tuneful  brood. 
Where  no  rudeswains  her  sludy  cell  may  know. 
No  serpents  climb,  nor  blasting   winds   may 

blow  : 
Fond  of  the  chosen  place,  she  views  it  o'er. 
Sits   thcie,   and  wanders   thro*   the  grove  no 

more  ; 
Warbling  she  charms  it  each  returnins;  night. 
And  loves  it  with  a  mother's  dear  delight. 


TV- 


§  78.     A  tcorthless  Perfon  can  claim  no  Merit 
from  the  t^irlucs  of  his  Ancestors.     RowB. 

'IITere  honour  to  be  scann'd  by  Ions  descent 
^    From  ancestors  illustrious,  1  could  vaunt 
A  line.ige  of  the  greatest ;  and  recount. 
Among  niv  fathers,  names  of  ancient  story. 
Heroes  and  godlike  patriots,  who  subdu'd 
The  world  bv  arms  and  \  iriue. 
But  that  be  their  own  praise  : 
Nor  will  I  borrow  merit  from  the  dead. 
Myself  an  undcscr\er. 


§  7^.     Another.     Lee. 
P^ROM  •mb<'r  shroiw!^  I  *«.  the  morning  rise  ; 
*     ""  "^  •  paint  the  skies  ; 

leave  their  hive, 
ul  labour  drive  ; 
. I  sing  objects  now. 
Aim  nature  suiucs  upon  tnc  mountain  brow  j 


Her  ro 

And  now  t 

A    " 

J 


§  79.     The  Love  of  our  Country  the  greatest  of 

Virtues.  Thomson. 

T  Trs  only  blot  was  this  :  that,  much  provok'd, 
'-''    He  rais  d    his   vengeful   arm  against   his 

country: 
And  lo  !  the  righteous  gods  have  now  chaslia'd 

him 
Fv'n  by  the  hands  of  those  for  whom  he  fi»nght. 
Whatever  private  views  and  paai.ions  plead, 
No  cause  can  iustifv  so  black  a  deed  : 
These,  when  the  ani^ry  tempest  clouds  the  sotrl. 
May  darken  reason  and  her  course  con troul ; 
But  when  the  prospect  clears,  her  suirtled  eye 
Must  from  the  treach'rous  gulph  with  horror 

On  whose  wide  wave,  by  stormy  passions  tost. 
So  many  helpless  wretches  have  been  lost. 

Then 
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Then  be  this  tnith  the  star  by  which  \vc  stfcr 
Above  ourselves  our  couiitrv  shall  be  dear. 


And  that  a  lianlessColubcrian  prince, 
Her  lover,  and  bclov'd,  forgot  iiis  chains, 
His  lost  dominions,  nnd  for  her  alone 
Wept  out  his  tender  sotil ;  su<Ulcn  the  heart 
_.  ,  T»  ,  ,  Of  ihiy  younc,  conqu'rinp:,  lovintf,  godlike  Ro- 

y  EARN  hence,  ye  Romans!    on  how  sure  alp^jj  ..u  j^^.  gre.,ijji,.i„iiy  ^f  ..jr^.e.  [maa 

His  wib.hini£ youth  stood  chccic'd,  his  tempting 


§  80.     The  same.    W.  Whitehead. 


*^         base 

The  patriot  builds  his  happiness 


no  stroke, 
Ko  keenest,  deadliest  shaft  of  adverse  fate 
Can  make  his  )ie,enerous  bosoni  quite  despair, 
But  that  alone  by  which  his  country  falls. 
Grief  may  to  jiritf  in  endless  round  succeed, 
And  nature  suficr  when  our  children  bleed  : 
Yet  still  superior  must  that  hero  prove. 
Whose  first,  best  passion,  is  his  country's  love. 


§81, 


_p, 


In  ivhai  Philascplii/  real/i/  eonsiats. 

Thomson. 
iHiLosoPHY  consists  not 
In  airy  schemes  or  idle  speculations. 
The  rule  and  conduct  of  all  social  life 
Js  her  great  provinoe.     Not  in  lonely  cells 
Obscure  she  lurks,  but  holds  her  heavenly  light 
To  senates  and  to  kings,  to  guide  their  councils. 
And  teach  them  to  reform  and  bless  mankind. 
All  policy  but  hers  is  false  and  rotten  ; 
All  valour  not  conducted  by  her  urecepts 
Is  a  destroyinfj;  fury  sent  from  hell, 
To  i)b^ue  unhapj)y  man,  and  ruin  nations. 


W 


Scipio  rrsforing  the  captive  Princess  to 

her  Iloyal  Lover.  Thomson. 

'HAT  with  admiration  [ble  virgin, 

Struck  every  heart,  was  this  : — Ano- 
Conspicuous  far  o'er  all  the  captive  dames, 
"W  as  niark'd  the  gcu'ral's  prize.     She  wept  and 

blnsh'd,  [eye, 

Vouno;,  fresh  and  blooming  like  the  morn.   An 
A*,  when  the  blue  sky  trembles  through  a  cloud 
Of  purest  white.     A'  secret  charm  combin'd 
Her  features,  and  infus'd  enchantment  through 

them  ; 
iler  sha|)C  was  harmony. — But  eloquence 
]'encath  her  beauty  fails  ;  which  seem'd  on  pur- 
hy  nature  lav^sh'd  on  her,  that  mankind   [pose 
-Might  seethe  virtue  of  a  hero  tried 
Almost  beyond  the  stretch  of  human  force. 
Soft  as  she  pass'd  along,  with  downcast  eves. 
Where  gentle   sorrows  swell'd,  and  no\v  and 

then 
])roi)i)\l  o'er  her  modest  cheek  a  tricklin 


pon*  f 
Restrain'd  by  kind  humanitr  — At  once 
He  for  her  parents  and  her  lover  cali'd. 
I'he  various  scene  imagine  :  how  his  troops 
I-ook'd  dubious   on,  and   wonder'd   what   be 

meant ;  [lay 

While  stretch'd  below  the  trembling  snpplianw 
R'lck'd  by  a  thousand  njingling  passions,  fear, 
Hope,  jealousv,  disdain,  submission,  icricf ; 
Anxiety,  and  love,  in  every  shape  ; 
To  these  asdifierent  sentiments  succeeded. 
As  mixt  emotions  :  when  the  man  divine 
Thus  the  dread  silence  to  the  lover  broke  : 
'*  Wc  both  are  young,  both  charui'd.     The 

"  riglit  of  war 
*♦  Has  put  thy  beauteous  mistress  in  mypow'r; 
**  With  whom  J  could  in  the  tuost  sacred  tics 
*'  Live  out  a  haj)py  life  :  but  knoNV   that  Ro* 

mans 
"  Their  hearts,  as  well  as  enettiies,  cati  conquer. 
' '  Then  take  her  to  ihy  soul ;  and  with  her  take 
"  Thy  libertv  and  kingdom.     In  rettiru 
"  I  ask  but  this  : — when  vou  behold  these  eyes-, ' 
"  1  htse  charnjs,  with  transport,  be  a  fricnil  t« 

*'  Home." 


jj\y}\t\iu  WIT  iier  mooesi  cnecK  a  incKung  tear. 
The  Roman  hj^^ions  lan^uish'd,  and  hard  war 
Teh  more  than  pity,     hen  their  chief  himself, 

ilding 
ask'd 


As  on  his  high  tribunal  rais'd  he  sat, 
Turn'd  from   the  daug'rous  si^ht,  and  chiding 
His  olKcers,  if  by  this  gift  they  meant      [;i 
To  cloud  his  virtue  in  its  very  dawn  ? 


She  questiond  of  her  birth,  in  trembling  ac- 
cents, - 
With  fears,  and  blushes  broken,  told  her  tale 
}iut  when  he  found  her  royally  descended, 

Kf  her  old  captive  parents  live  sole  joy  ; 
i 


§83.     The  Blessings  of  Peace,    Thomson. 


a^slate!   what  else  but 


r~\  BEAUTEOUS  peace! 

^-^  Sweet  tin  ion  of  a^sl 
thou 

Gives  safety,  strength,  nnd  glory  to  a  people  ? 
1  bow,  Lord  Constable,  beneath  the  snow 
Of  many  years  ;  yet  in  my  breast  revives 
A  youthful  flame.     Methinks  1  sec  again 
Those  gentle  days  renew'd,  that  bicss'd  our  isle 
Krc  by  this  wasteful  fury  of  division, 
Worse  than  ouriKtna's  most  destructive  fires. 
It  desolated  sutik.     I  see  our  plains 
Unbounded  waving  vyith  the  gifts  of  harvest ; 
Our  seas  with  commerce  thronj^'d,  our  busy 

pons 
W^ith  cheerful  toil.     Our  Enna  blooms  afresh  ;• 
Afresh  the  sweets  of  thyiny  Hybia  blow. 
Our  nymphs  and  shepherds,  ^porting  in  cact 

vale, 
Inspire  new  song,  and  wake  the  pastoral  rcc4» 


§  84.    Providence.         Thomson. 

n^HERE  is  a  pow'r 

-*-  Unseen,  thatrulesth'illicnitable  world, 
Tliat  guides  its  motions,  from  the  brightest  str.r 
To  the  least  dust  of  this  sin-tainted  mould  ; 
While  man,  who  madly  deems  himself  the  lord 
Of  all,  is  nought  but  weakness  and  dependance. 
This  sacred  truth,  br  sure  experience  taught, 

Y  V  The* 
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Thou  musU  h<\e  lesrol  when  w^tulcting  all 
E 


Prudence.        Tbomson'. 


-^L.'^ 


Aoi   uiiV  cool  prudence,  and  with 

iiij:i1v    tfinpcr, 

As  wfl'  I. 

Tis  giOx.  >  lo  keep,  [clear, 

When  ro«>«i  ^nukuk'd,  our  rc.iion  calm  and 

A*id  ext^uxf.  her  will,  from  a  siron^  s»nse 

or     ■  .iu,  uitliout  the  vul^ir  .uJ 

O  Lssion,  which,  iho'  horiLai,  bear  us 


»uvj   lai. 


I  mv  ev' 


§  Bf>   Dessripiiou  of  S.\tir,  nuptarln^^  at  a  I^i$ 

tance,  ananpprc 
Cfiirn.   A  »  Clr  as  J 

-^    Upon    ihc    &CU,  sonietlr.ni;,    me- 
thougUt,   did  rise 
Liice  :jluei»h  mifU,  whichsiill  appearing  more. 
Took  dreadfVil  kliapcs,  and  thus  Uiovcl  tow'rds 

the  shore  : 
The  object  I  could  first  distinctly  view, 
\Va»  tali,  straight  trees,  which  on  the  water 

flew  : 
W»np"«  oT»  thi?lr  tides  instead  of  leaves  did  grow, 
^V  red  all  the  breath  the  wiudi»  could 

Anci  u'  uKir  roots  ;^cw  floatints:  p;d.;rr ;, 
Whose  out-hlow'd  l>clHes  cut  the  yi- ldiii<r  seas. 
Montnumn-  What  divine  nion^ti  rs,   O  yc 
goch  !•  are  these,  . 
That  float  in  air,  and  fly  upon  tlui  sr:is  ? 
Qupe  they  alive,  or  dcul,  uponjthe  diarc? 
Cuiom.  Al««?   thcv  liv'd  too  sure:  I  heard 
li.  . 

c$,  and  to  each  otficr  s])oke: 
•  •■•  ■"  *"•'■•    ;id  sujokc. 


All  tnrr 
f 
S 
A 

1) 

W 

Vr 


K»r 


on  liii^h, 


if  to  Rank.     lUiui:. 

!;ril.  ; 
.rdl 

.    ...■     ,     .<...     ...     M  .Ml 

>  gives  10  il.i\  es  and  sy- 
fqiore 
.   made  mc 
a  lord. 


%  88.     DescriptittnoJ^aH  ancient  CalhedraL 

.CcfKORF.VK 

"yis  dreadful ! 

Whose 

To  ^«•al  .♦, 

Hy  w-i  oviu  \vt.<i^ltt  u\aA'-  1  iiiiniove- 

l-ookiug  trauquiUiiy  ;  ii  Nvr    [able! 

And  terror  to  my  aching  si^riu  i  i  rie  tumbs 


[pile 
f  .td'tall 
.ds 


And  monumental  caves  of  dieath  look  cold. 
And  bhoot  a  chilness  to  my  trembling  heart. 

§  fig.     Description  of  a  Triumph.         Lke. 

LTe  comes,  and  with  a  port  so  proud, 

■'■^  As  if  he   had   subdu'd   the  spacious 
world  : 
And  all  Sinope's  streets  are  fill'd  with  such 
A  ji;luiof  people,  you  would  think  some  god 
Mad  conquor'd  iu  ihcir  cause,  and  them  thus 

rank'd. 
That  he  mig;lit  make  his  entrance  on  their  heads! 
While  from   the   scaHolds,  windows,  tops  of 

houses. 
Are  cast  such  ^audy  showVs  of  garlands  down. 
That  ev'n  the  crowd  appear  like  conquerors, 
And  the  whole  city  seenis  like  one  vast  meadow 
Set  all  with  flow'rs,  as  a  clear  heaven  with  stars. 
Nay,  as  1  have  heard,  ere  he  the  city  enter'd. 
Your  subjects  lin'd  the  way  for  many/nrlongs  ; 
The  very  trees  bore  men  :  and  as  our  God, 
When  iVom  the  portal  of  the  cast  he  dawns. 
Beholds  a  thousand  birds  upon  the  boughs, 
To  welcome  him  with  all  their  warbling  throats^ 
And  prune  their  feathers  in  his  golden  beams ; 
So  did  your  subjects,  in  their  gaudy  trim. 
Upon  the  pendant  branches  speak  his  praise. 
.M(»thcrs,  who  cover'd  all  the  banks  beneath. 
Did  rob  the  crying  infants  of  the  breast. 
Pointing  Ziphares  out,  to  make  them  smile ;  [ers. 
And  climbing  boys  stood  on  their  fathers'  should- 
Answering  their  shouting  sires  witii    teruler 

cries, 
To  make  the  concert  up  of  general  joy. 

§90.     A  Shtjiherd  's  Life  happier  than  a  King's. 

Hill. 
nr^n"  nnbusied  shepherd,  strctch'd  beneath  the 
-*•  hawthorn. 

His  careless  Umbs  thrown  out  in  wanton  ease. 
With  thoughtless  gaze  perusing  the  arch 'd  hea- 
vens, [him. 
And  idly  whistling  while  his  sheep  feed  round 
Eiijovs  a  sweeter  shade  th.an  that  of  canopies 
MeuuuM  in  by  cares,  and  shook  by  storms  of 
treason. 


G' 


§  <)l.      l-'irtnc  ih  own  Reward.        RoWE. 
Ri'.AT  mind'5,  like  Heaven,  are  pleas'd  with 
doing  good, 
Tlio*  the'ungraicful  subjects  of  their  favours 
Are  barren  in  return.     Virtue  does  still 
U'itli  .scorn  the  mercenary  world  regard, 
Where,  abject  sotjls  do  good,  and  hope  reward. 
Above  the  worthless  trophies  man  can  raise,  ) 
She  seeks  not  honour,  wealth,  nor  airy  praij^e,  > 
But  with  herself,  herself  ti»e  goddess' pays.     3 

§  92.  No  Difficu}(i(s  imupcruble  to  the  Prudent 

and  Brave.  Rowe. 

'T'HK  wise  ond  active  conquer  difTiculiies 
-*■    By  daring  to  attempt  them  :  slnih  and  folly 
Shiver  and  shrink  at  sight  of  toil  and  hazard. 
And  make  ih'  impossibility  they  fear. 


VJSD  OF  THE  THIRD  BOOK. 
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BOOK   THE    FOURTH. 


SENTIMENTAL,   LYRICAL,  and  LUDICROUS. 

CONSISTING    OF 

ODES,  Sonnets,  Classical  Songs,  Ancient  and  Modern  Ballads,  Comic  Tales,  Epi- 
grams, Epitaphs,  various  amusing  little  Poems,  Prologues,  and  Epilogues. 


§1.   L'ALLEGRO.     Milton. 
TTence,  loathetl  Melancholy, 
^-*-  OrCerberus  and  blackest  Midnight  born, 

In  Stvgian  cave  forlorn, 
'Mongst  horrid  shapes,  and  shrieks,  and  sights 
unholy, 

Find  out  some  uncouth  cell,  [wings. 

Where  brooding  darkness  spreads  his  jealous 
And  the  night-raven  sings  ;  j 

There,  under  ebon  shades,  and  lou'-brow'd  rocks. 
As  ragged  as  thy  locks. 

In  dark  Cinunerian  desert  ever  dwell. 
But  come,  thou  Goddess  fair  and  free. 
In  heaven  yclep'd  Euphrosvne, 
And  by  men  heart-easing  I'vlirth, 
Whom  lovely  Venus  at  a  birth. 
With  two  sister  Graces  more. 
To  ivy-crowned  Bacchvis  bore  j 
Or  whether  (as  some  sages  sing) 
The  frolic  wind  that  breathes  the  spring, 
Zephyr,  with  Aurora  playing, 
As  he  met  her  once  a-Maying, 
There  on  beds  of  violets  blue, 
And  fresh-blown  roses  wash'd  in  dew, 
Filld  her  with  thee,  a  daujihter  fair. 
So  buxom,  blithe,  and  debonair ; 
Haste  thee,  nymph,  and  bring  with  thee 
Jest  and  youthful  Jollity, 
Oiiips,  and  crank'5,  atid  wan;6n  wiles. 
Nods,  and  becks,  and  wreathed  smiles. 
Such  as  hang  on  Hebe's  cheek. 
And  love  to  live  in  dimple  sleek  ; 
Sport,  that  wrinkled  care  derides. 
And  Laughter  holding  both  his  sides  ; 


Come,  and  trip  it  as  yon  go 
On  the  light  fantastic  toe. 
And  in  thy  right  hand  lead  with  thee 
The  mountain  hymph,  sweet  Liberty; 
And,  if  I  give  the  honour  due. 
Mirth,  admit  me  of  thy  crew. 
To  live  with  her,  and  live  with  thee, 
In  unreproved  pleasures  free; 
To  hear  the  lark  begin  his  flight. 
And  singing,  startle  the  dull  night. 
From  his  v.'atch-tovv'r  in  the  skies. 
Till  the  dapple  dawn  doth  rise; 
Then  to  come,  in  spite  of  sorrow. 
And  at  my  window  bid  good-morrow. 
Through  the  sweet-brier  or  the  vine. 
Or  the  twisted  eglantine : 
While  the  cock  with  lively  din 
Scatters  tlie  rear  of  darkness  thin. 
And  to  the  stack,  or  the  barn-door. 
Stoutly  struts  his  dames  before  : 
Oft  list'ning  how  the  hounds  and  horn 
Cheerly  rouse  the  slumb'ring  morn. 
From  tne  side  of  some  hoar  hill. 
Through  the  high  wood  echoing  shrill: 
Some  tune  walking,  not  unseen. 
By  hedgerow  elms,  on  hillocks  green. 
Right  against  the  eastern  gate. 
Where  the  great  sun  begins  his  state, 
Rob'd  in  riarnes,  and  amber  lidit. 
The  clouds  in  thousand  liveries  di2ht3 
While  the  ploughman  near  at  hand 
Whistles  o'er  thefurrow'd  land. 
And  the  milk-maid  singeth  blithe. 
And  the  raovver  whets  his  scythe, 
Yy2 


And 
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Antlet'rv  Utcpherd  trllshis  tale 

l.*n<lrr  ifir  l»j\\  tliorn  in  tljc  dale. 

S'  tuclit  new  |>lci«surc4 

V  iniT  it  measures  j 

Rii^tci :  wioM  s  grey, 

Whrrr  >  ^  flnrln  Hontrav  ; 

^!<  '  irrcn  brtnst 

'I  1 1  en  rest; 

Sl»a  I.I  .  rs  wide. 

Tow  ><  u  sees, 

Bosoni'd  JiiRii  in  fultctl  irccs, 
Where  itcrhap^  some  l)cauty  lies, 
The  Cyno»ure  of  neifElibVing  eyes, 
llani  Ky,  a  cottage-chininev  smokes 
From  IJetwixi  two  nged  oaks, 
Where  CoryJon  and  'I'hvrsis  met. 
Arc  at  their  savour)  dinner  set 
or  herbs,  and  other  pountr\-  inesses, 
Which  the  neat-handed  Pfiilli»  dresses  ; 
Ami  then  in  haitc  herl>«m*r  she  lci%'es, 
Wiih'n>r»tvli«  trt  hind+Uc  sheaves ; 
Or,  if  ih  iNon  lead. 

To  the  t  uk  in  tlie  mead. 

S-V"-  ...  ,...:..>,f 

^Vr  _    ud. 

And  ibr  jocund  reberks  sound 

To  many  a  youth  and  many  u  tnaidf 

J)aiK*ing;in  the  chr^pier'd  jha«le  ; 

And  yuunjr  and  old  cnnie  forth  to  plav 

On  a  sun  ■        '    '     '     . 

1  ill  the  i  I  fail; 

The unale, 

^^  :  !<l  v(  m.iny  a  fe.ii. 

Ho  lit  thejuukels  eat  ; 

She  wa*  uinch'd  and  {mlPd,  she  kaiJ, 
And  by  tnc  fryer'5  l-inthoru  led  ; 
Tell*  how  the  drudging  gohling  swear, 
To  earn  his  creom-bowl  dulv  set, 

Wh-.-  ^        i      ..  .-  ,  r^ 

II.- 

Tlu::.   .. 

Tlien  lies  him  tlowii  tliclubl>er furwl. 
And,  tireteh'd  out  all  the  chinmev\s  1<  iit;iji, 
lia.<k«  at  the  fire  his  hairy  strcngtli ; 
And  crop  full  out  of  doors  he  flini;^, 
i"^    '  '  '      mattin  ring-^. 

n>  .  to  l>ed  they  cr«rp, 

jW>  ^onn  lull'd' asleep. 

To^  lis  then, 

An.  frnen, 

Where  throngs  ot  knights  and  barons  bold 
In  ♦*;<^l<  ^f  \y^:xcr  hi^^h  triumphs  hold, 
^^  I  »•  bri;;hl  eyes 

Itn  the  prize  ' 

Jjf  •  h  eoij^trnd 

'I"  I  commen'l 

The  :  .:.. 
In  Mtlron  robi 
And  pomp,  ail  ; 

With  ma»k,  and  ;uiU<|«i«:  j..v<.anirv  ; 

Surh  sights  as  youthful  pocin  dre.iui 

uumicr  eves  by  iiaautcd  stream. 


Then  to  the  wcll-irod  stage  anon, 

If  Jonson's  learned  sock  be  on. 

Or  sweetest  .Shakespeare,  Fancy's  cliildf 

Warble  his  n.ntivc  wood-notes  wild. 

And  cverapainst  eating  cares. 

Lap  nic  in  soft  Lydian  airs, 

.Nfarricd  to  immortal  verse, 

Such  as  the  meeting  soul  may  pierce, 

III  notes  w  iih  many  a  winding  bout 

Of  linked  sweetness  long  drawn  out. 

With  wanton  heed,  and  giddy  cunning, 

The  melting  voice  througli  mazes  running; 

Untt%ibtingall  the  chains  that  tie 

The  hidden  soul  of  harmopv; 

7'liat  Orpheus'  self  may  heave  his  head 

From  golden  slumber  on  a  bed 

Of  heap'd  Klysian  flow'rs,  and  hear 

.Such  strains  as  would  have  \son  the  car 

Of  Pluto,  to  have  quite  set  free 

His  lulf-regain'd  luirydice. 

These  delights,  if  thou  canst  give. 

Mirth,  with  thee  I  mean  to  live. 


H- 


§  C.    IL  PKNSFROSO.    Milton. 
ENCH,  vain  dtludingjovs, 
'i'he  brood  of  folly,  without  father  bred. 
How  little  you  Ix-sted, 

Or  fill  the  fixed  min<l  with  all  your  toys  ! 
Dwell  in  some  idle  brain, 

And  fancies  fond  with  gaudy  shapes  posses;. 

As  thick  and  nunilK-Tless 

As  the  gay  motes  that  people  the  sun-beams, 

Or  likcst  fi«)vering  dreams, 

The  fickle  pcnsicmers  of  Morpheus'  train. 

Hut  hail,  thou  Goddess  sngeand  holy  ! 

Hail,  di>inest  Melancholy! 

Whose  saintly  visage  is  too  bright 

i'o  hit  the  sense  of  human  sight  ; 

.And  therefore  to  our  weaker  view 

O'erlaid  with  black,  staid  Wiidom'shuej 

Black,  but  such  a"<  in  cstci  m 

Prince  Memnoti's  sister  might  beseem  ; 

Or  that  starr'd  J*'thiop(picen  that  strove 

To  set  her  l>eauty's  praise  above 

The  sea-nymphs  and  their  powers  offended  ; 

\  et  thou  art  higher  far  descended  j 

Thee  bright-hair'd  Vesta  long  of  yore 

To  solit.uv  S.iiurn  bore  ; 

Hi^  daughter  she  fin  Saturn's  reign 

Such  mixture  was  not  held  attain). 

Oft  in  glimmering  bowers  and  glades 

He  met  her,  and  in  secret  shades 

Of  woody  Ida's  inmost  grove, 
I  While  yet  there  was  no  fear  of  Jove, 

('om«,  pensive  Nun,  <levout  and  pure. 

Sober,  sledfast,  and  demure, 

-Ml  in  a  robe  of  darkest  grain, 

I'lowitiiT  with  m.'»jestic  train, 

.\eid  sable  stole  of  Cyjirus  lawn, 
U)ver  thv  deccnl'shouldcrs  dra\Mi. 
(('<'iu<*,  but  keep  thy  w«nted  state, 
i  W  ith  even  sfp,  and  aiQsing  gaii. 

Ami 
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And  looks  (^hminercing  with  the  $kt«s, 

'J'hy  rapi  soul  sitliiig  in  thine  eves  ; 

There,  Ixld  in  holy  passioi»  still. 

Forget  ihysclf  to  marble,  till 

With  a  <atl  leaden  downward  cast 

Thou  fix  them  on  (he  earth  as  fast : 

And  join  with  thee  calm  Peace  and  Quiet, 

Spare  Fast,  that  oft  with  Gods  doth  diet. 

And  hears  the  Muses  in  a  ring 

Ay  round  about  Jove's  altar  sing  : 

And  add  to  these  retired  Leisure, 

'I'hat  in  trim  "ardcns  takes  his  jileasure. 

But  first  and  chiefest  with  thee  bring 

iliin  that  von  soars  on  golden  \ving, 

Cuiding  the  fiery-wheeled  ihrone, 

The  cherub  C'ontemplaiion  ; 

And  the  mule  Silence  hist  along, 

'Less  Philonul  will  deiga  n  song. 

In  her  sweetest,  saddest  plight. 

Smoothing  the  rugged  brow  of  night. 

While  Cynthia  checks  her  dragon  yoke. 

Gently  o'er  th'  accustom'd  oak  ; 

Sweet  bird,  that  shuim'.st  the  noise  of  folly. 

Most  umsical,most  mclancholv  ! 

Thee,  chauntress,  oft  the  woods  among 

I  woo,  to  hear  thy  even-song. 

And,  missing  thee,  1  walk  unseen 

On  the  drv  smooth-shaven  green. 

To  behold  the  wand'ring  moon. 

Hiding  near  her  highest  noon. 

Like  one  tliat  had  been  led  astrav 

'J'hrough  the  heaven's  wide  pathless  way. 

And  oft,  as  if  her  head  sh«  bow'd. 

Stooping  through  a  fleecy  cloud. 

Oft,  on  a  plat  of  rising  ground, 

I  hear  the  far-ofl'curfeu  sound 

Over  some  wide  waier'd  shore, 

^'winging  slow  with  sullen  roar  ; 

Or,  if  the  air  ^vill  not  permit. 

Some  still  removed  place  will  sit, 

"Where  giowiu-;  embers  through  the  room 

Teach  light  to  counterfeit  a  gloom. 

Far  from  all  resort  of  mirth, 

Save  the  cricket  on  the  hcamh. 

Or  the  bellman's  drowsy  charm, 

'J^o  bless  the  doors  from  nii^htlv  harm  : 

Or  let  my  !am[)  at  midnight  hour, 

Bcsien  in  some  high  lonely  tow'r, 

Whore  1  may  out-watch  the  Hear 

With  thrice  great  H-'rmos,  or  unsphere 

'llie  spirit  of  PJato,  to  unfold 

What  worltls  or  what  vast  regions  hold 

The  immortal  mind  that  hath  forsook 

Her  mansion  in  this  fleshy  nook  : 

And  of  those  demons  that  are  found 

In  lire,  air,  flood,  or  under  ground. 

Whose  power  hath  u  true  consent 

With  planet,  or  with  element. 

Sometime  let  gor;;eous  tragedy 

In  sceptred  pall  come  sweepinL'  I'V, 

Presenting  'i  hebes'  or  Pelops'  line. 

Or  else  the  tale  of  Trov  divine. 

Or  what  (though  rare)  of  later  age 

itnuoblcd  hath  the  buskin'd  :,taiie 


But,  O  sad  Virgin,  that  thv  powV 
Miglit  raise  Musa?us  from  his  bow'r. 
Or  bid  the  soul  of  Orpheus  sing 
Such  notes  as,  warbled  to  the  string, 
Orew  iron  tears  down  Pluto's  cheek. 
And  made  Hell  grant  what  love  did  seek. 
Or  call  up  him  that  left  half  told 
'J'lie  story  of  Cambusran  bold. 
Of  C'amBall,  and  of  Algarsife, 
And  who  had  Canace  to  wife. 
That  own'd  the  virtuous  ring  and  glass. 
And  of  the  wondrous  horse  of  brass. 
Op  which  the  Tartar  king  did  ride  ; 
And  if  aught  else  great  bards  beside 
In  sage  ami  solemn  tunes  have  sung, 
Ofturneys  and  of  trophies  hung. 
Of  forests,  and  enchantments  drear. 
Where  more  is  meant  than  meets  tticear. 
Thus,  night,  oft  see  rnein  th ^  pale careert 
Till  silver-suited  mornap[)ear, 
Not  trickt  and  frounc'd  as  she  was  wout 
With  the  Attic  boy  to  hutjt, 
Butkercheft  in  a  comely  cloud. 
While  rocking  winds  are  piping  loud. 
Or  usher'd  with  a  »how'r  still 
When  the  gust  hath  blown  hi§  fill, 
luiding  on  the  rustling  lea\es. 
With  minute  drops  from  oil"  the  eaves. 
And  when  the  sun  begins  tr)  fling 
His  flaring  beams,  me,  goddess  bring 
To  arched  walks  of  twilight  gr(»ves, 
And  shadows  brown  that  Sylvan  Iovc«!, 
Of  pine,  or  monumental  oak, 
Where  the  rude  ax  with  heaved  strok«* 
Was  never  heard  the  nym|)hs  n)  daunt. 
Or  fright  them  from  their  hallow 'd  haunt. 
There  in  close  covert  bv  some  brook. 
Where  no  profaner  eye  may  look. 
Hide  me  from  dav'sgarish  eVe, 
While  the  bee  with  honied  thigh. 
That  atherflovv'ry  work  doth  sing. 
And  the  waters  murmuring. 
With  such  concert  as  thev  keep, 
luitict  the  <lewy-feather'd  sleej)  j 
And  let  some  strange,  mysterious  dream 
Wave  at  his  wings  an  airy  stream 
Of  lively  portraiture  display 'd 
Softly  on  my  eye-lids  laid. 
And,  as  I  wake,  sweet  music  breathe^ 
Above,  about,  or  underneath. 
Sent  jjy  some  si)irit  to  morial  •;  good. 
Or  th'  unseen  Uenius  of  the  wood. 
But  let  my  due  feet  never  fail 
I'o  walk  the  studious  e|(»isfers  pale. 
And  love  the  hi^h  embowod  roof, 
*Vith  antique  pillars  massv  [)roof. 
And  storied  windows  richlv  dight, 
ra/.ting  a  dim,  religious  light. 
There  let  the  poalingorg;ui  blow, 
I'o  the  f 111 l-v()#<''d  quire  Helow, 
In  ser-  ice  high,  and  anthems  oler^r. 
As  m;iy  with  sweetness,  through  mine  ear, 
i)issolve  me  inlo  ocstacies, 
And  brintjall  ilea\eu  before  mine  evcs*. 

V  y  3  '  And 
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Bitter  cnnitnint,  ami  sad  <  r, 

ConipeU  me  to  disturb -r^  •  ■<*. 
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to  the  rose. 
Or  ijiiil-worni  to  the  weaning  herds  that  graze; 
Or  froat  to  flow'rs,  that  the ir  gay  wardrobe  wear, 
^hen  first  the  whitethorn  blows  ; 
Such,  L^ciUas,  thy  loss  to  shepherds'  ear. 


Wljercw^r.'  V  e.  Krnr,lis,when  thcreinorRelesa 
Clos'do'er:  -v'd  l.ycidas?  [deep 

For  neiihti  i  i  on  the  steep. 

Where  your  oUi  Lards,  dte  famous  Druids,  lie. 
Nor  on  the  shaggy  top  of  Mona  high, 
Nor  yet  where  l)e^•a  8|)reads  her  wisard  stream  : 
Ah  roe,  I  fondlv  dream  !  [done  ? 

Il.id  ye  been  there — for   •vhat  could  that  liave 
What  could  the  Mu?e  herselfthat  Orpheus  bore. 
The  Muse  heiiclf  lor  her  enchanting  son. 
Whom  uiii;crsal  nature  did  lament. 
Whin  by  the  rout  that  made  the  hideous  roar. 
His  gory  visage  down  the  stream  was  sent, 
Down  the  swifi  Hebrus  lo  the  lesbian  shore? 

Alas  !  what  boots  it  with  inct-ssant  care 
To  tend  the  homely,  sliohtcd  shepherd's  trade. 
And  siricllv  meditate  the  thankle.s  Muse  i 
Were  it  not  bcHer  done,  as  others  use, 
To  sport  with  Amaryllis  in  the  shade. 
Or  with  the  tangles  of  Nea*ra's  hair  ? 
Fame  is  the  spur  that  the  clear  spirit  doth  raise 
(Thai  last  infiruiity  of  noble  minds) 
To  scorn  delights,  and  live  laborious  days  ; 
Hut  the  fair  guerdon  when  we  hope  to  find, 
\nd  tlnnk  to  burst  out  into  sudden  bl.ize. 
Comes  the  blind  Furv  with  ih'  abhorred  shears. 
And  slits  the  thin-spim  life.   Hut  not  the  praise, 
Phoebus  replied,  and  touch'd  my  trembling  cars ; 
Fame  is  no  plant  that  grows  on  mortal  soil. 
Nor  in  the  glisi'ring  foil, 
SetotT  to  ih'  world  ;  nor  in  broad  rumour  lic^ 
But  lives  and  sprcac's  aloft  bv  those  pure  eyes. 
And  perfect  witness  of  all-judging  Jove  : 
As  he  pronounces  lastly  on  each  <\fvd, 
Of  so  much  f.ime  in  heaven  exj>ect  ihv  meed. 

O  fountain  Arethuse,and  thou  honour'd  flood. 
Smooth-sliding   Muicius,  crown"d  with  vocal 
That  strain  I  heard  was  ofu  higher  mood :  [cecds» 
B-il  now  my  oat  proceeds. 
And  listens  to  the  herald  ofthc  sea 
I'hal  came  in  Neptune's  pica  ; 
He  ask'd  the  waves,  and  ask'd  the  felon  winds, 
U  hat  hard  mishap  hath  doom'dihisgcn  I  leswain? 
And  nuosiion'd  cv'ry  gusi  of  rugged  winds 
That  dIows  from  oti  each  l>eakcd  promontory  ; 
They  knew  not  of  his  storj', 
And  sage  Hippodates  their  answer  brings, 
That  not  a  blast  was  from  bis  dungeon  stray *d. 
The  air  was  calm,  and  on  the  level  brine 
Sleek  Fanope  with  all  her  sisters  play'd. 
It  was  thai  fatal  and  perfidious  bark 
Built  in  th'  eclipse,  and  rigu'd  with  curses  dark. 
That  sunk  so  low  that  sacred  head  of  thine. 

NcxtCamus,  reverend  sire f  went  footingslow. 
His  mantle  hairy,  and  hi-^  bonnet  sedge, 
Inwrought  wit'  im,  and  on  the  edge 

Like  to  that  s;i;  r  inscrib'd  with  woe. 

Ah!  wholiath  rcti  ^(Mv.;n  he)  my  dearest  pledge  ? 
I  .isi  came,  and  last  did  go. 
The  pilot  of  the  Galilean  lake  ; 
Two  massy  keys  he  bore  of  metals  twain, 
(The  golden  opes,  the  iron  shuts  amain) 
He  shook  his  mitred  locks,  and  stern  bespakc, 
Jlow  well  couUl  1  have  spar'd  for  thee,  yonng 
swain.  tno^r 
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and  intrude,  and  climb  into  tlic  fokl ! 
Of  other  care  they  little  reck'ning  make, 
Than  how  to  scramble  at  the  slu-arcr's  feast. 
And  shove  away  the  worthy  bidden  guest  ; 
Blind  mouths  \    that  scarce  themselves  know 
how  to  hold  '       [least 

A  sheep-hook,  or  have  learn'd  aught  else  the 
That  to  the  faithful  herdnian's  art  belongs  !_ 
What  wrecks  it  them?  What  need  they?  They 

are  sped  ; 
And,  when  they  list,  their  lean  and  flashy  songs 
Grate  on  their  scrannel  pipes  of  wreiche(lstrawj 
The  hungry  sheep  look  up,  and  are  not  fed. 
But  swoln'wiih  wind,  and  the  rank  mist  they 
Rot  inwardly.and  foul  contagion  spread  :  [draw. 
Besides  what  the  grim  wolf  with  privy  paw 
Daily  devours  apace,  and  nothing  said. 
But  that  two-handed  engine  at  the  door 
Stands  ready  to  smite  once.and  smites  no  more. 

Return,  Alpheus,  the  dread  voice  is  past, 
That  shrunk  thy  streams  ;  return,  Sicilian  Muse, 
And  call  the  vales,  and  bid  them  hither  cast 
Their  bells,  and  Howrets  of  a  thousand  hues. 
Ye  vallies  low,  where  the  mild  whispers  use 
Of  shades,   and  wanton  winds,  sftul  gushing 

brooks, 
On  whose  fresh  lap  the  swart  star  sparely  looks. 
Throw  hither  all  your  quaint  lenameird  eyes, 
That  on  the  green  turf  suck  the  honied  show'fs. 
And  purple  all  the  ground  with  vernal  flow'rs'. 
Bring  the  rathe  primrose  that  forsaken  dies. 
The  tufted  crow-toe,  and  palejessamine. 
The  white-pink,  and  the  pansy  freakt  v.ith  jet, 
I'he  glowing  violet, 

I'he  musk-rose,  and  the  well  attir'd  woodbine, 
With  cowslips  wan  that  hang  the  pensive  head. 
And  every  flow'r  that  sad  embroidery  wears  : 
Bid  Amaranthus  all  his  beauty  shed. 
And  dafl'adillies  fill  their  cups  with  tears. 
To  strew  the  laurcat  hearse  where  Lycid'  lies. 
For  so  to  inter[iose  a  little  ease, 
Ltt  our  frail  thoughts  dully  with  false  surmise. 
Ah  me  !  Whilst  thee  the  s"hores,  and  soundii^ig 

seas 
Wash  far  away,  where'er  thy  bones  are  hurl'd. 
Whether  beyond  the  stormy  Hebrides, 
Where  ihou  perhaps  under  the  whelming  tide 
Visit'st  the  bottom  of  the  monstrous  world  ; 
Or  wheiher  thou,  to  our  moititvows  denied, 
Sieep'st  by  the  fable  of  Bellerus  old. 
Where  the  great  vision  of  the  guarded  mount 
Looks  tow'rd  Namancos  and  Bayona's  hold  ; 
Look  homeward  Angel  now,  and  melt  with  ruth: 
And,  O  ye  Dolphins,  waft  the  hapless  youth. 

Weep  no  more,  woful  shepherds,  weep  no 
For  Lycidas  your  sorrow  is  not  dead  ;      [more, 
S.unk  though  he  be  beneath  the  wat'ry  iloof ; 
So  sinks  the  day-star  in  the  ocean  bed, 
Aih\  yet  anon  repairs  hisdrooj)ing  head,       [ore 
And  tricks  his  beams,  and  with  new-spangled 
Flames  in  the  forehead  of  the  morning  ssy  ; 
So  Lycidas  sunk  low,  but  mounted  high. 
Through  the  dear  might  of  him  thalvvalk'd  the 
wares. 


Where  other  groves  and  other  streams  along, 
With  nectar  pure  his  oozy  locks  lie  laves. 
And  hears  the  unexpressive  nuptial  song, 
In  the  blest  kingdoms  meek  of  joy  and  love. 
There  entertain  liim  all  the  Saints  above. 
In  solemn  troo|)s,  and  sweet  societies. 
That  sing,  and  singing  in  their  glory  move. 
And  wipe  the  tears  forever  from  his  eyes. 
Now,  Lycidas,  the  shepherds  weep  no  more  j   .' 
HeneefoVth  thou  art  the  genius  of  the  shore,    \ 
In  thy  large  recompence,  and  shalt  be  good       { 
To  all  that  xvander  in  that  perilous  flood,  [rills. 
Til  LIS  sang  the  uncouth  swain  to  th'  oaksan4 
While  ihc  still  morn  went  out  with  sandals  grey. 
Me  touch'd  the  tender  stops  of  various  quills. 
With  eager  thought  warbling  his  Doric  lay  : 
And  now  the  sun  had  siretch'd  out  all  the  bills. 
And  now  was  dropt  into  the  western  bay  j 
At  last  he  rose,  and  twitch'd  his  mantle  blue  : 
To-morrow  to  fresh  woods  and  pastures  pew. 


§4. 


Virtue,  Wisdijm,  and  Contemplation. 

MlLTOK, 

lyiRTUE  could  see  to  do  what  Virtue  would 
*     By  her  own  radiant  light,  though  sua  ani 

moon 
Were  in  the  flat  sea  sunk.    And  Wisdom's  self 
Oft  seeks  to  sweet  retired  solitude, 
Where  with  her  best  nurse.  Contemplation, 
She  plumes  her  feathers  and  lets  grow  her  wings. 
That  in  the  various  bustle  of  resort 
Wore  all  too  ruffled,  and  sometimes  impair'd. . 
He  that  has  light  within  his  own  clear  breast 
May  sit  1'  th"  centre,  and  enjoy  bright  day  : 
But  he  that  hides  a  dark  soul,  and  foul  thought*. 
Benighted  walks  under  the  mid-day  sun  j 
Himself  is  his  own  dungeon. 


§  5.     Meditation  and  Beauty.     MliTON. 
■jV/TusiNG  Meditation  most  affects 
^^*-  The  pensi\e  secrecy  of  desert  cell, 
Far  from  the  cheerful  haunt  of  men  aiid  herds. 
And  sits  as  safe  as  in  a  senate-house  ;  • 
For  who  would  rob  a  hermit  of  his  weeds. 
His  few  books,  or  his  b(?ads,  or  m:\ple  dish. 
Or  do  his  grey  hairs  anv  violence  ? 
But  Beauty,  like' the  fair  Hesperian  tree 
Laden  with  blooming  gold,  had  need  the  guard 
Of  dragon  watch,  with  uninchanted  eve. 
To  save  her  blossoms,  and  defend  her  fruit 
From  the  rash  hand  of  bold  incontinence.  . 


§  G-     Chastity.     Milton.- 
Che  that  has  that,  is  clad  in  complete  ^teel, 
^  And  like  a  quiver'd  nymph  with  arrows  keen 
May  tracehuge  forests,  and  uiWiarhour'd  heaths. 
Infamous  hills, and  sandy  perilous  wilds. 
Where  through  the  sacred  rays  of  chitslity, 
Xo  savage,  fierce  bandite,or  mountaineer. 
Will  dare  to  soil  her  virgin  purity  : 
Yea  there,  ^yhere  very  desolation  dwells. 
By  grois,  and  caverns  shagg'd  with  horrid  shades. 
She  may  pass  on  with  unblench'd  majesty 
Be  it  not  done  in  pride,  or  in  presumption. 
Y  y  4  •  Som<r 


tin 


Souit  ny  no.evil  thing  that  walks  bv  night. 
In  fog  «T  firr,  by  Lkc,  or  moorish  K n, 
Blue  tnvacTC  hag',  or  ?tu>)b«rn  nntad  ^iiost, 
Th«t  breakk  hi»  im^  -•  curtca  time. 

No  ftOblin.  or  av^-a:  iiiinr, 

Bath  hurtful  pow'r  ...   .jcinitv. 

Do  jnu  hclicvo  mc  yet,  or  »ha!l  I  ca'A 
Antlij'iiiy  fiom  the  rid  schools  <»tGrcrcc 
To  testify  the  arms  of  chasiiiy  ? 
lUi^o*  h-iH  'h?  huntress  Dian' her  Hrond  bow, 
Fj  "  iftrd  queen,  for  ever  tli:jsu-, 

\V  c  laniM  thehrindcd  lio-ir-s 

i^Tj,  ountoin  pard,  but  sci  at  nought 

7i).    .  i    holt  of  C'upid  ;  gods  and  men 

Fcjid  liL-  ^;^:rn  frown,  and  she  was  qui  en  o*  th 

woods. 
What  was  the  snaVy-headcd  Gorgon  shitld, 
That  wise  Minrn-awore,  uiiconqutrd  virgin, 
Whertwith   she  frtrz'd  Ijer  foes  to  concieal'd 
But  rigid  looks  of  chasic  austerity,  [^.toric, 

And  noble  graco,  that  dash'd  brute  violence 
Wiih  sudden  adoration,  and  blanit  awe  ? 
So  dear  to  Heaven  is  saintly  Chastity, 
Tliai,  when  a  soul  is  founa  sincerely  bO, 
A  thousand  liveritd  angels  lackey  Ikt, 
l)riving  far  off  each  thing  of  sin  and  tuilt, 
And  in  dear  dreaui,  and  aolvmn  vibion, 
Tell  her  of  tilings  that  no  gross  ear  can  ln:ar. 
Till  oft  converse  with  heavenly  liihitaiils 
Brgui  to  ca.st  a  beam  on  th'  outward  ahape, 
The  unpolluted  tiinple  of  the  mind, 
And  turns  it  by  degrees  to  ilie  soul's  essence. 
Tilt  all  be  made  immortal  :  but  wlieu  Inst, 
By  uttehaste  looks,  loos<*  gestures,  and  foul  talk 
Bitt  n>o«t  bv  K-wd  and  lavisli  act  of  sin, 
T'  ■     '  o  the  inward  pa^t^, 

T;  ttid  by  coniui^ioii, 

I  rules,  till  she  quite  lose 

'1  V  of  her  fust  being. 

^i  ■<  and  gloomy  shidous  damp 

ih\  seen  m  ciiarncl  vaults,  and  sepulf  lirf  s, 
J'inu'ring  and  sitiing  by  a  new-wa«le  f;r.j\e, 
As  loth  to  leave  the  body  that  it  lov'd. 
And  link  itself  by  carnai^nsuality 
To  a  <SegoiKnitr  mv\  Jcgradcd  state. 


ELEGANT    EXTRACTS.  Booic  IV. 

§  0.    Prowess  of  Body  and  Mind.    Milton. 

OH  how  coniely  it  is,  and  how  reviving 
To  the  si)iriis  of  just  men,  loni»  oppress'd, 


When  Go<l  into  the  liando  of  their  deliverer 

I'uts  invincible  mij;lii, 

To  quell  the  mipihty  of  the  earth,  th'  oppressor. 

The  brute  and  Wois'i'rous  force  of  violent  men, 

Hanly  and  industrious  to  support 

Tvrannic  pow'r,  but  ragin";  to  pursue 

The  rightv-ous,  and  all  such  as  honour  truth  I 

He  all  thtir  ammunition 

And  feats  of  war  defeats ; 

With  plain  heroic  magnitude  of  mind. 

And  celestial  vigour  arm'd. 

Their  armories  and  iiiagazincs contemn*, 

lUnilcrs  them  useless,  while 

With  V  inged  expedition, 

Swift  as  the  lightning  glance,  he  executes 

His  errand  on  the  wicked,  who,  surpris'd. 

Lose  their  defence,  distracted  and  amaz'd. 


§  10.     On  Shukrspcare.     MiLTOK. 
Vy  "AT"<^^^s  *"y  Shakespeare  for  his  honour'J 
'*       bones 
The  lahour'of  an  age  in  piled  stones, 
Or  thai  his  hallowM  reli«|ues  should  t>e  hid 
Under  a  starry-pointing  i»yr.imul  ? 
J  )ear  son  of  memorv  !    great  heir  of  fame  ! 
What  nced'st  thou  siu-h  weak  witness  of  thy 
Thou  in  our  wonder  and  astonishment    [name  ? 
Hast  built  thyself  a  live-long  monument. 
For  whilst  lo  th*  shame  of  slow-endtavouring  art 
Thy  easy  numbers  flow,  ar.d  that  each  hcan 
Haih  from  the  haves  of  thy  unvahied  hook 
Those  Deljdiic  lines  with  deep  impression  took, 
Then  thou  our  fanev  f)f  itself  bereaving, 
Dost  make  us  marble  with  too  much  conceiving; 
And  so  sepulchred  in  siu  h  pomp  doth  lie, 
Thm  kings  for  buch  a  tomb  would  wish  lo  die. 


5  7-  Pht/osephif.     Milton. 
llow  ch.^rming  is  di\itic  Philosophy! 
^^  Not  har»h,  and  crabbc<l,  as  dull  fools  sup- 

/  •  nectar'd  sweets. 


(  H.     JVnr  LUrrt^.     MiLTo«f . 

-Tnut  iJberty 


!«  lost,  which  alwavs  wiih  ri^lit  reason  dwells 
I'wiun'd.  and  frmi  her  hath  no  dnidnal  bting  : 
B  '         * '        ..  .t  obey'd, 

1 

A..  -1    -      *   ;a    ..  v.'iepnrefnmeist 

li^om  r>a^on,  ;iod  to  ser\Uu<k  redil^ct 
Mn'i,  t;.l  ihcu  fax.  •    • 


§11.     Snnp,  :  on  May  Mvrnin^.     Milto-, 
^ow  the  bright  morning  star,  day's  harbin- 

ger. 
Comes  (lancing  from  the  east,  and  leads  with  her 
The  flow'ry  May,  who  from  her  green  lap  throws 
Tlie  vellow  cowslip,  and  the  )wlc  primrose. 
Hail,  bounteous  May,  that  dost  inspire 
^tirih,  and  youth,  aiid  warm  de>,ire  ! 
Woods  and  groves  are  of  thy  dresiiug. 
Hill  and  dale  hoth  boast  thy  blessing. 
Thus  we  salute  thee  with  our  early  song, 
.4nil  welcome  thee,  and  wish  thee  long. 


5  12.    Virtue  and  V.vil.     AflLTOx. 
"ITiRTfR  may  be  assail'd,  but  nc\erhurt, 
'     SurprisM'by  unjust  force,  but  not  inihrall'd : 
Vea,  even  that  which  mischief  meant  ino*t  harm. 
Shall  in  the  happy  trial  prove  m-^st  glory  j 
Rut  evil  on  itself  shall  back  recoil. 
And  min  no  more  with  goodness,  vk^hcn  at  last, 
O.ither'd  like  scum,  and  seiiled  to  itself. 
It  shall  be  io  eternal  rtstlcss  cliange 

Self 
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S('lf-fir>d,  and  self-consumed  ;  if  this  fail, 
'l'h*»  pillar'd  firmaiut-nt  is  rottenness. 
And  oarth'b  base  built  on  stubble. 


M' 


§  I'L     Pat  una'.     Mxi.TON. 
''any  arc  the  ja\  ings  of  the  wise, 
In  ancient  ajid  in  modern  books  inroU'd, 
J\xtoIlinc;  Fatltiicc  as  the  truest  fortitude  j 
And  to  the  bearing;  well  of  all  calamities. 
All  chances  incident  to  man's  frail  life, 
Consolitories  writ  [soncht, 

With  studied  argtimcnt,  and  much  persuasion 
Lenient  of  prriefand  anxious  thought; 
)Jut  with  th'  afilictcd,  in  his  pang's,  their  sound 
I.itllc  prevails,  or  rather  seems  a  tune 
Harsh,  and  of  dipsonaut  luood   from  his  com- 
Unless  he  tccl  within  [plaint ; 

Some  source  of  consolation  from  above, 
Secret  refrc.shinp;s,  that  repair  liis  strength, 
And  fainting  spirits  u])li()ld. 

f  \\.  Sonnrt :  on  M$  deceased  JJ'ife.  Mii-ton. 

JN/lKTiloucaiT  I  saw  my  hite  espoused  saint 

■^  ■*  Hrouj;ht  tf)  me  like  Alcestis  from  the  ^rave, 

Whom  .love's  great  son  to  her  glad  husband 

jrave,  [faint. 

Rescued  from  death  bv  force,  tho'  pal.-  and 

^line,  as  whom  washd  from  spot  of  child-bed 
Purification  in  the  old  law  did  save,  [taint 
And  such,  as  \et  once  nmre  I  trust  to  have 

Full  sight  of  her  in  heaven  without  restraint. 

Came  vested  all  in  white,  pure  as  her  mind  : 
Her  face  was  veiPd,  yet  to  my  fancied  sight  | 
Love, sweetness, goodness, in  her  person  shin'd 

So  clear,  as  in  no  face  with  more  delight. 

But,  oh!  as  to  embrace  me  she  inclin'd,  [night. 

1  wak'd,   she  fled,  and  dav  brought  back  mv 


Invisible,  except  to  God  alone, 
hy  his  pernu'^sivc  will,  thro'  heaven  and  cartb  t 
And  oft  tho'  Wisdom  wake.  Suspicion  sleeps 
At  WisdoHi's  gate,  and  to  .simplicity  [ill 

Hesigns  her  cliargc,  while  Goodness  thinks  no 
Where  no  ill  scenis. 


— s- 


§  15.     Spirits.     MiLTOjf. 

piRiTS,  when  thev  please. 

Can  either  sex  assume,  or  both  ;  so  soft 
And  uncompounded  is  their  essence  pure; 
Not  tied  or  manacled  with  joint  or  limb. 
Nor  founded  on  the  brittle  strength  of  bones, 
Like  cumbrous  flesh  ;    but  in  what  shape  tliey 

choose. 
Dilated  or  condens'd,  bright  or  obscure. 
Can  execute  their  airy  purposes. 
And  works  of  love  or  eauiiiy  fuif]!. 


W 


§  l6\     PaiTi.     Milton. 
HAT  avails 

Valour  or  strength,  tho'  matchless, 
fjuell'd  with  P.iin, 
Which  all  subdues,  and  makes  rcmias  the  hands 
Of  mightiest  ?  SerTse  of  pleasure  we  may  well 
Spare  out  of  life,  perhaps,  and  not  repine  ; 
But  live  content,  whicli  is  the  calmest  life  : 
Ktit  pain  is  perfect  misery,  the  worst 
Of  evils!  and,  cxcessive,'overturns 
All  patience. 


§  17.     Ilrjpncrisi/.     Mii/roN. 
I^EiTHER  man  nor  angel  can  dlicern 
^^   Hypocriiv,  the  only  es  il  that  ^valks 


§18.  The  Ladj/  reproving  Co77ins.   Miltok. 
T  HAtK  when  vice  can  bolt  her  arguments, 
*■  And  virtue  has  no  tongue  to  check  her  pride. 
Impostor!  do  not  charge  most  innocent  Nature, 
As  if  she  would  htr  children  should  be  riotous 
Vviih  her  abundance  ;  she,  good  caterc->s. 
Means  her  provision  only  to  the  good. 
That  live  according  to  her  sober  laws. 
And  holy  dictate  of  spare  Tcujj)france : 
If  every  just  man,  that  now  pines  with  want. 
Had  but  a  moderate  and  beseeming  share 
Of  that  which  lewdly-pamper'd  luxury 
Now  heaps  upon  some  few  with  vast  excess. 
Nature's  full  blessinjis  would  be  well  dispen/d 
In  imsupertluons  even  proportion. 
And  she  no  whit  encumber'd  with  herstote, 
.\nd  ihen  the  giver  would  l)C  better  thank'd, 
liis  praise  due  paid  ;   for  swinish  gluttony 
Ne'er  looks  to  1  leaven  aiuid.s^t  lus  gorgeous  feast. 
But  with  besotted,  base  ingratitude 
Crams, and  blasphemes-hi.s  feeder.  Shall  I  goon? 
Or  have  I  said  enough  ?  'jTo  him  tkit  dares 
Arm   his  profane  tonguis  with   contemptuo>i« 
Against  the  sun-clad  pow'r  of  Chastity,  [word* 
Fain  wonid  i  something  say,  yet  to  wl  at  end? 
Thou  hast  not  ear,  nor  soul  to  apprehend 
The  sublime  notion,  and  high  mystery 
That  must  be  ulter'd  to  mifold  the  sage 
And  serious  doctrine  of  Virginity,  [know 

And  thou  art  worthy  that  thou  shouldst  not 
More  happiness  than  this  thy  present  lot. 
Enjoy  your  dear  wit,  and  gay  rhetoric. 
That  nave  so  well  been  taught  her  dazzling  fence. 
Thou  art  not  tit  to  hear  thyself  convinc'd  ; 
Vet  should  I  try,  the  vmcontrouled  worth 
Of  this  pure  cause  would  kindle  my  rapt  spirils 
To  such  a  flame  of  sacred  veh^uv^ncc,      [ihizc. 
That  dumb  things  would  Ik  mov'd  to  synipa- 
And  the  brute  earth  would  Icud  her  nerves,  and 

shake. 
Till  lUl  thy  magic  struciwres,  rcar'd  so  high. 
Were  shatter'U  into  heaps  o'cx  thy  false  head. 


§  li).    Sonnet  tu  the  Nightingale.     MiLTOx. 

r\  xtGiniN«At,i:,  that  on  von  bloomy  sprav 

^^  Warblestat  eve,  when  all  the  woods  are  still. 
Thou  with  frcsji  hope  the  lover's  he.irt  dost  fill. 
While  thcjoUy  hours  lead  on  propitious  May. 

Thy  liquid  notes',  that  close  the  eye  of  day. 
First  heard  before  the  shallow  cuckoo's  bill. 
Portend  success  in  love;  oh  if  Jove'.s  will 
Have  link'd  that  amorous  potv'r  to  thy  softlay. 

Now  timely  sing,  ere  the  rude  bird  of  hj-ite 
Foretcl  my  hopeless  doom  in  some  grove  nigh , 

As  thou  from  year  to  ycnrhr.st  sung  too  late 
For  my  relief,  yet  Hadst  no  reason  why : 

Whether  the  muse,  or  love  call  thee  his  in«te, 
Both  them  I  scxve,  and  wf  tl>«it.lrJrn  am  I. 

§2 


69S  ELEGANT 

§  ?f».     Keko'.ASong.    MiLTow. 
C^vtiT  Echo,  twcetesi  nymph!  th\t  liv'st  un- 


Whc: 

NipLhlTv  lu  i' 


[seen 


"U 


orn  nighuncnlp 
th;-  inotirnoth  well ; 


U(i  il  iti.Mi  iiave 
Hid  them  in  some  flow'ry  cave, 
Icllmc  but  where, 
Street  quet-n  of  oatlcy.  (laughter  of  the  sphere 
So  mavsi  thou  ue  iranslatfd  to  the  ^kii;;, 
And  give  resounding  grace  to  all  Ikavcii  s  har- 
monics. 


B 


VARIOUS  DESCRIPTION.^ 
SPENSER. 

§  21.    Adonis^  Gardm. 

:r  ^vrrl   ii  not  that  T;  T-^  "'--•"  tmu' 
All  that  in  this  deli  ,;  ^ 

Should  happy  he,  an>;  ...  :  ';;.i 

Vm  hvrp  .t!1  plenty  and  ah  pleasure  il 
And  sweet  ln\e  gentle  his  cinong^t  t!.: 
Without  fell  rancour,  or  fonil  ji  ;; 
Frankly  each  paramour  his  leman  ki 
Each  bird  his  mate  ;  ne  any  do»'> 
Their  gootlly  merriment,  and  gay  li  ii 

Right  in  the  uiiddc&t  of  that  pir  -i 

^l1f•r^•  \UhiA  :t  >.l.i!(  I\  rru'i-.Tit .  on  v  .id 
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)W.S 
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n  throws, 
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delight! 
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ever  lop, 
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EXTRACTS.  Book  IV. 

§  22.     Affections. 
LJow  pp^at  a  toil  to  stem  the  rnging  flood, 
^   When   heauty  stirs  the  mass  of  youthful 

blood  ! 
When  the  swoln  veins  with  circling  torrents ri$<^ 
And  softer  passions  speak  thro*  wishing  eyes! 

The  voice  of  reason's  drown'd;  iji  vain  it  speaks, 
When  hasty  anger  dyes  the  gloomy  cheeks ; 
And  vengeful  pride  hurrica  thomor'tal  on 
To  deeils  unheard,  and  cruelties  unknown. 

Then 'gin  the  Palmer  thus:    Most  wretched 
That  to  afleclions  does  the  bridle  lend  ;    [man. 

In  their  beginning  ihov  are  weak  and  wan, 
Bui  soon,  through  suifrancc,  growe  to  fcarfull 
end  ;  [tend  : 

Whiles  they  are  weak,  betimes  wiih  them  con- 

For  when  they  once  to  perfect  strength  do 
growc, 
Strona:  wanes  they  make, and  cruel  balt'ry  bend 

'Gainst  fori  of  reason,  it  to  overthrowc  : 
Wialh,  jealousy,  grief,  love,  this  'squire  have 
laid  thus  lowe. 

Wrath.jealousy,  grief,  love,  do  thus  expell : 
Wrnlh  is  a  fire,  and  jealousy  a  weed  ; 

Grief !«;  a  i^ond,  and  love  a  tnr,iir,icr  fell ; 
The  tire  of  spiirke,  the  weed  of  little  seed. 
The  flood  of  drops,  the  monster  lilthdid  breed  : 

But  sparks,  seed, drnps.Hndfilthdoihusdecay; 
The  sparks  soon  quench,  ihc  springing  seed  out- 
weed, 

The  drops  dry  up,  and  fiUh  wipe  clean  away, 
So  shall  wrath,  jealousy,  grief,  love,  die  and  de- 
cay. 


To 


■hat  shade. 


)v  nrt. 


eirrankebi 

•n-ine  ent 


bla?'  "-f 


to  part 


tild  ihio*  thorn 


wrong. 


Am!    P 


SaH  . 

M 

To  %. 


' .  ti'nvff. 

rin'd  of  yore 
.  i     -         i-aramoure', 

that  lil-e^  the  \%al'ry  shore  j 
'  flowrc  but  late  \ 
V>ir)i!f  gore 

A  nil  ran;?  wretched  fate, 
;:oct5  verse  haih  given  endless 


§  23.     Amliiion. 
A   ForjT  of  people  there  asscnddcd  were, 
**■  Of  every  son  and  nation  under  sky, 

Which  with  great  uproreprr.issed, to  draw  near 
To  th'  upper  part,  where  was  advanced  hie 
A  siiiclv  seat  of  sovcraigne  rnHJciiic, 

Atid  there.on  sale  a  woman  gorgeous  gay. 
And  richly  clad  in  rohca  of  royaltie, 

That  never  earthly  prince  in  such  array  [pla^. 
His^lorydidenchaunce,and  pompous  prioe  dis- 

Iler  faceright  wondrous faire  did  seem  to  be, 

Thai  her  broad  beauties  beam  great  brightness 

threw  [see : 

Thro' the  dim  shade,  that  all  men  there  might 
Vei  was  not  thai  &amc  her  own  native  htw, 

Bui  wrought  by  an  ;  and  counterfeited  shew. 

Thereby  more  lovers  unto  her  to  call ; 
Nath'less,'  more  heavenly  faire  in  deed  and  view 

She  by  creation  was,  till  she  did  fall ; 

Thenceforth  she  sought  for  helps  to  cloke  her 
crimes  withall. 

There,  as  in  glist'ring  glory  she  did  sit, 
She  held  a  greai  gold-cham  ytinked  well. 

Whose  upper  end  to  highesi  heaven  was  knit. 
And  loner  j>arl  did  reach  to  lowest  hell ; 
And  all  that  prease  did  round  about  her  iwcll. 

To  caichen  hold  of  that  long  chaiwc  lUerebv. 
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To  climb  aloft,  and  others  to  excell ; 

Thai  was  Ambition,  rash  desire  to  stie. 
And  cv'ry  link  thereof  a  step  of  digaiiic. 

Some  thought  to  raise  themselves  to  high  de- 
JBy  riche^and  unrighteous  reward^,  [f^ee 

Sonic  by  close  shouldVing,  somebyflatteree  ; 
Oihers  throuc:^!  friends,  others  for  base  reward; 
And  all,   by  wrong  ways,  for  themselves  prc- 
jjar'd.  [lowe ; 

Those  that  were  vip  themselves,  kept  others 
Those  that  were  lowe  themselves,   held  others 
hard, 
Ne  suiTer'd  them  to  rise,  or  greater  growe  ; 
But  every  one  did  strive  his  fellow  down  to 
thro  we. 

O  sacred  hunger  of  ambitious  mindes. 
And  impotent  desire  of  men  to  raigne  ! 

Who  neitherdreadofGod,tliatdevil;.bindes, 
Nor  laws  of  men,  that  common  weals  containe. 
Nor  bands  of  nature,  thai  wild  beasts  resiraine. 


Of  sricsly  hew,  and  foul  ill-favour'd  sight ; 

His  face  with  smoakc  was  tann'd,  and  eyet 
were  hlear'd  ; 
His  head  and  beard  with  soot  were  ill  bedight ; 

His  coale-black  hands  did  aecm  to  have  been 

sear  d  [daws  appcar'd. 

In   smithe's  fire-speting  forge,    and  nails  like 

His  iron  coat,  all  overgrown  with  rust. 
Was  underneath  enveloped  with  gold, 

Whose  glistring  gloss,  darkened  with  filthy 
Well  it  appear'd  to  have  been  of  old  [dust, 

A  work  of  rich  entaile,  and  curious  mould. 

Woven  wit!)  anttcks,  and  wild  imagery ; 
And  in  his  lap  a  mass  of  coine  he  told. 

And  turn'd  up-side  down,  to  feed  his  eye. 
And  covetous  desire,  with  his  huge  treasury. 

And  round  about  him  lay,  on  every  side. 
Great  heaps  of  gold,  that  never  could  be  spent; 

Of  which,  some  were  ore  not  purifide 
Of  Mulciber's  devouring  element ; 


Cankeepfromoutrage,  and  from  doing  wrong,  I  Some  others  were  new  driven,  and  distent 


Where  they  may  hope  a  kingdom  to  obtaine. 
No  faith  so  tirm,  no  trust  can  bo-  so  strong, 
No  love  so  lasting  then,  that  may  enduren  long. 


§  24.     Anmhh. 
TTTHAT  equal  torment  to  the  griefe  of  mi;ule. 
And  pyning  anguish  hid  in  gentle  heart. 
That  inly  feeds  itself  with  thoughts  unkinde. 
And  nourisheth  her  own  consuming  smart? 
What  medicine  can  any  leaciie's  art 

Yield  such  asore,thai  doth  her  grievance  hide. 
And  will  to  none  her  uialadie  impart. 


§  25.     Arhonr. 
A  ND  over  him,  art  striveing  to  compaire 

With  nature,  did  an  arbour  green  disspred. 
Framed  with  wanton  ivie,  flowering  faire. 
Thro'  which  the  fragrant  eglantine  did  spred 
His  priekiing  armes,  entayl'd  with  roses  red, 

W  hich  daiiity  odours  round  about  him  threw  3 

And  all  within  with  flowres  was  garnished. 

That,  when  mild  Zephyrus  emongst  them 

blew,  [colours  shew. 

Did  breathe  out  bounteous  smells,  and  painted 


§  26.     Avarice. 
And  greedy  Avarice  by  him  did  ride. 
Upon  a  camel  loaden  all  with  gold  j 
Two  iron  coffers  hung  on  either  side. 
With  precious  metall  full  as  they  might  hold. 
And  in  his  lap  a  heap  of  coin  he  told'j 

For  of  his  wicked  pelf  his  god  he  made, 
Aijd  unto  hell  himself  for  money  sold  : 

Accursed  usury  was  all  his  trade,         [waide. 

And  right  aiid  wronge  ylike  in  equall  ballaccc 

At  last  he  came  into  a  gloomie  glade,  [light, 

CoverM  with  boughs  and  shrubs  from  heaven's 

Whereas  he  sitting  found,  in  secret  shade. 
An  uncouth,  salvage,  and  uncivill  vvi^ht. 


Into  great  ingots,  and  to  wedges  square  ; 
Some  in  round  plates  withouten  monument  j 

But  most  were  sCampt,and  in  their  metall  bare 
The  antick  shapes  of  kings  and  Caesars  strange 
and  rare. 


§  27.     Bashfulncss. 

n[^HE  whiles,  the  fairie  knight  did  entertalne 
■*•    Another  damsel  of  that  gentle  crew. 

That  was  right  faire,  and  modest  of  demaine. 
But  that  too  oft  she  chang'd  her  native  hue. 
Strange  was  her  tire,  and  all  her  garments  blue,' 

Close  round  about  her  tuckt,  with  many  a 
plight: 
Upon  her  fisi,  the  bird  that  shunneth  view, 

And  keeps  in  coverts  close  from  living  wight. 
Did  sit,  as  if  asham'd  how  rude  Dan  did  her 
dight. 

So  long  as  Guyon  with  her  communed. 
Unto  the  ground'  she  car.t  her  modest  eye. 

And  evi;r  and  anone,  with  rosie  red, 
The  bashfull  blood  her  snowv  cheekes  did  die. 
And  her  became  as  polish'd  Ivorie, 

Which  cunning  craftsman's  hand  hath  over- 
With  fair  Vermillion,  or  purelastery.  [laid 

Great  wonder  had  the  knight  to  see  the  maid 
So  strangely  passioned,  and  to  her  gently  said  j 

Fair  damsell,  seemelh  by  your  troubled  chcare 
That  either  me  too  bold  yeeweene,  this  wise 

You  to  molest,  or  other  ill  to  feare. 
That  in  the  secret  of  your  heart  close  lyes. 
From  whence  it  doth,  as  cloud  from  sea,  arise. 

If  it  be  I,  of  pardon  I  you  pray  j 
But  if  ought  else  that  I  mote  not  devise, 

1  v.ill  (if  please  you  it  discrue)  assay 
To  ease  you  of  that  ill,  so  wisely  as  I  may. 

She  answer'd  nought,  but  more  abasht  for 

shame. 

Held  down  her  head,  the  whiles  her  lovelv  face 

The  flushing  blood  with  blushing  did  inflame. 

And  tin;  strong  passion  mari'd  her  modest  grace. 

That 


70t  ELEGANT    EXTRACTS 

Thai  Gnvon  mamiVd  at  her  unroni! 


Book  IV. 


rase : 


Till  Alma  him  bt^nakc,  Whv  «  omJrr  yef 
hicn  you  so  nm'  1 


Fair  iir,    ■'  » 
Vou  !n 


I  unbrace? 
ainc  ol  your  uKwlrNicc  : 
re,  but  Shame- fac'ilncss  itself 


Another. 

Arrf  next  to  her  wic  goodly  Shamc-f.icVlnejs  | 
Ne  ever  durst  her  e\T$  from  jprouiul  up  roare, 

Necver  once  did  look  up  from  h^-r  dress. 
As  if  some  blame  of  evill  snc  rfifl  ft  an  , 
Tnai  in  her  check  made  roses  oU  appcarc. 


So  also  did  the  cjeat  f  >tean  knight. 

For  his  love's  sake,  his  lion's  skm  undight : 

And  so  did  warlike  Anthonv  negle*  i 
'riie  world's  whole  rule,  for  Cleopatra's  si^jht. 

Such  wond'rous  pow'rc  has  women's  fair  as- 
pect, [reject. 
To  captive  men,  and  make  them  all  the  uorlJ 


§  28.     Braufff. 

NoccHT  is  there  under  heaven's  nlde  hol- 
lowness 
71»al  moves  more  dear  compassion  of  mind, 
Than  beauty  brought  t*  unworthy  wictchcd- 
pess 
By  envy's  snares,  or  fw^nne'^  freaks  unkind  : 
1,  whether  lately  thro*  her  brightness  blind, 

Or  thro*  allejjVince  and  fast  fcolty, 
^'.'V\  h  I  do  owe  imio  nil  womaiil^iml, 

1  ir»y  lu;irt  picrc'd  with  so  urc at  ap^ny, 
V.  ,.i.;»  ^urli  I  SCO,  that  all  for  pitv  1  could  die. 

K!i>)Oons  there  stepi>ed  forth 
A  p'xxliv  l.idy,  clad  in  hunter's  weed, 
That  seem'd  to  l)e  a  woman  of  gre  u  wnrrh, 
And  by  her  stately  i>ortance,  bomo  of  heavenly 
birth. 
Her  Cice  so  fair,  a<  flesh  it  seemed  not, 
|lui  hravcniv  portraict  of  bright  anccls  iiicw, 
Clear  as  the  sky,  withonten  hlruur  or  blot, 
Tiiro'  poodly  mixture  of  complcxinns  dew, 
Af»d  in  her  cheek*  the  vprmUi*  red  did  shew 

Like  roses  in  a  bed  of  lillics  »hid. 
The  which  ambrosia!  odowm  frorn  »h»  :n  threw, 

And  oazers  $rn«e  with  double  pIcaMirr  fed. 
Able  to  heal  the  sick,  and  to  revive  iti-  dead. 
In  her  fair  eye*  two  living  lamns  did  flame, 
Kindlfd  abovei  at  th'hearenlv  Maker's  li«;ht. 

And  darted  firry  be.mis  oni  of  tin-  s.une. 
So  passing  ptarcrant,  and  so  womlrous  l)rin;ht. 
That  quite  bcn'av'd  the  rash  beholders  of  thvir 
sight : 
In  them  the  t4tndr^l  ftod  his  lustful  fire 
To  kindle  oft  assay'd,  but  had  no  might ; 
I'or,  with  dren(f  majesty,  and  awfid  ire, 
SIk  broke  hift  wanton  dartt,  atid  quenched  base 
desixe. 

Noughl  under  heaven  to  stroni^K*  doth  rtlhtre 
The  scnM  o!"  ,1  all  his  mni'd  possess, 

A»  W«ut  if,  ibat  doth  procure 

Great  W*fr  r"   r.„r    .,.   ,p.    ,^.., 

AnH. 

'^'••"  't)it»geye, 

A;>d  wrapt  ill  icHcis  of  a  golden  tress. 

That  can  with  melting  pleasanec  mollify 
Their  harden'd   hearts,    enur'd  to  blood  and 
cruerty. 

So  whllomelearnM  that  mighty  Jewish  swain. 
Each  of  whose  lorks  r*id  match  a  man  of  might. 
To  Uy  his  spoiU  before  his  le>uan*5  train": 


§  29.     Boar. 
A  KP  then  two  boars  with  rankling  malice  met, 
■^  Their  goar)-  sides,  fresh  bleedmg,   fiercely 
fret, 
Till  brcathlcfis  both.  themscKes  asidcTetire, 
Where  foaming  wroth  their  cruel  tusks  they 
whet,  [respire  : 

And  trample  tlr  earth   the  while  tney  may 
Then  back  to  fight  again,  new  brcaihwl  aiid  cii- 
tire. 


§  30.     Bower  0/ Bliss. 

THF.xcE  passing  forth,  they  shortly  do  arrive 
\A'hereat  the  iiower  of  Bli>s  was  situate  ; 
A  place  pick'd  out  by  choice  of  best  alive. 
That  nature's  work  by  art  can  imitate; 
It)  which  whatever  in  this  worldlv  state 

Is  sweet  an<l  pleasing  unto  living  sense. 
Or  tfiat  may  daintiest  lantasie  nggraie. 

Was  poured  forth  with  plentiful  dispense, 
An<l  nude  there  to  abound  with  Ia\  ish  affluence 

Goodly  it  was  enclosed  round  about. 
As  well  their  enter'd  gtiests  to  keep  within. 

As  those  unruly  Inasts  to  hold  without ; 
Yet  w  as  the  fence  thereof  but  weak  and  thin  : 
Nought  fear'd  their  force  that  fortilaee  to  win, 

Hut  wisdom's  powreaud  teiuperance's  might, 
Rv  which  the  mightiest  things  efToreetl  bin  : 

And  eke  the  gate  was  wrought  of  substance 
light. 
Rather  for  pleasure  than  for  batter}'  or  fight. 

It  framed  was  of  precious  yvory, 
That  sccm'd  a  w(»rk  of  admirable  wit; 

And  then-in  all  the  famous  historic 
Of  Jason  and  .Meda-a  was  ywrit ; 
ller  njighty  rhurmcs,  lu-r  furious  loving  fir, 

llis  goofllv  conquest  9f  the  golden  fleece. 
His  fidsed  falih,  and  love  to  lightly  flit. 

The  wondred  Argo,  which  invcnt'rous  peeae 
First  thro'  the  Euxiau  seas  bore  all  ihc  fiow'r  of 
(»rc«ce. 

Ye  might  h.ive  seen  the  frothy  billowes  fry 
Under  the  jhin,  as  thorough  them  she  went. 

That  seemed  waves  were  into  y\ory, 
Or. yvory  into  the  waves  were  sent : 
And  other  where  the  snowy  substance  sprent. 

With   vcrmill  like  the  boyes  bloud   therein 
A  piteous  spectacle  did  represent ;  [shed, 

.And  otherwhiles  with  gold  bcsprinkcled, 
It  seem'd  th'  enchanted  flame  which  did  Greiisa 
wed. 

All  this  and  more  might  \n  this  coodlygate 


Be  read  i  that  ever  open  stood  10  al 


Which 
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Which  thither  came;  but  hi  the  porch  there  As  lurking  from  the  view  of  covetous  gutit, 

Thatthc  weak  boughcs, with  so  rich  load  opprest. 
Did  bow  adown  as  ovcr-burthcncd. 


[sate 


A  coinelv  personage  of  stature  l:i 
Audscral)lance  pleasing  more  th«u  natural 

That  travellers  to  him  seem'd  to  entice  ; 
Ilis  looser  garmenlfi  to  the-  fjround  did  fall, 

And  flew  about  his  heels  m  wanton  wise, 
Xot  fit  for  speedy  pace  or  manly  exercise. 

The  foe  of  life,  that  good  envies  to  all. 
That  secretly  doth  us  procure  to  fall, 
Through  guileful  semblaunce  which  he  makes 
}le  of  this  garden  had  the  governall,      [us  see, 

And  Pleasure's  porter  wasdevis'd  to  be. 
Holding  a  staffc  in  hand  for  more  formalitie. 

Thus  being  entrcd,  they  behold  around 
A  large  and  spalious  plaine  on  ev'ry  side 

Strow'd  with  j)lcasaunce,  whose  fairc  grassic 
ground 
>Iantled  with  green,  and  goodly  beatifide 
AVith  ail  the  ornaments  of  Floraes  pride, 

W' herewith  hernjotlier  Art,  as  half  ii^  scorne 
Of  niggard  Nature,  like  a  pompous  bride. 

Did  deck  her,  and  too  lavishly  adorne. 
When  forth  from  virgin  bowre  she  comes  in  th 
early  morne. 

Tliereto  the  heavens  always  joviall, 
Lookt  on  them  lovely,  still  in  stcdfast  state, 

Ne  suffer'd  storme  uor  frost  on  them  to  fall. 
Their  tenderbuds  or  leaves  to  violate. 
Nor  scorching  heat,  nor  cold  intemperate, 

Tafflictthecrcatures  which  therein  did  dwell; 
Bui  tlie  mild  air  with  season  moderate 

Gentlv  aiiempred  and  disposed  so  well, 
That  still   it  breathed  fortn  sweet  spirit  and 
wholesome  smell. 


There  the  most  dainty  paradise  on  ground, 
Itsel-f  doth  offer  to  his  sober  eye, 

in  which  all  pleasures  plentiouly  abound. 
And  none  does  others  liappincss  euvie  : 
The  painted  flowrcs,  the  trees  upshooting  hie, 

The  dales  for  shade,  the  hills  for  breathing 
place, 
The  trembling  groves,  the  crystall  running  by  > 

And  that  which  all  fair  works  doth  most  ag- 
grace. 
The  art  which  wrought  it  all  appeared  In  no  place. 

One  would  have  thought  (so  cunningly  the 
rude 
And  scorned  parts  were  mingled  with  the  fine) 

I'hat  Nature  had  for  wantonness  ensude 
Art,  and  that  Art  at  Nature  did  repine  ; 
So  striveing  each  the  other  to  undermine. 


More  sweet  and  wholesome  than  the  pleasant 
hill 
Of  RhodopJ^,  on  which  the  nymph  that  bore 

A  giant-babe,  hersclfe  for  g'riefe  did  kill ; 
Or  the  The3salianTemp^,  where  of  vore 
Fairc  Daphne  Phoebus'  lieart  with  love  did  gore; 

Or  Ida,  where  thegods  lov'd K^repairc, 
Whcn-cverthey  their  Ijeavenly  bowrcs  forlore  ; 

Or  sweet  Parnasse,  the  haunt  of  muses  faire ; 
Or  I^lden,  if  that  might  with  Eden  mote  compare. 

Till  that  he  came  unto  another  g:itr, 
No  gate,  but  like  one,  beeing  goodly  dight 

\\\\\\  boughes  and  branches,  which  did  broad 

dilate  [trieate. 

Tlieir  clasping  arraes,  in  wanton  wreathmgs  iu- 

So  fashioned  a  porch  with  rare  dlvise, 
Archt  over  head  with  an  embracing  vine,  [tice 

\V'hosebujM:he3  hanging  downe,  seeni'd  to  ca- 
All  passers  by  to  taste  their  lushious  wine. 
And  di<i  thtiuseJves  into  their  hands  incline, 

As  freely  oflcringto  l)c  gathered  ; 
.Some  deep  cmpurf)led  as  the  hvacint, 

S(>me  as  the  rubine  laughing',  sweetly  red. 
Some  like  fair  emeraudes  not  yet  ripened. 

And  them  amongst,some  were   of  btirnisht 
gold. 
So  made  by  art,  to  beautifie  the  rest, 

Which  did  themselves  amoojjst  the  leaves  cn- 
fblil. 


Karh  did  the  otiier's  worke  more  beautify; 
So  differing  both  in  willcs,  agreed  in  fine  : 

So  all  agreed  through  sweet  diversitie. 
This  garden  to  adorne  with  all  varietie. 

And  in  the  midst  of  all,  a  fountaine  stood. 
Of  richest  substance  that  on  earth  might  be    . 

So  pure  and  shiny,  that  the  silver  flood 
Through  every  channell  running,  one  might  see; 
Most  goodly  It  with  pure  iinagcree         rboyc<;. 

Was    over-wrought,    and  shapes  of  naked 
Of  which  some  seem'd  with  lively  joUitce 

To  fly  aljout,  playing  their  wanton  toyes. 
Whiles  others  did  themselves  embay  in  liquid 
joycs. 

And  over  all,  of  purest  gold,  was  spred 
A  trayle  of  ivie  in  his  native  hew  : 

For  the  rich  metall  was  so  coloured. 
That  wight  that  did  not  well  advistd  view. 
Would  surely  deem  it  to  be  ivlc  true  : 

Lowe  his  lascivious  armes  adowne  did  creep. 
That  themselves  dipping  in  the  silver  dew. 

Their  fleecie  flowres  tney  tenderly  did  ste«pe. 
Which  drops  of  crystall  seem'd  forwantonuc.s 
to  wecpe. 

Infinite  streames  continually  did  well 
Out  of  this  fountaine,  sweet  and  faire  to  see, 

'J'he  which  into  an  ample  laver  fiell. 
And  shortly  grew  to  so  great  quantitie. 
That  Uke  a'little  lake  it  seem'd  to  bee  ; 

Whose  depth  exceeded  notthreecubits  height, 
That  through  the  waves  one  might  the  bottom 
see, 

All  pav'd  beneath  with  jasper  shining  bright 
That  sccm'd  the  fountaine  in  that  sea  did  savl« 
'  upright. 

And  all  the  margent  round  about  was  set 
With  shady  lavvrcU-tn-es,  thence  to  defend 

'i'he  sunny  beames,  which  on  the  billow?  bcl. 
And  tliose  which  therein  bathed,  mote  offend. 


§31.     Boicer  of  Profvris. 
rjis  bowre  is  in  the  bottom  of  the  mainc, 
*'■■■  Under  a  mighty  rock,  'gainst  which  do  rare 
The  roring  biiloei  in  their  proud  disdainc  j 

That 
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That  with  th*  Viery  vroHting  of  ih<?  war^ 
Th^'e'tn  ;^  p.i!rn  <  '    "weave,         jTcwn, 

1   1  .r  ^-^.-M-:  '                         hand,  with  onsrinr 
II  ,'1  Ion:  ^'- '•■'••  • ■■    ■"■  ■    •'^'•''". 

Th-r--    ^^  ■  ■'> 

Sa\c  an  o!(!  ;  ^^  ^  .'  '• 


§  3?.     Bttll. 

As  salvage  bull,  whom  two  fierce  ma«;tives,ba»t. 
When  rancour  doth  with  n^c  iiim  once 

'  ;"  o  await, 

J  lri\TS  afore, 

.  '    •  )  fhr  rtor**' 

Br-  utdisdainc, 

'ihui— .  "•- -  1  -  •        1  liiin  roar. 

Anolhn. 
As  two  fierce  bulls,  that  strive  the  rule' to  gel 
or  all  the  herd,  meet  with  so  lud -(jus  maine, 
That  both  rebutted,  tumble  on  thif  plainc  : 
So  the«e  two  champions  lo  the  eround  w^Vc 
fcU. 

AnothfT. 

Like  a  wHd  bull,  that  being  at  a  bay, 
Ii  baited  oF  a  mastiff  and  a  hound, 

And  a  currc-do^?,  iftat  do  him  '^harj)  assay 
O     .  ■  '   ,     -  '  '      ■     '  •     •  '  ■■■1  round;     ' 

1,  iMtr  sound, 

.\. ,  II  iiicomber, 

That  in  cha  I  ^rnind. 

And  lhrc.>;  w.^  like  the 

til  under. 


had  annov'd 
<l  many  e^se 


^  S8.     Calumnjf. 
Tt  is  a  monster  bred  ol  i-  ";-'•  <• 
■*  Then  answtr'd  lie,  ^• 
Good   knichts  and  In'i,  . 

<li--tr(»y'd, 

nr  f  ■  rtTMii  whvlome  hewa^  hc?;ot, 

-  iilthy  blot, 

\\  n.  r.    i;.  Ill  ten. 

Till  he  to) ,  1  then 

I,,io  i»,i  IV  IS  gent. 

To  Ix  1  men  : 

\\  \\'  lb  nitcnl 

111  sore  (loih  wound,  «tud  biieiuui  cruelly  tor- 
ment. 


A';: 


^  .14.     Cannon. 

ilish  iron  engine  wrought 
'1,  and  fram'd  hv  fiiri<'<j  <«kill, 
\\  i  '  •        "  ■        fraught, 

Aii.i  r  ;  to  kill. 

With  thund'iing  noise,  and  all  the  aire  doth 
choke,* 
That  nunecan  breath,  nor  9ee,  norhrar,  at  will, 
Thro*  smouldry  cloud  of  duskish    stinking 
smoke, 
That  th'  only  breath  him  daunts  who   hath 
-  cact^tbis  stroke. 


§  55.     Charitif. 

Chb  was  a  woman  in  her  freshest  age, 

'^  Of  wondrous  beauty,  and  of  bountic  rare, 

^^'i^h  goodly  grace  and  comely  personage. 
That  was  on  earih  not  easy  to  compare  ; 
Fuir  of  ereat  love,  but  Cupid's  wanton  snare 

As  tiell  she  hated,  chasi  in  work  and  will ; 
Her  neck  and  breasts  were  ever  open  bare, 

That  aye  thereof  her  babes  midit  suck  their 
f^ll; 
The  rest  was  all  in  yellow  rolxis  arraicd  still. 

A  multitude  of  bribes  about  her  han<;, 
PI'*ing  their  snorts,  that  jovM  her  to  behold, , 

VV'hom  still  she  fed,  whilst  they  were  weak 
and  young, 
liut  thrust  them  forth  still,  as  they  T%Txed  old : 
And  on  l>orhe;id  slie  wore  a  tire  oif  gold,   [fair, 

AdornM  withgemme^  and  owches  wonflrou* 
VVho^c  passing  price  uncaih  was  to  be  told  ; 

And  by  her  side  there  sate  a  gentle  pair 
Of  turtle  doves,  she  sitting  in  an  ivory  chaire. 


§  .'}().     Concord. 
Out  lovely  concord,  and  most  sirred  peace, 
■^  Doth  nourish    virtue,   and  f.i^t  friendship 
breedes  j  fdoes  increase, 

Wcakc  she  makes  strong,  anJ  strong  things 
Till  it  the  pitch  of  highest  praise  exceeds. 

Brave  be  her  warres,  as  honourable  deedes. 
By  which  she  triumphs  over  ire  and  pride. 
And  winnes  an  olive  "irlond  for  her  meeds. 


§  37.     Conlcmplalion. 

'"PHf.RK  they  doe  find  that  godly  aged  sire, 
•*■    \Vitli  snowy  locks  adnwn  his  shoulders  shed, 

As  hoarie  frost  with  spangles  doth  attire 
The  mossy  branches  of  an  oak  half  dead. 
.Kac}i  bone  might  through  his  body  well  be  read. 

And  every  sinew  seen  throu^i'h  his  loop:  fast : 
For  noua;ht  he  car'd,  his  carcassc  lonu;  unfed  j 

His  muid  was  full  of  spiritual  repast. 
And  pyn'd  his  flesh  to  keep  his  body  lowe  and 
chaste. 


§38.     Cupid. 
T  IKE  a  Cupldo  on  Idxau  hill, 
^  When  ha\ing  laid  his  cruel  bnwc  away. 
And  mortal  arrcAvs,  wherewith  he  doth  till 
The  world  with  wondrous  sj>oils  and  bloudie 

prr? : 
\V\\h  his  fnre  mother  he  him  dights  to  play. 
And  with  his  goodly  sisters,  graces  three  ; 
The  c;oddcsse  pleased  with  his  wanton  play. 

Sutlers  herself  thronf^h  sleep  beguil'd  to  be. 
The  whiles  the  other  ladicb  mind  their  merry 
glee. 
First,  she  him  sought  in  court  where  most  he 
used 
Whvlome  tohaurK.butthereshe  found  him  not; 
But  many  there  she  fojind,  which  sore  accused 
His  falsehood,  and  with  foiile  infamous  blot. 
His  cruel  deeds  and  wicked  wiles  did  spot : 

Ladies 
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Ladles  and  lords  she  cvery-where  mote  hear 
Cornplainins,  how  with  his  ompovsncd  shtU 

Their  uofulhearis  he  wounded  had  wh-ylcarCj 
J\nd  so  had  lefi  them  languishing 'iwixt  hope 
and  feare. 

She  then  the  cities  sought  from  gate  to  gatCj 
And  ev'ry  one  did  ask,  did  he  him  see  ; 

And  everv  one  licransuer'd,  and  too  late 
He  had  "him  seen,  and  felt  the  crueliie 
Of  his  shai|)  darts,  and  hot  artillerie  ; 

And  everv  one  tiirew  forth  reproaches  rife 
Of  his  mischievous  deeds,  and  said,  that  hee 

Was  the  disturber  of  all  civrt  liie, 
Theeuernie  of  peace,  and  author  of  all  strife. 

Then  in  the  country  she  abroad  him  sought, 
And  in  the  rural  coita;';es  enquired  ; 

Where  also  many  plaints  to  her  were  brought, 

How  he  their  heedless  hearts  with  love  had  fired, 

And  false  venim  thorough  their  veines  insi'ired; 

Andeke  the  gentle  sheuheard  swaines,  which 

fate 

Keeping  their  fleecy  flocks,  as  they  were  hired  ; 
Siie  sweetly  heard  complaine,  both  how  and 
what 
Her  Sonne  had  to  them  doen ;  yet  she  did  smile 
thereat. 

A^nd  at  the  upper  end  of  the  faire  towue, 
There  was  an  altar  built  of  precious  stone. 

Of  passinij;  value,  and  of  great  renowne. 
On  which  there  stood  an  iii;age  all  alone. 
Of  massiegold,  which  with  his  own  light  shone; 

And  wings  it  had  with  sundry  colours  dight. 
More  sundry  colours  than  the  proud  pavone 

Bears  in  his  boasted  fan,  or  Iris  bright. 
When  her  discolour'd   bow  she  spreads  thro' 
heaven  bright. 
.  Blindfold  he  was,  and  in  his  cruel  fist 
A  mortal  bow  and  arrowes  keen  did  hold, 

With  which  he  shot  at  random  wiicn  he  list : 
Some  headed  with  sad  lead,  some  wiiii  pure  gok 
(Ah, man!  bewarehow  thou  those darisbehold) 
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That  all  his  many  it  afiVaide  did  make  : 
The*  binding  him  againe,  his  way  he  forth  did 

.    take. 


A  wournled  dragon  under  him  di( 
Whose  hideous  tayle  his  left  foot  did  enfold. 

And  with  a  shaft  was  shot  through  eytlier  eye, 
That  no  man  forth  could  draw,  ne  no  manVe- 
medy. 

Next  afier  her,  the  winged  god  himself 
Came  riding  on  a  lyon  ravenous. 

Taught  to  obey  the  menage  of  that  elfe. 
That  man  and  beast  with  powre  imperious 
Subdueth  to  his  kingdom  tyrannous: 

His  blindfold  eyes  he  had  awhile  unbind. 
That  his  prouti  spoyle  of  that  same  dolorous 

Fair  dame  he  niight  behold  in  perfect  kind ; 
Which  seen  he  much  rejoyceth  in  his  cruel  mind. 

•    Of  which  full  proud,  himself  up-rearing  hye. 
He  looked  round  about  with  sterne  disdaine  ; 

And  did  survey  his  goodly  company  : 
And  marshalling  the  evil  ordcrod  traiue,  [straine, 
W^ith  that  the  darts  which  iiis  riaht  hand  did 

Full  dreadfully  he  shook,  thijt  all  did  quake. 
And  clapt  on  high  his  coloured  wings  twainc»     Headed  with  fl 


§  Sg.     Danger. 

TXTlTH  him  went  Danger,  cloth'd   in  ragged 
^^  weed, 

Ivldde  of  a  beares  skyn,  that  him  more  dreadful 
.    made :  ' 

Yct.his  own  face  was  dreadful,  ne  did  need. 
Strange  horror,  to  deform  his  griesly  shade ; 
A  net  in  tn'  one  hand,  and  a  rusty  blade 

Intirotherwas:  thi:-  mischierei  that  mishap; 
With  th'  one  his  foes  he  threatened  to  invade. 

With  th'otherhe  his  friends  meant  to  en  wrap; 
For,  whon»  he  could  not  kill,  he  practis'd  to 
entrap. 

Another. 

But  in  the  porch  did  ever  more  abide 
An  hideous  giant,  (hedful  to  behold. 

That  stopt  theentrance with  his  spatiousstridej 
And  with  the  terror  of  his  countenance  bold. 
Full  many  di-d  allray,  that  else  fainecnter  would. 

H'is  name  was  Danger,  dreaded  over  all. 
Who  day  and  night  did  watch  and  duly  ward, 

Prom  fearful  cowards  entrance  to  forstall. 
And  faint-heart  fooles,  whom  shew  of  perill  hard 
Could  terrifie  from  Fortune's  faire  award  : 

For,  oftentimes,  fainthearts  at  first  espiall 
Of  his  grim  face,  were  from  approaching  scar'd  j 

Unworthy  they  of  grace,  whom  one  denial! 
E.\cludes  from  "faire  hope,   wiihoutcn  fuahcr 
triall. 

Yet  many  doughty  heroes,  often  tride 
In  greater  perils  to  be  stout  and  bold, 

Durft  not  the  i-ternness  of  his  look  abide  ; 
But  soon  ?s  they  his  countenance  behold, 
Ikgon  tn  faint,  and  feel  their  courage  cold. 

Again,  some  other, that  in  hardassaies 
Were  cowards  known,  and  little  count  did  hold. 
Labor  through  gifts,  or  guile,  or  such  likewaies, 
Crt-pt  in  by  stooj)inglowe,  or  stealing  of  the  kaies. 


§  40.    Day-hreak. 
Oy  this,  the  northern  waggoner  had  set 
^  His  seveiifold  teme  behind  the  stedfast  star/ 

That  was  in  ocean  waves  yet  never  wet, 
Buirfirme  is  iixt,  and  sendeth  light  from  far 
I'o  all,  that  in  the  wide  deep  wandering  arc  : 

And  chearful  Chaunticlere  with  his  note  shrill 
Hud  warned  once,  that  Phoebus' fiery  carre 
^  In  haste  was  climbing  up  the  eastern  hill ; 
Full  envious  that  night  so  longhis  roomdid  fill. 


§41.    Death. 
A  JTD  in  his  hand  a  bended  bow  was  scene, 
^■^  And  mnnv  arrowcs  under  his  rij^ht  side. 
All  deadly  dangerous,  all  cruel  kcene, 

and  feathers  bioudiedide, 

Such 
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Soch  »«  lh«  Indiaos  in  ibeir  quirer*  bide  : 
Tbotc  cooM  be  %ir«U  dirtci,  and  straite  as  line, 
Aod  bid  them  strike  the  markc  whuh  he  had 


Xe  wi»  there  u\vt,  nc  wa$  there  mrdirinc, 
Thai  rooie  recure  their  wouuda ;  so  inly  they 
did  tine. 

At  pale  and  wan  as  ashes  was  his  louk, 
Ht*  bodv  lean  and  meagre  as  a  rake. 

Ands\tn  all  wilhtTcd  as  a  dried  rook, 
Tb»eloa»  cold  and  drcry  as  a  snakr, 
That  trvm'd  to  tremble  wermnre,  .nul  quake; 

All  in  a  canxas  thin  he  was  bcdis;ht. 
And  girded  with  a  beU  of  twistnl  hr.tkr, 

Up<»n  his  head  he  wore  an  hchiui  li^rht. 
Made  ofa  dead  inau's scull,  tlial  sccui'd  agaslly 
sight. 


H 


§  42.     Dffamation. 

tM  in  a  narrow  placcjie  n\*ertook, 

*.-  '  '■ Tiling  forc't  him  turn  .i;;aiiie 

i  «};ain,  when  hi-  him  sirooke 

V  I  ,        clc,  and  ran  «t  hi.n  aniaine 

With  opf>n  mouth,  that  seemed  to  rnntaine 
A  full  ^no<l  j)eck  within  the  utmost  brim» 
All  set  with  iron  teeth  with  ranges  tw  :!iiK', 
That  terrified  his  foes,  and  armed  liiiu, 
Appearing  like  the  mouth  of  Orcus,  griblygrim 

And  therein  wcrea  thousand  ton^utscnipight, 
OfMiudry  kindcs,  and  sundry  quality  ; 

Some  were  of  dogs,  that  barked  day  and  night, 
Ar»d  some  of  cats,  that  wralling  still  dul  cry  ; 
And  some  of  bears,  that  grovnd  cuiitiiiually  ; 

And  Home  of  tyjjcrs  that  did  seem  to  greu 
And  snar  at  all  that  ever  passed  by: 

liut  most  of  them  were  tongues  of  mortal  men. 
That  sjjoke  reproachfully,  not  caring  whcie  nor 
vheit. 

And  then  amongst  were  mingled  here  and 
there 
The  tongues  of  serpents,  with  three  forked  stings, 

Tliat  spat  out  )«<Hson,and  bore  bloudv  g6rc  ■ 
At  all  that  came  w ithin  his  ravcnitij; >, 
And  spkc  licentious  words,  nnd  liatcful  things. 

Of  good  and  had  alike,  of  low  and  hie  ; 
NeCvsurs  spared  he  a  whit,  nor  kiiiMt 

Hut  cillicr  blotted  them  with  infamv, 
Qt  bit  them  with  his  baneful  tcetli  of  iujtiry*. 


Which  still  he  blew,  and  kindled  busily. 
Thai  soon    they   life   concei>'d,  and   fortli  ia 
flumes  did  (ly. 


§43.     Di 


A  »*>  '»lm  beside marcht  amorous  Desire, 
-"^  Who  seem'd  cf  rijicr  years  than  th'  otlicr 

SHMlOC  i 

Yet  was  tliat  other  swoinc  the  elder  syre. 
And  ga%e  him  being,  common  to  themtwaine: 
His  garment  was  disguised  very  vaine. 

And  hi',  embroidered  bonct  sate  awry  ; 
Twi^t  both  his  hands flcAV sparkcs  he  close  did 
sUaia. 


§  44.     Detraction. 

nPiiE  other  nothinplMJtter  was  than  she  ; 
*     ApreeinK  in  bad  will  and  cancred  kind. 

But  in  bad  manner  thi-y  did  disagree  ; 
For,  what-soEnvie  good  or  bad  did  tint]. 
She  did  cnnceale  and  murder  htr  own  mind; 

Hut  this,  whatever  evil  she  coureaved. 
Did  spread  abroad,  and  throw  in  the  open  wind. 

Yet  this  in  all  her  words  mii^ht  Ih-  perceived. 
That  all  she  sought  wui.  men's  good  names  to 
have  bereaved. 

For  whatsoinergood  bv  any  said, 
Or  done,  she  heard,  she  would  strait- waies  invent 

How  to  deprave,  or  .".landerousiy  upbraid. 
Or  to  misconstrue  ofa  man's  intent. 
And  turnc  to  till  the  thing  thai  well  was  mcnt. 

Therefore  she  used  often  to  resort 
To  common  hatmts,  and  rompanvs  frequent, 

'W>  hark  what  any  one  did  good  rep«)rt. 
To  blot  the  same  with  blame,  or  wrest  in  wicked 
sort. 

And  if  that  any  ill  she  heard  of  any, 
She  would  it  eke,  and  make  it  worse  by  tf.'llinp. 

And  take  great  joy  to  publish  it  to  many. 
That  every  mattoi  worse  wan  for  her  melting  : 
Her  name  was  hight  Detraction.  ai\d  her  dwelling 

Was  near  t<i  luivy,  even  her  neighbour  next ; 
A  wicked  hags,  and  Knvy's  self  excelling 

Jn  inischiefe:   for,  her  self  she  only  \e.\t  : 
But  this  ^ame,  both  herself  and  others  eke  j>i:r- 
ploxl. 

Her  fare  was  nply,  ai;d  her  month  diniort, 
Foamin-  with  i)0\ion  round  aljotit  her  jrjlls. 

In  which  her  curacd  tongue  (full  sharp  and 
sluirt) 
Appear'd  like  aspls  sting,  that  closelv  kill?. 
Or  cruelly  does  wound  whoiu-so  she  wills  : 

A  disiaHe  in  her  other  hand  she  had, 
Upon  the  which  bhe little  spinnes,  but  spils. 

And  (ainesto  weave  false  tales  and  leusings  bad. 
To  throw  among  the   good,  when   uthers  had 
disprad. 

§  45.      DisrnrJ. 

piREBRAKD  of  hcll,  first  tinM  in  Phlegefon, 
*"    }\y  thousand  furies,  and  from  thence  out- 
thrown, 
Into  this  world,  to  work  confusion. 
And  sett  it  all  on  fire  (by  force  unknown). 
Is  wicked  Discord,  whose  small  sparkles  once 
blowne. 
None  but  a  god,  or  godlike  man,  can  slake  : 
Suchas  wasOrphcus,  that  wht-n  strife  was  grown 
AmongSllhoscfamousimtiesofCirerre.d^idtnke 
His  silver  h.irjj  in  hand,  and  shortly  friends  them 
make. 


§40. 

I 
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(      And  those  same  cursed  seedes  do  alsd  serve 


§  40.     Discord's  House. 

TJard  by  the  gates  of  hrll  her  dwelling  is, 
**••*•  There   whereas  all  plagues  and    harcnes 
ab.'»uud,  , 

Ayhich  punish  wicked  men,  that  walk  amiss. 
It  is  a  darksome  delve  farre  under  v^:tound. 
With  thorncs  and  barren  brakes  environd  round, 

Tiiat  none  the  same  wav  may  out-win 
Yet  many  waves  to  enter  may  be  four;d. 

But  none  to  issue  forth  when  oue  is  in  ; 
For  discord  harder  is  to  end  than  to  begin. 

And  all  within  the  riven  walles  were  hung 
With  ragged  monuments  of  times  forc-jjast. 

Of  which,  the  sad  effects  of  discord  sung  : 
There  were  rent  rol)es,  and  broken  scepters  plac't, 
Altars  defil'd,  and  holv  things  defac't, 

Dishevered  spears, and  shields  vtorneintwaine. 
Great  cittvs  ransackt,  and  strong  castles  ras't,' 

Nations  captivcd,  and  huge  armies  slaine: 
Of  all  which  ruincs  there  some   reliques  did 
remaine. 

There  was  the  signe  of  antique  Babylon, 
Of  fatal  Thebes,  of  Kome  that  raigned  long. 

Of  sacred  Salem,  and  sad  lUpu, 
For  memory  of  which,  on  high  there  hong 
The  golden  a])p1e  (cause  of  all  their  wrrtng) 

For  which  the  three  faire  goddesses  did  strive : 
There  also  was  the  name  of  Nimrod  strong. 

Of  Alexander,  and  his  princes  hve. 
Which  sharM  to  them  the  spojles  which  he 
had  got  alive. 

And  there  the  reliques  of  the  drunken  fray. 
The  which  amongst  the  Lapithees  befell, 

And  of  the  Ijlyody  feast,  which  sent  away 
So  many  centaures  drunken  sonles  to  hell. 
That  under  great  Alcides'  furie  fell  : 

And  of  the  dreadful  discord,  which  did  drive 
The  noble  Argonauts  to  outrage  fell. 

That  each  of  life  sought  other  to  de]jrive. 
All  mindless  of  the  golden-fleece  which  made 
them  strive. 

And  eke  of  private  persons  manv  moe, 
That  were  too  long  a  worke  to  coiiut  them  all ; 

Some  of  swornc  friends,  that  did  their  faith 
forgoc  ; 
Some  of  borne  brethren,  prov'd  unnatural ; 
Some  of  deare  lovers,  foes  perpetual  ; 

Witness  their  broken  bands  there  to  be  seen. 
Their  girlonds  rent,   their  bowres  disjioilcd  all; 

The  monuments  whcicof  there  byding  been, 
As  plaine  as  at  the  first,  when  they'  were  fresh 
and  green. 

^  Such  was  the  house  within  ;  but  all  without 
The  barren  ground  was  full  of  wicked  weeds. 

Which  she  herself  had  sowen  all  about, 
>\tw  growen  great,  at  first  of  little  seedes. 
The  socdes  of  evil  words,  and  factious  doedes  ; 

Which  when  to  ripeness  due  thev  growen  are. 
Bring  forth  an  infinite  increase,  that  breedea 

Tumultuous  trouble,  and  contentious  jarre, 
The  which  most  often  end  in  blood-shed  and  in 


To  her  for  bread,  and  yield  a  living  food  t 
I'oi  life  it  is  to  her,  when  others  stcrve 

Tliro'  niischievons  debate,  and  deadlv  feood. 

That  she  mnv  suck  their  life,and  drink  their  blood. 
With  which  she  from  he-childhood  had  bee  a 

For  she  at  first  was  born  of  hellish  brood,  [fed. 
And  bv  infernal  furies  nourished,         fread. 


♦  That  by  her  monstrous  shape  might  easuy  be 


Her  face  most  foulc  and  filthy  was  to  sec. 
With  squinted  eyes  contrary  ways  entended. 

And  loathly  mouth,  unmeet  a  mouth  to  he; 
That  nought  but  gall  and  veuim  comprehended, 
And  wicked  words  that  God  and  mim  otfeudtd : 

Her  lying  tongue  was  in  two  parts  divided, 
Aud  both  the  partsdid  speak, and  both conteudcd,^ 

And  as  her  tongue,  so  was  her  heart  decided. 
That  never  thought  one  thing,  but  doubly  still 
was  guided. 

Als  as  she  double  spake,  so  heard  she  double* 
With  matchless  eares  deformed  and  distort, 

Fil'd  with  fidse  rumors,  and  seditious  trouble. 
Bred  in  assemblies  of  the  vulgar  sort, 
That  still  are  led  with  every  light  report. 

And  as  her  eares,  so  eke  her  feet  were  odde. 
And  much  unlike;  th' one  long,  the  other  short. 

And  both  misplac't;  that  when  th'  one  for« 
ward  gode. 
The  other  back  retired,  and  contrary  trode. 

Likewise  unequal  were  her  handes  twaine; 
That  one  did  reach,  the  other  pusht  away^ 
The  one  did  make,  the  other  marr'd  againe. 


And  sought  to  bring  all  things  unto  decay  j 
Whereby  ^reat  riches,  gathered  many  a  day. 

She  in  short  space  did  often  bring  ito  nought. 
And  their  posscssours  cfien  did  dismay. 

For  all  her  study  was,  and  all  her  thought. 
How  she  might  overthrowe  the  thing  that  con- 
cord wrought.  J 

So  much  her  mallice  d'd  her  might  surpass. 
That  even  th' Almighty  self  she  did  maligne 

Because  to  man  so  merciful  he  was, 
Aiid  unto  all  his  creatures  so  benigne, 
Sith  she  her  self  was  of  his  grace  indigne  ; 

I'^or  all  this  v/orld's  faire  workmanship  slie 
Unto  his  last  confusion  to  bring,  [trlde 

And  that  great  golden  chain  quite  to  divide. 
With  which  it  blessed  concord  hath  together 
tide. 


A 


47.     Dolphin. 
:hen  a  dolphin  and  a  selc  are  tnet^ 


In  th-d:  w  ide  champian  of  the  ocean  pla'fte, 
Witli  cruel  chaufe  their  courages  thev  whet. 
The  masierdome  of  each  by  force  to^ame, 
And  dreadful  battaile  'twixt  them  to  darraine  : 
They  snufF,  they  snort,  they  bounce,  they  ragCr 
"thev  rore, 
That  all  the  sea  (disturbed  with  their  traine) 

Doth  frie  with  some  above  the  suiges  hore. 
Such  was  betwixt  these   two  the  troublesome 


u pro re, 
Z  z 


§48. 
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"txT  after  him  went  Doubt»  yclad 

In  a  (rt«colmir'<l  cote  ofstrangir  (li*::uise, 
Th.nt  at  hi*  bnck  s  broric  cappucio  li.i>l, 
A'  '  ini  AlbjncAC  wise  : 

}i  !i  his  oiistrustful  c\(s, 

,  a>  thorucs  lay  in  lii«  way, 
O-  »!irinkc  hi*  di<l  ;i(!\ i-i, 

.!  rcfd  he  siillditl  m.iv 
l\  :'-i>S  which  shAiDke,  uIku  hard 

luncby. 

That  u-ai  to  weri,  the  porfrr  of  th*-  plnce, 
i  nio  who^e  Irnsf  the  cli  t'\^as  lent: 

llisnninc  was  Doubt.  .ul.Ic  face, 

Th'onc  forward  h»oking,  *n>^  iii«-  oihcr  back- 
ward bent ; 
Therein  rr«eiiihling  Janus  aiincient, 
-  Which  hath  in  charge  theing;ateof  thcycare: 
And  evermore  his  eves  allDut  him  went, 

As  if  some  proved  peril)  he  did  fcaix-, 
Or  did  misdoubt  some  ill,  whocs   cause  did 
noft  appeaa'. 


§  4<).     Dungeon, 
"r\Rt>  in  the  bottom  of  an  huge  great  rockc 
'I'hcd<ing;ronxvas,in  which  lior  bound  hcleft, 
Thatmithrryron  barr<,  nor  brazen  lock 
Di'^  .ard  from  force, or  secnt  theft 

^^'  r^,  which  would  have  her  reft. 

]vt  >v.iii(i  It  was  with  waves,  which  rag*d 
and  roar'd 

/\^  \hf\'  fl.r  rlif't  in   i.ii-rr'    \\on1fI  Jiavc  clrft  : 

I  :s,fonK-;il)h.»rM, 

Dlo  .  :y,aIlbi>;ord. 


By  lively  actions  he  began  Lew  ray 
S<mie  argument  of  matter  passioned  ; 

V^'hich  doen,  he  back  retired  soft  away  : 
And  passing  by,  his  name  discovered, 

Eaff  oil  his  robe  in  golden  letter:,  ciphered^ 


I 


TRr  to  an  eagle  in  his  kingly  pride 
■^  Soaring  through  his  wide  cmpirr. 
To  HTailier  hi^  broad  saylcs ;  by  chance  hatlj 
ipide 
A  go»haulk,  which  hath  seized  for  h'  r   hare 
Upon  some  fowlr,  thalshouldhcrfiat  jirrparc: 

With  dreadful  fi»rce  he  flics  at  her  bclive. 
That  with  his  soucr.  which  none  cndnren  dare. 

Her  from  the«|uarrey  heaway  doih  diivc, 
Aud  from  her  griping  |»ouncc  tlic  greedy  prey 
doih  rive. 

Anothtr. 

Aj  when   Jove's   harue<)\-bcarin<^  biid  frrni 
high,  i 

Stpnpe^  at  a  fl\lnn^  hcmn  with  proud  disdainc, 

'J'  rrey  fals  so  forcibly, 

n*-  i>»l'ihelowlie  pluinc, 

A  sv'Cv^nU  t.Ui  rcduubiuig  back  againe. 


§51.    F.a%r. 

*■    As  if  ill  minde  J. 

And  to  the  vulgar  ;  ^^  ;,_  _^,ii 

In  ti^uc  of  sdcacc,  as  tu  hear  a  play, 


§  52.    Envy, 
A  KD  next  to  him  malicious  Envie  rode, 
•^*-  U|)on  a  ravenous  wolfe,  and  still  did  chaw 

Between  his  cankred  teeth  a  vcncmous  toad. 
That  all  thepoyson  ran  ulx)ut  his  jaw  ; 
But  inwarJlv  he  chawed  his  own  maw 

At  neighbours  wealth,  that  made  him  c^crsad. 

For  death  it  was,  when  any  good  he  saw,  [had  ; 

And  went,   that  cause  of  vvecj)iu,a  none  ho 

But  when  he  heard  of  harmc,  he  wexcd  \itoi)- 

druus  glad. 

All  in  akirtleof  discolaur'd  say 
He  clothed  was,  vpaiutcd  full  of  eyes; 

And  in  his  bosom  secrctlv  there  lay 
An  hateful  snake,  the  whicli  his  tail  up  ties 
In  many  folds,  and  mortal  sting  implies. 

Still  as  he  ro<lc,  he  gna^ht  his  teeth,  to  sec 
Those  heaps  of  gold  with  grinle  covelisc. 

And  grudged  at  the  great  felicity 
Of  proud  Lucifcra,  and  his  own  coiirpany. 

He  hated  all  good  works  and  virtuous  deeds. 
And  him  no  less,  that  any  like  did  use; 

And  who  with  gracioas  bread  the  hungry  feeds, 
Hisalmes  forwaut  of  faith  he  doth  accuse: 
So  evory  good  to  bad  he  doth  abuse ; 

And  eke  the  verse  of  famous  poet's  wit 
He  doth  baek-bitc,  andspightful  poyson  spue* 

I'Voni  Iej)rou3  mouth,  on  all  that  evtr  writ: 
Such  on  vile  Envy  was,  that  first  in  rowcdid  sit . 

Another. 
The  one  of  them,  that  elder  did  appear, 
With  her  dull  eves,  did  seem  to  look  a^kcw, 

I'bat  her  mis'blut[>c  much  helpt ;  and  her  foul 
hairc 
Hunc  lo{»se  aiul  loathsomely :  thereto  her  hew 
Was  wan  and  leane,  that  all  lier  teeth  arew,  [read  » 

And  all  her  bones  might  thro'  her  cheeks  be 
Her  lips  were  like  raw  leather,  pale  and  blue  : 

And  us  she  i.pake,  therewith  she  slaver "d  ; 
Yet  spake   she  seldome,  but  thought  more  the 
le?s  she  said. 

Her  hands  wore  foule  and  dirty,  never  waslit 
In  all  her  life,  with  long  naiks  over-raught. 

Like  puttocks  claws,  with  the  one  of  which 
she  «eracl>t 
Her  cured  In  ad,  although  it  itched  noujiht ; 
The  other  held  a  snake  with  veiiimc  fraught, 

On  which  j»he  fed  and  gnawed  hungerly. 
As  that  long  sheJiad  not  eaten  ought ; 

That  round  abouther  jawesonc  might  def^ery 
The  bloudy   gore    aud   jioison  dropping  loth- 
somely. 

Her  name  was  Kmie,  knowcn  well  thereby; 
\\  hoes  nature  is  to  grieve,  and  grudge  at  all 

Thattver  she  sees  doen  praise  w  orthily  : 
Whocs  sight  to  her  is  greatest  cross  way  fall, 

Aui 
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And  vexeth  so,   that  makes  her  cat  her  gall. 

For  when  she  wanteth  other  ihino;s  to  eat, 
She  feeds  on  her  own  mavv  unnatural,  [meat ; 

And  of  her  own  foul  eiitrailcs    makes  her 
Meat  fit  for  such  a  nionsier's  monstrous  diat. 

And  if  she  hapt  of  any  ^ood  to  hear. 
That  had  to  any  body  happily  betid,        [teare 

Then  would  she  inly  fret,  and  grieve,  and 
Her  flesh  for  felness,  which  she  inward  hid  : 
But  if- she  heard  of  ill  that  any  did, 

Or  harm  that  anvhad,  then  would  she  make 
Great  chcare,  like  one  unto  a  banquet  bid  ; 

And  in  another's  loss  izrcat  pleasure  take. 
As  she  had  got  thereby,  arid  gained  a  great  stake 


§  53.  Error, 

•T'His  is  a  wandring  wood,  this  Error's  ddn  ; 

-*■    A  monster  vile,  whom  Ood  and  man  does 

hate. 

T^y  which  he  saw  the  ugly  monster  plaine, 

Half  like  a  serpent  honibly  displaide, 

But  th' other  half  did  woman's  shape  r^taine, 
Most    lothsome,,  filty,  foul>'  and  full  of  vile 
disdaine. 

As  she  lay  upon  the  dirtie  grownd. 
Her  huge  long  taile  her  den  all  over-spread. 

Yet  was  in  knots  and  many  boughs  upwound. 
Pointed  with  mortal  sting.  Of  her  there  bred 
A  thousand  young  ones,  and  she  dailv  fed. 

Sucking  upon  her  poisonous  dugs,  each  one 
Pf  sundry  shape,  yet  all  ill-favoured  : 

Soon  as  that  uncouth  light  upon  them  shone. 
Into  her  mouth  they  crept,  and  suddain  all 
were  ^one. 


B 


§  54.     Excess. 

UT  voung  Perissa  was  of  other  mind. 
Full  of  disport,  still  laughing,  loosely  light. 

And  quite  contrary  to  her  sister's  kind  ; 
No  measure  in  her  mood,  no  rule  of  right. 
But  poured  out  in  pleasure  and  delight ; 

In  wine  and  meats  she  flow'd  above  the  bank. 
And  in  excess  exceeded  her  owu  might ; 

In  sumptuous  tire  she  joy'd  herself  to  prank  ; 
But  of  her  love  to  lavish,  little  have  she  thank. 

Another. 

Under  that  porch  a  comely  dame  did  rest. 

Clad  in  faire  wecdes,  but  foulc  disordered. 

And  garments  loose,  that  seem'd  unmeet  for 

womanhood. 

In  her  left  hand  a  cup  of  gold  she  held. 

And  with  herri^hl  the  riper  fruit  did  reach, 

V  Whoes  sappy  liquor  with  that  fulness  swell'd. 
Into  her  cup  she  scruz'd,  withdiiintv  breach 
Of  her  fine  lingers,  without  foule  cinpeach. 
That  so  fairc  wine-press  macFe  tliewiac  more 
sweet ; 
Thereof  she  ns'd  to  give  to  drink  to  each, 

Whome  passing  by  she  happened  to  meet : 
It  w?3  hergnise,  ajl^  strangers  goodly  so  to  greet. 


I  §  65.     J'ui/h. 

j/^F  which  the  eldest,  that  Fidelia  hight, 
^^  Like  sunny  beames  threw  from  her  crys- 
tal face,  [sight. 
That  could  have  daz'd  the  rash  beholdci^s 
And  round  her  head  dif  I  shiue  like  heaven's  light. 

She  was  arraid  all  in  lily  white. 
And  in  her  right  hand  bore  a  cup  of  gold. 

With  wine  Mid  water  fiU'd  up  to  the  height. 
In  which  a  serpent  did  himscH  enfold. 
That  horror  made  to  all  that  did  behold  ; 

But  she  no  whit  did  change  her  constant 
Andinherotherhand  si  le  fast  did  hold    [moo^: 

A  book  that  was  both iignd  aad  seaid  with 
blood. 
Wherein  dark  things  were  writ,  hard  to  be  un- 
derstood. 


§  5^.     Fa/ con. 
-As  a  falcon  faire 


That  once  has  failetl  of  her  souse  full  neare^ 

Remounts  again  into  the  open  aire. 
And  unto  better  fortune  does  herself  prepare. 
Another. 
As  when  a  falcon  hath  with  nimble  flight 
Flown  at  a  flush  of  ducks,  foreby  he  broke, 
The  trembling  l^ood  dismald  with  dreadful 
sight 
Of  death,  the  which  them  almost  overtook. 
Doe  hide  themselves  from  her  astonying  look. 
Amongst  the  flags  and  covert  round  about. 

Another. 
As  when  a  cast  of  falcons  make  their  flight 
At  an  herncshaw,  that  lyesalofion  wing, 
The  whiles  they  strike  at  hiqi  with  heedless 
might, 

She  warie  fowl  his  bill  doth  backywird  wring  ; 
n  which  she  first,  whoes  force  her  first  doth 

bring. 
Her  self  quite  through  the  body  doth  engore. 
And  falleth  down  to  grownd  like  senseless  thing; 

But  th'  other  not  so  sw  ift  as  she  before, 
Fails  of  her  souse,  and  passing  by  doth  hurt 
no  more. 


§  57.     Fancy. 

EMONGST  them  all  sate  he  which  wonne<l 
there. 
That  hight  Phantastes  bv  his  nature  trew  ; 

A  man  in  yeares,  yet  IVcsii  as  mote  appearc. 
Of  swarth  complexion,  and  of  crabbed  hue, 
That  him  full  of  melancholy  did  shew  ; 

Bent  hollow  beetle  browcs,  sharp  stairir.g  eyes 

That  mad  or  foolish  seem'd  :  one  by  his  view 

Mote  deem  him   borne  with  ill-disposed 

skyes. 

When  oblique  Saturne  sate  in  the  house  pf 

agonies. 

Another. 
The  first  was  Fancy,  like  a  lovely  boy, 
Of  rare  aspect,  and  beauty  vv-ithout  pcyre  ; 
Matchable  eyther  to  that  impe  of  Troy, 
Whom  Jove  did  lovt,  and  chose  his  cup  to 
beaie, 
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Or  the  tame  dMatr  lad  dut  was  so  drarr 

Td  grc*t  Alcides.  that  wh«n  as  he  did  hide, 
fir  wjilcd  wouMit-like  with  msny  a  teare. 

And  every  wood  and  every  vallry  wide 
H«  ftM'd  with  Hvlas'  naine,  the  nymphes  eke 
Hylas  cride. 

ti;-    .1  -^i^ithertvsii  of  v)V  nor  <.iy, 

B '.  '  in  goodlv  ordt-r  client . 

'  Surni  Indiafiis  <if>  ahav 

T  in  their  proudest  [ilinlit : 

/i-  lines,  so  ^ertn'd  he  vain  and 

J.    ihaLhvh:4;;3tcP  ;    appcarc  :  [light, 

:Bor  »«HI  ke  kt'i  n>  i  delight, 

i.;.4nd  in  his  hand  a  ^«uuly  laii  did  hearc, 
)1iat  in  the  idle  aire  he  mov'clsttU  here  and 
thcve. 


Boor  IV. 


§  .>*.     Fear. 
"^ftxT  him  was  Feare,  all  arm'd  from  top  to 

•*-^  tor,  "^ 

y  *  himself  not  safeenonph  thereby, 

•  nrli  shndow  moving  to  and  fro  j 
/                            '  .  when  gliti'rinj;  he  (Nd  spy, 
■  he  fast  a  way  did  flv, 
■  ' -!.viV  •   hcM-dj    . 


O 


'       '  •  1  .:!.:;.  J  b.i.  1. 11  :/(•!>  shield, 

^'htcii  his  rigla  hand  unarmed  fearfuilv  did 
♦  ield.  ' 


f  SC).      .Ship. 
\  '        '       r       •'  ir  under  saile, 

'  haih  unuwarcs, 
to  hewnile, 
T  rnrcs 

-A'  .  !.t  00  dares 

To  joy  at  hi*  loo^h^ppy  over  sight. 

'    Annthrr. 
A'  a  tall  sliip  los^d  in  tronhlons  »ci';. 
\^  h(..t-   rri-ing  winds,  thcrcating  to  make,  the 

ch  rocks,  dodivrrslv  di  iise, 
'.  jiitrnry  billow*  hv  the  ^v.^y, 
1  '»ai  her  on  cither  sidr  do  v>nr  sf«-<;u'. 

And  ho:»»i  to  ntvalldw  hcr  iii  uree<U  <.:rHvc  ; 

SS' .   V.  orrun-  U»th  their  slight?.  docM  mako 

NVi  i'  way,  [wave. 

And   vvnh  hrr  hrenst  breaking  the  foaniy 

Dfv*   ridr   on  iKxh  their  back*,  and  f;»ijcjK-'r 

self  doth  -ijvc. 


&  6l.     Firf. 


X  IKK  as  a  fire,  the  which  in  hollow  cave 
'-'  Hath  long  been  underkept  and  down  sup- 
prcst. 

With  murmurous  disdain  doth  inly  rave. 
And  ;:rud^e  in  so  btrcight  prison  to  he  prcsi. 
At  last  hreakes  forth  with  furious  unrest, 

And  strives  to  inonni  unto  hr^  native  sent  ; 
All  that  eurst  it  hinder  and  molest,  [hear. 

It  now  devours  with   flames  and  scorehinj^ 
And  carries  into  smoakc  witli  rage  aivd  horrur 
greur. 


§  62.     First  Age. 
T'^nF.antfque  world,  in  his  first  flowing  youth, 
^    I'Dund  no  detect  in  his  Creator's  grace  ; 

But  with  glad  thanks,  and  unrcproved  truth. 
The  gifts  of  soveralgne  bounty  did  embrace  : 
Like  angels  life  was  then  man's  hapny  case  ; 

But  later  ages  pride  (like  corn-fed  steed) 
Ahus'd  her  plenty,  and  fat-swoln  enerciise. 

To  all  licentious  hist,  and  gan  exceed  [need. 
The   measure  of  her  mcane,  and  natural  tirst 

Then  gan  a  curseu  hand  the  quiet  xvombe 
Of  hi«  great  grandmother  with  Steele  to  wound. 

And  the  hid  tre;isurcs  in  hn*  sacred  torn  be 
With  sacrilege  tod rg.  ITrerein  he  found 
rounliiines  of  gold  and  silver  to  abound. 

Of  which  the  matter  of  his  huge  desire 
And  pompoiis  pride  efisoones  he  il id  compound. 

Then  avarice  gan  through  his  veincs  lo  in- 
spire 
His  greedy  flames,  and  kendJc  li£e-dev©urinj 
fm. 


I  0<».     Feeiitfff. 

BtJT  ihr  fifl  trminr  mo<«t  horrible  of  imr. 


Atw!  lierreof  fiircr.  \\a^  drfadiul  to  rcporteJ 
Yvr  I'^n.c-  like  »TKMb,  wmc  did  like  spiders 


^ '  ^'  urehirw,  thick  aftd  short ; 

'  •  'hI  that  tifi  fhrt, 

Vr!.  i'Ai  djrt*  of  s«ni8uall  delight, 

V\    ii      rt^s  of  c.imall  Iu5t,  and  itrrme  effort 
O:  •.!,.-  plciiurc,   with  which  dav  and 
""-''  ffushi. 

^^.i•.^.^\  :.v.'  ^a'PP  (111  blt^^^'ar-:  •^■'■•-  '-r- ji-cJ 


§  63.     Flood. 
A  5  he  that  strives  to  stop  a  snddcin  flood, 
^  And  in  strong  l.ankes  his  violence  enclose, 

Forccth  his  swell  above  his  wonted  moo<l. 
And  largely  overliowc  the  frniifnl  plainc. 
That  airth'e  country  Si-ems  lo  be  a  ivaine. 
And  the  rich  furrowes  flote,  all  quite  for- 
dunne, 
The  woful  husbandman  doth  loud  complaine 
To  see  hi.«.  whole  veares  labour  lobt  ,so  jioon. 
For  which  to  Gud  he  made  so  many  an  itUe 
boon. 


§  64.     J'lirt;. 
T>iTT  Fury  w:»s  fuM  ill  a|>p;u-cllcd 
*^  In  rjijiH,  that  naked  nigh  she  did  appeare, 

M'ith  ghastfull  looks  and  dreadful!  drepf 
head. 
For  fro  u  her  back  liergnrments  shedid  teare. 
And  from  her  bevid  oft  rent  hcr  snarled  haire  : 

Jn  her  right  band  a  fire-brand  she  did  tosse 
About  hcr  lieati,  still  roaming  here  and  there; 

Asa  distuuyed  dccrc  in  ehace  cmbost, 
Forgelftd  of  his  safety  hath  h'n  right  way  loit 

§  6.5.     Cianf. 
His  monstpous  enemy. 


With  sturdy  steps  came  stalking  in  his  sight. 
Ail  hideous  giajit  horiiblc  and  hie. 
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The  ground  eke  groucd  under  him  I'ordreeii 
His  hving  like  saw  never  Hvin<j;  eye, 

Nc  durst  behold  ;  his  stature  did  exceed 
The  height  of  three  tlic  tallest  sons  of  mortal 
scod- 


§   60.     i^luttuny. 

A  ND  by  his  side  rode  loathsome  Gluttony, 
"**•  Oelormed  crcjiture,  on  a  filthy  swine. 

His  belly  was  up-iblown  with  luxury. 
And  eke  wMth  fatness  swollen  were  his  eycnc  : 
Aud  like  a  crane  his  neck  was  long  and  tine, 

Witn  which  lieswallowed  up  excessive  feast. 
For  want  whereof  poor  people  oft  did  uine  ; 

And  all  the  way,  most  like  a  brutish  beast. 
Ho  spewed  up  his  gorge,  that  all  did  him  de- 
teast. 

In  green  vine  leaves  he  was  riaht  fitly  clad. 
For  other  clothes  heeould  not  wear  for  lieat. 

And  on  his  head  an  ivy  girloiul  had. 
From  under  which  fast  tricldcd  down  the  sweat : 
Still  as  he  rode  he  somewhat  did  cat. 

And  in  his  hand  did  bearaboui^iug  cann. 
On  whi<;h  iie  supt  so  oft,  that  on  his  scat 

His  druulcen  corse  he  scarce  upholden  can, 
la  sliape  and  hfe  more  like  a  monster  than  a 
man . 

Unfit  he  was  for  any  worldly  thing. 
And  eke  unable  once  to  stirre  or  go  j 

Not  meet  to  be  a  councel  to  a  king,       [so ; 
Whoes  minde  in  meat  and  drink  was  drowned 
Full  of  disease  was  his  carcasse  blue. 
And  a  dry  dropsy  thro'  his  flesh  didfiow. 
Which  by  misdiet  daily  greater  grew  :    [crew. 
Such  one  was  Gluttony,  the  second  of  that 


§  67.     Greediness. 

'T^HAT  is  the  Gulfe  of  Greediness,  they  say, 
■■•   That  deep  engorgeth  all  this  world's  prey  : 
Which  having  swallowed  up  excessively. 

He  soon  in  vomit  up  again  doth  lay, 
Awi  belchoth  forth  his  superfluitie. 
That  all  the  seas  for  fear  doe  seem  away  to  fly. 

§  6S.     Grief. 

"VTEXThim  went  Grief  and  Fury  matchtvfere^ 
"*"^    Griefe,  all  in  sable  sorrow  fully  clacf, 

Down-hanging  his  dull  head  with  heavy 
Yet  inly  being  morethau  seemly  sad  :  [checre, 
A  pair  of  pincers  in  his  hand  he  had. 

With  which  he  pinced  people  to  the  heart. 
That  from  thenceforth  a  wretched  life  they  had, 

Iia  wilful  languor  and  consuming  smart, 
Dving  each  xlay  with  inward  wounds  of  do- 
^ou^s  dart. 


§  69.     Griffon. 

As  when  a  griffon  seized  on  his  prey, 
A  dragon  fierce  encountreth  in  his  flight : 
Thro'  wildest  ayie making  his  idle  way, 


Tliat  would  his  rightful  ravine  retnl  away  j 
With  hediouh  horrour,  both  together  smight^ 
And   souce  so  sore,  that  tliey  the  iieavcir^ 
aflray. 
The  wise  southsayer  seeing  so  sad  a  sig}it. 
The  amazed  vulgar  teJis  of  warres  and  mortal 
tight. 


§  70.     Grove. 
Tnto  that  forest  fi»rrc  they  thence  him  led, 
^  Where  was  their  dwelling  in  a  pleasanjl 
glade 
With  niountalns  round  about  environed, 
And  mighty  woods,  which  did  the  valley  >had«. 
And  like  a  stately  theatre  it  made. 

Spreading  itself  into  a  spalious  plaine. 
And  in  the  midst  a  little  river  plaid       [plain* 
limongst  the  pum;,  stones  which  sccm'd  t© 
With  gentle  murmur  that  his  course  they  di4 
rcstraine. 

Knforc'ito  seek  some  covert  nigh  at  hand. 
A  shatly  grove  not  farre  away  they  spide. 

Thai  promis'tayde  the  tempest  to  withstand  : 
Wlioes  lofty  trees  yclad  with  summer's  pride, 
Did  spread  so  brouii  that  heaven's  light  did  hide. 

Not  perceable  with  power  of  any  starre : 
x\nd  all  wiiliin  were  paths  and  alleics  wide. 

With  fooling  worne,  and   leading  inward 

farre  :  [entred  are. 

Faire  harboure,  that  them  secmes  ;  so  in  they 

§71.     Harmony. 
"Pfts CONES  tiiey  heard  a  most  melodious 
^■^         sound. 
Of  all  that  mote  delight  a-dainty  care. 

Such  as  at  once  might  not  uxi  living  ground. 
Save  in  this  paradise,  be  lieard  elewhere  : 
llight  hard  it  was  for  wight  tliat  did  it  hcare. 

To  read  what  manner  miisick  that  mote  be: 
For  all  that  pleasing  is  to  living  eare. 

Was  there  consorted  in  one  harmonic. 
Birds,  voices,  instruments,  windes,  waters,-* 
all  agree. 

The  joyous  birds  shrouded  in  chearful  shade# 
Their  notes  unto  tli£  \oyce  attenipred  swoet ; 

The  angel  call  soft  treambling  vovces  made 
To  the  mstrnments  divine  respondcnce  nxtx^  : 
The  silver  soundinginstrumentsdid  meet 

With  the  base  murmureof  the  waters  fall  : 
The  waters  fall,  with  difference  discreet, 

Nowsof\,  now  loud,  unto  the  wind  did  call  5 
The  gentle  warbling  wind  lowe  answering  u> 
all. 


§  72.     Hearing.. 
npHE  second  bulwarke  was  the  hearing  sense, 
-*■   'Gainst  which  the  second  troupe  assign- 
ment makes,} 
Deformed  creatures,  in  strange  difference. 
Some  having  heads  like  harts  j  some  like  to 

snaktje, 
Some  like  wild  bores  late  rousM  out  of  tlie 
break«s, 
Z  z  3  SIandrou& 
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Sbndront  fefiroehrs,  and  fouir  infamKs, 
lAMings,  iMckbitin^.  and  vain-<^lonoii5  rrakes, 

B»d  counsels,  pny<»w,  and  fiaiU«  flartcric^, 
All  ihosc  against  ihiai  fort  did  build  thrir  bat- 
tehe«. 

§  73.  Ilrrmitage. 

A  LITTLE  lowly  hcrmiuiKC  it  was, 
Down  in  a  dale  hard  by  a  forest  r  idc, 
Farre  from  rcjbrt  of  people  that  did  ;  jss 
tn  travell  to  and  firo  :  a  little  wide 
There  was  an  holy  chapell  edified, 

AVhcrcin  the  hermit  duly  went  to  say 
Mis  holy  things  each  morn  and  even  tide  : 
Thereby  A  crystal  streame  did  gently  iday , 
Which  from  a  sacred  fountain  welled  forth 
away. 

He  thence  led  mc  into  thishcrmitacc 
Letting  his  steeds  to  grax^  upon  the  -jrcrn  ; 

Small  was  his  house,  and  like  a  little  cage, 
Fbr  his  own  turne,  yet  Inly  neat  and  clean, 
Dcckt  with  green  boughes,  and  flowers  gay  be 
scene  J 

Tliercin  he  them  full  faire  did  entertaine, 
Not  with  such  forged  showes,  as  fitter  heene 

For  courting  fools  that  courtisios   would 
,  faine,  [plaipc. 

But    with  entire  alTection,    and  appearance 

§  74.     Uippolilus. 

TJr  POLYTUS  a  jolly  huntsman  wa;?, 
*^  That  wont  in  charot  chase  the  foaming 
boar, 

He  all  his  peers  in  beauty  did  surp:i«>'5, 
But  lady'»  love,  as  loss  of  time,  fort>')rc  ; 
His  wanton  step>damc  loved  him  tho  indre. 

But  when  »hc  saw  her  oflcr'd  swcft  refused, 
Her  Jove  she  turn'd  to  hate,  and  him  b'-forc 

Ilis  f.ither  fierce,  of  trca«ion  false  accused, 
A -id   with   her  jealous  terms  his   npcn  cars 
abused. 

Who  ill  in  rage  his  sea'god  sire  besought 
Sonte  ciifocd  vrngoince  oti  his  son  to  cast ; 

From  surging  gulph  two  monsiei:>  straight 
i,         were  brought, 

With  dreiid  wbercfjf  his  chasing  steeds  aghast 
Bt»th  charot  «wift  and  huntsman  overcast 

His  Koodiv  corps  on  rapgcd  clifts  yrent 
^^  'ircd,  and  his  raeriibersrhast 

niountainc,  as  he  went 
Tlu.  »..  ii.j.j„,.,..i.N  was  left  no  monument 


Abroad  in  arms,  tt  homt?  in  studious  kind/ 
Vvho  seeWes  with  painefull  toile,  shall  honour 
soonest  find. 

In  woods,  in  v/avcs,  in  wars  she  wonts  to 
dwell. 
And  will  be  found  with  perill  and  with  paine ; 

Ne  can  the  man  that  rhoulds  in  idle  cell. 
Unto  her  happy  mansion  attaint  : 
Before  her  gaiehi^h  God  did  sweat  ordaine. 

And  wakeful  watches  ever  to  abide ; 
But  easie  is  the  way,  and  passage  plaine 

To  pleasure's  palace ;  it  may  soon  be  spide. 
And  day  and  nignt  her  doors  to  all  staiid  opei\ 
wide. 


§  76-    Hope, 
"^ITiTH  him  wenv  Hope  in  r^nk,  a  handsom6 
^^  mayd, 

Of  chearful  look,  and  lovely  to  behold  ; 

In  silken  samile  she  was  light  arraid, 
And  her  faire  locks  were  woven  up  in  gold  { 
She  always  smil'd,  and  in  her  hande  did  hold 

An  holy  water  sprinkle  dipt  in  deawe, 
In  which  she  sprinkled  favours  manyfold, 

On  whome  she  list,  ai\d  did  great  liking 
shewe  ; 
Great  liking  unto  many,  but  true  love  to  fewc. 

Another. 

Her  youngest  sister,  that  Speranza  hight. 
Was  clad  in  blue,  that  her  beseemed  well. 

Not  all  so  chearful  seemed  she  of  sip;ht. 
As  was  her  sister ;  whether  dread  did  dwell. 
Or  anguish  in  her  heart,  is  hard  to  tell : 

Upon  her  arme  a  silver  anchor  lay. 
Whereon  she  leaned  cver#  as  befell  : 

And  ever  up  to  Heaven  as  she  did  pray. 
Her  siedfast  eyes  were  bent,  ne  swarved  other 
way. 


$   7-^'     Honour. 

"ilTHoso  in  pompe  of  proud  estate  (quoth 
^'  jhej 

Does  swim,  and  bnihes  himself  in  courtly  bliss, 

Docs  wail  his  daies  in  darkc  obscurity 
And  in  oblivion  ever  buried  Is ; 
Where  ease  abounds,  it's  casie  to  doc amiss; 
But  who  his  limbs  with  labours,  and  his 
mind 
Bvhaves  wltli  cares,  cannot  so  casic  miss. 


§  77.     Hydra, 

QR  like  the  hell-borne  Hydra,  which  they 

faine. 
That  great  Alcicle?  whylome  over-threw. 

After  that  he  bad  labmir'd  long  in  vaine. 
To  crop  his  thousand  heads,  the  which  still 

new 
Forth  budded,  and  in  greater  numbers  grew. 

Another, 

Such  own  it  was,  as  that  renowned  snake 
Which  great  ^Icides  in  Slremona  flew, 

Long  foster'd  in  the  ftltli  of  Lenta  lake, 
\yho8e  many  heads  ont-b\idding  ever  new. 
Did  breed  hiin  endless  labour  to  subflue. 


§  78.    Hj/pocrife, 


At  length  they  chanc't  to  meet  upon  the  ^vay 
^■^   An  aged  sire,  in  long  black  needs  ydad. 
His  foci  all  bare,  his  beard  all  hoariegraie. 


graie. 
And 
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And  bv  his  belt  his  book  he  bunging  liad } 
Sober  lie  secm'd,  and  very  sagely  sad, 

And  to  tlic  ground  his  eves  were  lowly  bent. 
Simple  in  shcwc,  and  void  of  malice  bad, 

And  all  the  way  he  prayed  as  he  went,  fpcnt. 
And  often  kaoclct  his  breast,  a»  one  that  did  re- 


O 


§  7g.  Idleness. 
F  which  the  first,  that  all  the  rest  did  guide, 
Was  sluggish  Idleness,  the  nurse  of  sin  j 

Upon  a  slothful  uss  he  chose  to  ride, 
Arraid  in  habit  black,  and  a(uis  thin. 
Like  to  an  holy  monk  the  servis  to  begin. 

And  in  his  hand  a  portcsse  still  he  bare, 
That  miich  was  worne,  but  therein  little  red  ; 

For  of  nevotion  he  had  little  care. 
Still  drown'd  in  sleep,  and  most  of  li  is  days  dead. 
Scarce  could  he  once  uphold  his  heavy  head 

To  looken  whether  it  were  night  or  day. 
Mav  seem  the  waine  was  very  evil  led. 

When  such  an  one  bad  guiding  of  the  way. 
That  knew  not  whether  right  he  went,  or  else 
astray. 

From  worldly  cares  himself  he  did  esloine. 
And  greatly  shunned  manly  exercise 

For  every  work  he  challenged  cllbine. 
For  couteini)latioa  sake  :  vet  otherwise. 
His  life  he  led  in  lawless  ri'otise  : 

By  which  he  grew  to  grievous  maladie  ; 
For  in  his  lusiless  limbs  through  evil  guise 

A  shaking  feaver  raiga'd  coaiinually  : 
Such  one  was  Idleness,  first  of  this  company. 


§  80.    Lj^norance. 

At  last,  with  creeping  crooked  p:.ce,  for'^' 

came 
An  old  man,  with  beard  as  white  as  snow. 
That  on  a  staffe  his  feeble  steps  did  frame. 
And  guide  his  weary  steps  both  to  and  fro  ; 
For  his  eye- sight  him  failed  long  ago  ; 

And  on  his  arme  a  bunch  of  keys  he  bore, 
ThewhicI),  utuised,  rust  did  ove'r-growe  : 

Those  were  the  keys  of  every  inward  dore: 
But  he  could  not  tljem  use,  "but  kept  them 
still  in  store. 

Bat  \Gr\-  uncouth  sight  was  to  behold 
How  he  did  fashion  his  untoward  pace  : 

For  as  he  forward  mov'd  his  footing  old. 
So  backward  still  was  lurn'd  his  wrinkled  facej 
Unlike  to  men,  who  ever  as  they  trace. 

Both  feet  and  face  one  way  are  wont  to  lead  j 
This  was  the  ancient  keeper  of  that  place. 

And  foster  lather  of  the  giant  dead. 
His  name  I^naro  did  his  nature  right  aread. 


§  81.     Inconstancy. 

"poR  those  same  islands,  seeing  now  and  then, 

Are  not  firme  land,  or  anv  certeiu  wonne, 

Bui  straggling  plots;  which  to' and  frodoronne 

la  the  wide  waters:  therefore  are  thcyhight 


The  Wandring  Islands :    therefore  do  thetn 

shonne  ;  [w  ght 

For  they  have  oft  drawn  many  a  wandring 

Iiuo  most  deadly  danger  and  distressed  plight. 

Yet  >vcll  they  seem  to  him,  that  farre  doth 
view. 
Doth  faireand  fruitful,  and  the  ground  dispreJ 

With  grassie  green  of  delectable  hew. 
And  the  tall  trees  with  leaves  unparellcd, 
Are  deckt  with  blossoms  dyed  in  whiteaadrcd. 

That  mote  the  passmjjers  thereto  allure; 
But  whosoever  once  hatn  fastened 

His  foot  thereon,  may  never  it  recure. 
But  wandrcth  evermore  uncertain  and  unsure. 


§  SS-.     Jiicor.tincnce. 

T^HP,  wanton  lady  with  her  lover  rose, 
*    Whcs  sleepy  head  she  in  her  lap  did  soft 
dispose. 

Upon  a  bed  of  roses  she  was  Lad, 
As  faint  through  heat,  or  dight  to  pleisant  sin. 

And  was  arraid,  or  rather  disairai  I, 
All  in  a  veil  of  silk  and  silver  thin. 
That  hid  no  whit  her  alabaster  skin,  [be : 

But  rather  shewd  ni^fc  white,  if  more  might 
More  subtile  web  Arachue  caruict  spin, 

Nor  the  fine  nets  which  oft  we  woven  see 
Of  scorched  dew,  do  not  m  th'air  more  lightly 


§  S3.     Ltchcrij, 
A  NT)  next  to  him  rode  lustfall  Lccherv, 

Upon  a  bearded  goat,  whoes  rugged  halrc. 
And  whaley  eves  (the  signe  of  jealousie) 
Was  like  the  person  self  whom  he  did  beare  ; 
Who  rough  and  black,  and  filthy  did  appeare. 

Unseemly  man  to  please  fair  lady's  eye; 
Yet  he  of  ladvs  oft  was  loved  dear,' 

When  fairer  faces  were  bid  standen  by: 
O  I  who  does  know  the  bent  of  woman's  fan- 
tasie? 

In  a  greeji  gowne  he  clothed  was  full  faire 
Which  underneath  did  hide  his  filthiucss, 

And  in  his  hand  a  burning  heart  did  bare. 
Full  of  vaine  follies,  and  new  faagleness. 
For  he  Avas  false,  and  fraught  with  ficklenes?. 

And  learned  had  to  love  with  sccrcti  looki-". 
And  well  could  danceand  sing  with  ruefulness. 

And  fortunes  tell,  and  read  in  loveing  honks. 
And  thousand  other  waies,  to  bait  his  flc^^hly 
hooks. 

Inconstant  man,  that  loved  all  he  saw, 
And  lusted  after  all  that  be  did  love, 

Ne  would  his  looser  life  be  tied  to  law, 
Butjoy'd  weak  women's  hearts  to  tempt  and 

prove. 
If  from  their  loyal  loves  he  might  them  move  ; 

Which  lewdness  fdl'd  him  with  reproachful 
Of  thatfoaleevill  whichall  men  reprove;  [paiue 

That  rots   the  marrow  and  consumes   the 
brains : 
Such  one  was  Lechery,  the  third  of  all  this 
traine. 

Zz4  §bl. 
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§  84.     Life. 

OWKT  d«*  wrclchecl  men  so  murli  desire 
'I',  .),....  .1...;,  ,1 ....  ,..,1,.  .K.. 

Know  :  ,  , 

Aud  thousand  pcrib  wliich  liicin   >till  awaite, 
To<>ingllicinsclvcslikeaboatarni(lihemainc 

Tliai  every  hour  they  knock  at  dcailus  «at<  ? 
And  he  that  happy  scrnies,  and  le.is;  in  |)aine, 

Vcl  U  as  ni;;h  his  end,  as  he  thai  most  doth 
plattie. 

The  whiles  some  one  did  chaunt  thi  >  lovely  lay : 
Ah  see,  who  so  faire  thing  dost  laitu'  to  sec. 

In  springing;  flowrc  the  image  ot  t!iv  day  ; 
All  sec  thy  virgin  rose,  how  sweetly  ^iiee 
Doth  fust  p«:ep  forth  with  bashful  modcstie, 

'niaifaiier  seems,  the  less  you  sf  lior  may  ; 
X.O,  sec  soon  af;er,  how  more  bold  huI  fiee 

Her  bared  bosom  she  doth  broad  dl  -play  i 
L.0,  sec  soon  after,  how^e  fodcsand  taiU  away. 

So  (M^seth  in  the  passin||  of  a  d.iy, 
Ot  Riorui  life  the  Icafe,   the  bud,  tip  rlowre, 

Ne  more  doth  Hourish  after  first  decay. 
That  earst  wa.s  sought  to  deck  both  bed  and 

bawre 
Ofmanya  lady,  and  manyaparamonrc  : 

Gather  the  rose  of  love,  whiht  v.!  is  time, 
Whilst  loving  thou  tnuyU  loved  be  wiih  equal 
crime. 


II 
rove. 


§  83.     Lion. 

T  IKE  as  a  lion  that  by  chauncedotli  fa 
^  Into  the  hunter's  toll,  doih  raa,c  :uid 
In  royal  heart  dis^daining  to  be  liirall 
But  all  \x\  vaine  \  for  what  might  onr  do  more? 
They  have  him  taken  captive,  tho'  it  grieve 
him  sore. 

/Inother. 

Like  as  a  lion,  whoes  imperial  powre 
A  proud  rebellious  unicorn  defies, 

T'avoid  th«?  rash  assault  and  Araihtal  stowre 
Orhi*  fierce  foe,  him  to  a  tree  appliis. 
And  when  liim  running  in  full  cour  e  he  spies, 

He  slips  .iside  ;  the  whiles  '"  ubeaM 

His  precious  home  sought  oi  .  s, 

Strikes  in  thestock.  no  iIkhv  .  m  i«  fcleast. 
But  to  the  mighty  victor  yields  a  bounteous 
feast. 


O 


§  86.      LfiVC. 

SACRKD  fire  that  burne«t  mightily 
In  living  brcsts,  vkindled  firf»t  abcjve, 
Kmongstth'tternal  spheres  aud  lamping  sky, 
And  thence  pour'd  into  men,  which  men  call 

love  i 
Not  that  same  which  doth  ba.se  aflectrons  move 
In  brutish  mindes,  and  filthy  lust  inflame ; 
}5ut  that  sweet  fit,  that  docs  true  beauty  love, 

Aud  choscth  vertue  for  his  dearest  dame, 
Wlicnce  spring  all  noble  deeds,  and  ncver- 
d)iiig  fame. 


Well  did  antinuitie  a  god  thee  deeme, 
That  ever  mortal  minds  has  so  great  might. 

To  order  them  as  best  to  thee  dnih  <:etnn'. 
And  all  theiractions  to  direct  ari-i,!  ; 
The  fatal  ))urpo.sc  of  divine  fores i -lit 

Thou  dost  effect  in  destined  descents. 
Through  deep  impre«siou  of  thv  secret  might ; 

And  stirrcdst  up  the  hcroess  hie;h  intents, 
Which   ih'j  laic  world  admires  for  vvoiidroui 
monuments. 

Wondrous  it  is  to  see  in  diverse  mindes. 
How  diversely  Love  doth  his  pageants  play. 

And  shews  his  power  in  vaiial)lc  kinds : 
The  baser  wil,  whoes  idle  ihouuius  alway. 
Arc  wo-.U  to  cleave  unto  tin-  lowly  clay, 

It  stirreth  up  to  sensual  desire,' 
And  in  lewd  sloth  to  wa>t  irs  careless  day  ; 

But  in  brave  sprite  it  kindles  goodly  firi:. 
That  lo  all  high  desert  and  honour  doth  aspire. 

Nc  suflerelh  uncomely  idleness 
In  his  free  tliou^ht  to  build  her  sln^gi.'-h  nest  j 

Ne  suffeVeth  it  thought  of  ungentleiiess, 
Hver  to  crtcp  into  his  noble  brest  ; 
But  to  the  hi  ;lKst  ami  the  worthiest 

Lifteth  it  up,  that  else  would  lowly  fall ; 
It  lets  not  fall,  it  lets  it  not  t<>  rest : 

It  U-is  nor  scarce  this  prince  to  breath  at  all. 
But  to  his  !irst  pursuit  liim  forward  still  doth 
call. 


§  §7.  Mr/flnefs. 
"lITiTH  hnndretl  iron  chains  he  did  him  bind, 
*     An  nunilred  knotts  that  did  him  sore 

consirainf*: 
Yet  his  ^reai  iron  teeth  he  still  did  grinde, 
Andgrimly  gna^h.  ihreatning  re\engein  vaine* 
His  burning  eyn,   whom  bloudy  strakes  did 
staine, 
Stared  full  wide,  and  threw  forth  sparks  of 
fire; 
And  more  for  ranke  dcspight,  then  for  great 
pnine, 
Shak't  his  long  locks,  colour'd  like  copper 
wire. 
And  bit  his  tawny  beard  to  shew  his  raging  ire. 


§  88.     Mastif. 
r  IKE  as  a  masttffe,  having  at  a  bay 

.\  salvage  bull,  wliocscrucl  horncsdo  threat 
IX'sncrate  danjter,  if  he  them  assay, 
Tractthhisground,  and  round  about  doth  teat. 
To  spy  wlirre  hr  may  some  advantage  get  ; 
The  whilst  the  beast  doth  rage  and  loudly  roar. 

§  89.     Mrdiocrily. 
r\r  second  sister,  who  did  far  excel 
^^  The  other  two  ;  Medina  was  her  name, 
A  sober,  snd,  and  romely  courteous  dame ; 

Who  rich  arrav'd,  and  yet  in  niotlest  guizc. 
In  goodly  garments,  that  her  well  became, 
Faire  marching  forth  in  honotirabic  wise, 
Mim  at  the  thrcbhold  met,  and  well  did  enter- 
prize. 

She 
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Sl)e  led  him  up  into  a  fjoodly  bowrc. 
And  comelv  courted  with  meet  modcstie, 

Nc  in  her  speech,  ne  in  her  havi^nr. 
Was  lightness  seen,  or  looser  vanitic. 
But  grations  womanhood,  and  gravitie. 

Above  the  reason  qi'  her  youthful  years  : 
Ilor  o;oldcn  lochs  she  rounaly  did  uptie 

In  brnidcd  trammclls,  lliat  no  looser  hares 
Did  out  of  order  stray  about  her  dainty  carts. 

Betwixt  them  both  the  fair  Medina  sate. 
With  sober  grace,  and  goodly  cariaee  : 

With  cquall  measure  siie  doth  moderate 
The  strong  extremities  of  their  outrage  ; 
Tiiat  forward  pair  she  ever  would  asswage, 

When  thev  would  strive  due  reason  to  exceed  3 
But  that  same  froward  iwaine  would  accourage, 

And  of  her  plenty  addc  unto  their  need  ; 
So  kept  she  them  in  order,  and  herself  in  heed. 

§  90.     Mercy. 
'T^HEY,  passing  by,  were  guided  by  degree 
■^   Unto  the  pressance  of  that  •^rations  queen  ^ 
Who  sate  on  high,  that  she  might  all  men  see. 
And  might  of  all  men  royally  be  scene. 
Upon  a  throne  of  gold  full  bright  and  sheene ; 
Adorned  all  with  gcmmes  of  endless  price, 
As  either  might  for  wealth  have  gotten  been, 
Or  could  be  fram'd  by  workman's  rare  device ; 
And  all  embost  with'lyons  and  with  flowre 
delice. 
And  over  all  her  cloth  of  state  was  spred. 
Not  of  rich  tissew,  nor  of  cloth  of  gold. 

Nor  of  ought  else  that  may  be  richest  red. 
But  like  a  cloud,  as  likest  may  be  told, 
1'hat  her  broad  spreading  wings  did  wide;  un- 
fold ; 
Whose  skirts  were  bordered  with  bright  svn- 
ny  beames, 
Glistring  like  gold,  amongst  the  plights  enrold, 
And   here  and  there  shooting  forth  silver 
strcames,  [glittering  glcames. 

'Morigbt  which  crept  the  little  angels  thro'  the 

Seemed  those  little  angels  did  uphold 
The  cloth  of  slate,  and  on  their  purpled  wings 

Did  bear  the  pendants,  thro'  their  ninil)less 
Besides  a  thousand  more  of  such,  as  sines  [bold, 
llymnes  to  high  God*  and   caroU  ncavealy 
things, 

Encompassed  the  throne,  on  which  she  sate  ; 
She  angcl-iike,  the  hcjir  of  ancient  kings 

And  mighty  concjuerors,  in  royal  stale. 
Whilst  kings  and  Caesars  at  her  feet  did  ihem 
prostrate. 

Thus  she  did^itin  sovereign  majestic. 
Holding  a  sceptre  in  her  royal  hand. 

The  sacred  pledge  of  peace  and  clemencic. 
With  which  high  God  had  blest  her  happy  land, 
Maugre  so  many  foes  which  did  withstand. 

But  at  her  feet  her  sword  was  likewise  layd, 
W^hoes  long  rest  rusted  the  bright  steeply  brond, 

Yet  when  as  foes  enforc't,  or  friends  sought 

avde,  [maide. 

^he  covls^  it  sternly  dr^w,  that  all  the  world  dis- 


718 

And  round  about  before  her  feet  there  wte 
A  beautic  of  faire  virgins  clad  in  white. 

That  goodly  seemd  t' adorne  her  royal  state. 
All  lovely  daughters  of  high  Jove,  that  hight 
Lita,  by  him  begot  in  love's  delight. 

Upon  the  righteous  Themis :  those  they  say 
Upon  Jove'sjudgment-seat  waite  day  and  night. 

And  when  iu  wrath  he  llireats  the  world's 

decay,  [stay. 

They  do  his  anger  calme,  and  cruel  vengcanu; 

They  also  doe,  by  his  divine  permission. 
Upon  the  thrones  of  mortal  princes  tend. 

And  often  treat  for  pardon  and  remission 
To  suppliants  through  frailtic  which  offend  ; 
Those  did  upon  Marcillse's  throne  attend-:- 

Jujt  Dice,  wise  Eunomie,  mild  Eirene  ; 
And  them  amongst,  her  glory  to  commend. 

Sate  goodly  Temperance,  in  garments  clene. 
And    sacred   Reverance,    yborne  of  heavenly 
sirene. 

Someclcrkes  doe  doubt  in  their  deviceful  art. 
Whether  this  heavenly  thing,  whereof  1  treat. 

To  vveeten,  mercy,  be  of  justice  part. 
Or  drawne  forth  from  her  by  divine  extreate. 
This  will  I  wote,  that  sure  she  is  as  great, 
An-d  mcritcth  to  have  as  high  a  place, 
Sith  in  ih'  Almighties  everlasting  seat 

She  first  was  bred,  and  borne  of  heavenly  race ; 
From  thence  pour'd  down  on  men,  by  infla- 
ence  of  grace. 

For  if  that  virtue  be  of  that  great  might. 
Which  from  just  verdict  will  for  nothing  start. 

But  to  preserve  invioiated  right. 
Oft  spoils  the  principal  to  save  the  part ; 
So  much  more  then  is  that  of  powrc  and  art. 

That  scekes  to  save  the  subject  of  her  skill. 
Yet  never  doth  for  doom  of  right  depart : 

As  it  is  greater  ))raisc  to  save,  than  spill  j 
And  better  to  reforme,  than  to  cut  off  the  ill. 


§gl.     Minerva. 
T  IKE  as  Minerva,  being  late  return 'd 
•■-'  From  slaughter  of  the  giants  conquered  ; 

W^bere  proud  Encelade,  whose  wide  nosetrils 
buru'd 
With  brcailicd  flames,  like  to  a  furnace  red. 
Transfixed  with  his  sp^ar,  down  tuni bled  dead 

From  top  of  Hemus,  by  him  heaped  hie. 
Hath  loos'd  her  helmet  from  her  lotty  head. 

And  her  Gorgonian  shield  gins  to  tmtie 
From  her  leftaripe",  to  rest  in  glorious  victorie. 

§  92.     Morning. 

A  T  last  fair  Hesperus,  in  his  highest  skv 
^^  Had  spent  his  lamp,  and  brought  forth 
dawning  light. 
Then  up  he  rose,  and  clad  him  hastily; 
The  dwarfe  him  brought  his  steed:  so  both 
away  did  fly 

Another. 
Now  when  the  rosy^finger'd  moniing  faire. 
Weary  of  aged  Tithon's  sailron  bed, 

^  Had 
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Had  fpred  her  purplt  robe  ihro'  Jiavvy  aire, 
And  the  high  hills  Titjii  discuvercd, 
Thero\al  virjjin  ^hook  her  drowsy  head. 

Anotkrr. 

Ai  last,  the  p^oMen  orfcnfal  gate 
Of  grp»t«t  heaven  jran  to  open  fairc. 

And   Fhttbus  fresh,  as  bndcgrome  to  his 
male, 
Came  dancing  forth,  shaking  his  deawy^care: 
Aad  hurtes  his  glistering  beams  thro' gloomy 
aire. 

SooD  asthcfierv^treakeswith  purple bcarwes 
Disperse  the  shadowes  of  tlte  mistv  night, 

*\nd  Titan  playing  on  the  custrrnc  stre;*me8, 
Gan  cleare  ihcdeawy  aire  \\  Irh  sprlnpir.Rlight : 

So  soon  as  day,  forth  dawning  from  the  cast. 
Night's  humid  cm  tainc  from  the  hta\  ens  with- 
drew, 

And  early  callin;;  TfTrih  both  mannnd  beast, 
Commanded  them  their  daily  ivorkcs  renew. 


(^  99.     Mountain. 

IT  was  an  hi)!  nlacM  in  an  open  pl.iine, 

•*  Thr.t  rotind  ai>oijt  was  bom  end  w  ithawomi 

Of  imtchlcs%  height,  that  secmd  th'furtli  to 
disdniijt',  " 

In  which  all  trees  of  honour  stntclv  -^tood. 
And  did  all  winter  as  in  summer  liud. 

Spreading  pavilions  for  the  birds  tohowrc. 
Which  ill  the  lowly  branches  siinc  aloud, 

And  in   their  tops  the  soaring  hauike  did 
towre, 
SittingUkc  king  of  fowled  in  mnjcsty  and  powrc. 

And  at  the  fool  thereof,  a  gi-ntlc  flood 
His  silver  waves  did  sofilv  tumble  jlown, 

UnniarrM  with  ragged  moss  or  fdiliv  mud ; 
Ne  mote  wild  Uast^,  nc  mote  tlu-  mderclownc 
There   to   approach,    ue   iilti)    mote   therein 
drowne: 

Butnymphsandf«rriesbythebniilcsdidsit, 
In   the  wood   shade,  which  did   the  waters 
cTOwnc, 

Keeping  all  noisome  things  awav  from  it. 
And  to  the  watiT?  fall  tuning  th(  ir  accents  fit. 

And  on  the  top  thereof  a  snatious  plaine 
Did  spread  itself,  tosenc  loall  delight    [faine, 

Either  to  dance,  when  they  to  dance  would 
Or  cUe  to  course  about  their'ba'*es  light : 
Kc  ought  there  wauled,    which  for  pleasure 
might 

Desired  be,  or  thence  to  banish  bale : 
SojMjeaMntlythe  hill,  with  equal  height. 

Did  wem'to  oirrlook  the  lowly  vale. 
Therefore  it  rightly  cleeped  wa«  Mount  Acidale. 


$  94.     Mutainlity. 
Caen  is  the  weakness  of  all  mortal!  hope  ; 
•^  So  fickJc  is  the  rure  of  earthly  ihincs. 

That  ere  they  come  into  ihcir  aimed  scope, 
Tbcy  fall  so  short  of  oujfrailc  leekomop^ 


And  bring  us  bale  and  bitter  sorrowings. 

Instead  ofcoftifori  which  we  should  embrace : 
ITiis  i:>  the  state  of  C;esars  and  of  kings. 

Let  none  therefore  that  is  in  meaner  place. 
Too  greatly  grieve  at  any  his  unlucky  case. 


§  y5.    Kight. 
VyHERF.gricsly  Night,  with  visage  deadly  sad. 
That  Fhojbus'  chearfuil  face  durst  never 
view. 
And  in  a  foul  blark  pitchy  mantle  clad. 
She  finds  fortli  comeing  from  her  darksome 

mew 
Where  she  all  <lay  did  hide  her  hated  hew. 

lieforc  the  door  her  iron  charoi  stood. 
Already  harnessed  for  journey  new  ; 

And  cole-black  steeds  yborne  of  hellish  brood. 
That  on  their  nasty  bits  did   champ,  as  they 
were  wood. 

Rv  this,  etcrnall  lamps,  whcre-with  high  Jove 
Doth  light  the  world,  wen",  half  yspent,     ' 
And  the  moist  daughters  of  huge  Atlasshove 
1  iito  throccan  deep  to  drive  their  wearied  ro\  c. 
Now  when  as  all  the  world  in  sileneedeep 
Yshrowdcd  was,  and  every  mortal  wight 
Was  drowned  in  the  depth  of  deadly  sleep. 

T^ight,  thou  fonic  motlicr  of  annoyance  sad. 
Sister  of  heavy  death,  and  nur->e  of  woe. 

Which  was  begot  in  heaven,  but  for  thy  bad 
And  brutish  shapr,  thrust  downe  to  hell  below. 
Where,  by  the  grim  Houd  of  Cocvtus  slowe. 

That  dwelling  is  norebjjs'  black  hous, 
(Black  Herebus,  thy  husband,  is  the  foe 

(^f  all  the  Gods)  where  thou  ungracious. 
Half  of  thy  days  docsi  lead  \\\  horrourhedeous. 

What  had  th'  Eternal  Maker  need  of  thee. 
The  world  in  his  continual  course  to  keep, 

Thai  doest  all  things  deface,  ne  leitest  sec 
Tlic  beautie  of  his  work  ?  Indeed  in  sleep 
The  slothful  body  doth  love  to  steep 

His  lusiless  limbs,  anddrowne  his  l)aser  mind 
Dotlj  praise  thee  oft,  and  oft  from  Stvgiandcep, 

Calls  thee  his  goddess,  in  hiseirour  blind. 
And  great  dame  Nature's  hand-maid  cheariug 
every  kind. 

Bntwelll  wolc,  that  to  an  heavy  heart 

Thou  art  the  root  and  nurse  of  bitter  cares. 
Breeder  <>f  new,  renewer  of  old  smarts; 

Instead  of  rest,  thou  lendest  rayling  tears, 
And  dreadful  v*ision:s  in  the  which  alive, 

Hie  dreary  image  of  sad  death  appears  : 
So  from  the  warie  spiri«e  ihou  dost  drive 

Desired  rest,  and  men  of  happiness  deprive. 

Under  thy  mantle  black  there  hidden  lye. 
Light-shunning  theft,  and  truyterous  intent. 

Abhorred  bloudshed,  and  vile  felony, 
S'hamefull  deceipt, and danj^er  iminent : 
Foule  horror,  and  eke  hellish  drerimeut  : 

All  these  (I  wole)  in  thy  protection  bee. 
And  light  doe  shunne,  for  tear  being  shent : 

Tor,  licht  vlike  is  loih'd  of  them  and  ihee. 
And  all  that  kwdnesa  io\c,  doe  hale  the  iight 
[  to  sec.  Fot 


Book  IV.         SENTIMENTAL,  LYRICAL,  and  LUDICROUS. 


•15 


For  day  discovers  all  cUshoncst  vvayes. 
And  shewcth  each  thin^  as  it  is  indeed  ; 

Tl^e  pnwscs  of  high  God  he  lair  displaycs. 
And  his  large  hounty  rightly  doth  arced. 
Days  blessed  children  be  the  blessed  seed, 

Which  darkness  shall  subdue,  and  heaven 
win : 
Truth  is  his  daughter,  he  her  first  did  breed, 

Most  sacred  virgin,  without  spot  or  sin  : 
Oui  life  is  day  ;  but  death  with  darkness  doth 
begin. 

Now  g.\n  the  humid  vapour  shed  the  ground 
With  pearlv  dew,  and  the  earth's  gloomy  shade 

Did  dim  the  brightness  of  the  welkin  round, 
That  ever/  bird  and  boast  awarned  made 
To  shrow'd  iiicmselves,  while  sleep  their  senses 
did  invade. 


And  evtr  dfizH!>graineiipon  the  loft,  [sound 
Mixt  with  a  murmuring  wind,  much  like  the 
Of  swarming  bees,  did  cast  him  in  a  swoone: 

No  other  noise,  nor  peoples  troublous  cryes. 
As  still  are  wont  t'  annoy  the  walled  town, 

Might  there  be  heard  :  but  careless  quiet  lies, 
Wrapt  in  eternal  silence,  farreftom  eijemies. 


Occasitrn. 
a  wicked  hagg  did  stalke. 


§90. 

Avn  him  behind,  i 
In  ragged  robes,  and  filthy  disarray  , 

H'^r  other  leg  was  lame,  that  she  no'te  walk. 
But  on  a  st:iff  her  feeble  steps  did  stay  ; 
Her  locks,  that  loathly  were,  and  hoary  grey. 

Grew  all  afore,  and  loosclv  hung  unroU'd ; 
But  all  behind  was  bald,  andf  worn  away. 

That  none  thereofcould  ever  taken  hold,  [old. 
And  eke  her  face  ill-favour'd,  full  of  wrinkles 

And  ever  as  she  went,  her  ton^^uc  did  walk 
In  foul  reproach,  and  terms  of  viledespight. 

Provoking  him,  by  her  outrageous  talk, 
To  heap  more  vengeance'  on  that  wretched 

wight. 
Sometimes  she  raught  him  stones,  wherewith 
to  smite. 

Sometimes  her  staff,  tho' it  her  own  leg  were, 
Withoulen  which  she  could  not  go  upright 

Ne  evil  means  she  did  forbeare,     [tion  reare 
That  might  him  move  to  wrath,  and  iadigna 


§  98.    Tyger. 
A  s  when  two  tygers,  pinch'd  witli  hunger's 
■^  rage. 

Have  by  good  fortune  found  some  beast's  fretih 
spoyle. 

On  which  they  ween  their  famin  to  asswage. 
And  gaine  a  feasifu!  guerdon  of  their  toylc 
Both  falling  out,  do  stir  up  strife-full  broylc, 

Andcruell  battell'twixt  tliemselvesdomake. 
Whiles  neither  lets  the  other  touch  thespoyle^ 

itiut  either  'sdeignes  with  other  to  partake. 
Another. 

As  when  a  tyger  and  lyoness 
Are  met  a  spoylmg  of  some  hungry  prev, 

Bothciiallenge  it  with  equal  greediness: 
But  first  the  tyger  clawcs  thereon  did  lay; 
And  therefore,  loth  to  loos  hef  right  away. 

Doth  in  defence  thereof  full  stoutly  stond 
To  which  the  lyon  strongly  gainsay. 

That  she  to  hunt  the  beast  first  took  in  bond: 
And  therefore  ought  it  have,  where  ever  she  it 
found. 


[been  hid, 
hath  long 


§  97.    Palace  of  Sleep. 
n^o  Morpheus'  house  doth  hastily  repaire  : 
•*■    Amid  the  bowels  of  the  earth  lull  steep 

And  lowe,  where  dawning  day  doth  never 
peep. 
His  dwelling  is ;  there  Thetys  his  wet  bed 

Doth  ever  wash,  and  Cynthia  still  doth  steep 
Jn  silver  dew  his  ever  drooping  head. 
Whiles  sad  night  over  him  her  mantle  bbck 
doth  s])read. 

Whose  double  gates  he  findeth  locked  fast, 
The  one  faire  fram'd  with  burnish'd  ivory. 

The  other  all  with  silver  over-cast  : 
And  wakefull  dogges  before  them  farre  doe  lye, 
Wa^tchingto  banish  Care  their  enemy. 

Who  oft  is  wont  to  trouble  gentle  sleep. 
By  them  the  spright  doth  pass  in  quietly,  [deep, 

And  unto  Morpheus  comes,  whom  drowned 
Indrowsiefithefinds  :  ofnothing  he  takes  keep. 

And  more  to  lull  him  in  hisslutnbers  soft, 
A  trickling  stream  from  high  rock  tumbling 
down. 


§  99.     mnds. 

•-    "Like  as  a  boist'rous  wind. 
Which  in  th'  earth's  hollow  caves 

And  shut  up  fast  within  her  prisons  blind, 

Makes  the  huge  element  agamsther  kiud 
To  move,  and  tremble  as  it  were  aghast, 

Untill  that  it  an  issue  forth  may  find. 
Then  forth  it  breakes,  and  with  his  furious  blast 
Coofourids  both  land  and  seas,  and  sky  doth 
overcast. 


§  lOG.    Sun. 
A  s  when  two  Suns  appear  in  th'  BMK  sky, 
■^^  Mouiitedin  Phoebus'  chariot  fiericbTi^t: 
Both  darting  forth  faire  bcames  to  each  man>i 

eye. 
And  both  adorn'd  with  lamps  of  flaming  light. 
All  that  behold  such  strange  prodigious  sight. 
Not  knowing  nature's  work,  nor  what  to 

weene. 
Are  wra{)t  with  wonder  and  witli  rare  affright 


§  101.    Phdeton. 

EXcEEWNG    shone,    like    Phflebus'    faifest 
childe. 
That  did  presume  his  father's  fierie  waine^ 
And  flaming  mouthes  of  steeds  unwonted 
wild, 
Thro'highestheaven  with  weaker  hand  to  raine^ 
Proud  ^f'sttch  glory  and  advancemeat  vaine. 

While 
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eyen, 


He  leare*  the  wiikin  way  mo*t  boai?n  plaine, 
And  wrapt  with  whirling  wheals  enflamc 
the  skyen  [thine 

With  fire  not  made  to  bum,  but  fui  '    ' 


§  102.    Sight. 

Tut  f»r«t  trnupc  wa$  a  monstrous  rahblcment 
Of  fowlc*  inisliapcn  wights,  of  wliichsomc 
*%  ere 
Heaileil  like  owls,  with   bcakcs  uncomely 
bent. 
Others  like  do««,  others  li^c  gryphons  dreare, 
Aud  sonic  had  wlng&,iii)d  sonic  luul  ciuwcs  to 


feeble  j     Ne  ever  thine;  was  done  so  well  alive. 

But  she  with  blame  would  blot,  and  of  duft< 
praise  deprive. 

Her  words  were  not  as  common  words  are 
nicnt, 
ly  forte  T' express ihemeaninp^nf the  inward  minde: 

liut  uni.'^onic  bn-ath,  and  poys'tirms  !«^;irit  sent 
From  inward  parts,  with  cancarMiiiahcclin'd, 
And  breathed  torth  with  blast  of  bittrr  windc ; 
Which  passing  thro'  the  eares,  would  pierce 
the  bean, 
And  wound  tbesoul  it  self  with  grief  unkind  : 
For,  like  the  sungs  of  aspcs,  titat  kill  wiili 
smart. 
Her  sprigbtlul  words  did  prick  and  wound ibe 
inner  pari. 


And  e\ery  oneof  tbcnihad  lynres  eves. 
And  ckcrv  one  did  bowe  and  arrowcs  bcare. 

All  those  wero  la^vkss  lusts,  corriipt  envies. 
And  covetous  aspects,  alt  cruel  i  :u miei. 

ThiMeaamea|(ainst  the  buiw.iikcofthefijlit 
Did  Uy  strong  steffc,  and  balt«iiloiis  assault, 

Xc  «ncc  di<l  yield  it  respit  d.iy  tK>r  night. 
But  soon  as  Tiun  gitii  bis  head  i  x.fuU, 
And  toon  again  as  he  his  li^ht  wiiliiiault* 

Their  wicked  engines  ihev  ag;aiu.;t  it  bent : 
Thai  is,  each  thing   by  which  ilic  eves  may 
fault; 

But  two  than  all  more  huge  and  violent. 
Beauty  and  money,  they  that  bulwark  sorely 
le^it. 


§103.    Slander. 
Co  when  that  forest  they  bad  passed  well, 
^  A  little  coita^r  fane  a  v.iy  thcv  spidr. 

To  whifh  ilicydrcw.erenJgii;  ii[>o?i  ihemrdi: 
And  entering  in,  found  noi;e  th»rc!n  abide, 
Botan  old  woman  sitting  tlicrc  beside. 

Ui)on  the  ground,  in  ragged  rude  attire. 
With  filthy  locks  about  her  scaitcr'd  wide. 

Gnawing  her  na)les  for  felneso  and  for  ire. 
And   ihereoui    sucking  v'ciioin    to   her  parts 
intiic. 

A  foule  and  loothlv  creature  sure  in  liaht. 
And  .... 

^  1'  ':  despight 

'V  '    •■■'   ■■•■ •  '■■■••  "-  ••  -  ■  "  ■■*  rncss 

it  forth  would  break,  and  gush  in  great  ericess, 

Pourinif  owi  >treAm»-of  poyson  and  of  gall, 
,  Gainst  all  that  truth  or  virtue  doe  professe: 

Whome  she  with  Icetings  lewdly  did  miscall, 
And  wickedly  back-bite:  hernamcmen  Slan- 
der call. 

TI  '•^♦•w  to  abuse, 

An  Mually  to  frame; 

\\  Hii  ^^,.ull  -lie  g\iiiiie5s  )>e'rsons  may  ac- 
cuse. 
Andsteale  away  therrowneof  their  good  name  : 
Ne  ever  knight'  so  bold,  ne  ever  dame , 

8o  chast  and  loyall  liv'd,  but  ihe  would  striVe 
With  forged  cause  ihcm  falsely  -to  defauie : 


H' 


§  104.     Sfortn. 

EEcryde.as  rageinn;sca3  ore  wont  to  rore, 
Wiien  wintry  sii^nne  his  wraliifull  wreck 
does  threat, 
The  rolling  billows  beat  the  rugged  shore. 
As  they  the  earth  would  siiouldcr  from  hericai. 
And  greedy  tjulph  doesgupe,  as  he  would  eal 

liib  neighbour  element  in  his  revenge  : 
Tbongin  the  blubtering  broaihren  boldly  lhreat«»' 
'1  o  move  the  world  from  oflf  his  sied  labt  henget 
Aud   boystrous   batteli  make,  each  other  t# 
avenge. 

Anothfr, 

Like  to  a  storm  that  hovers  undcrskie  [flic, 
Lotig  here  and  tlierc,  and  round  about  dotU 

At  length  breaks  down  in  raine,andhuilc,  and 

sleet,  [^""y* 

First  from  one  coast,  till  nought  thereof  M 

Aud  then  anoiher,  till  that  likewise  fleet :  [we*  t. 

And  ^o  from  side  to  side,  till  all  the  world  bjp 


§  105.    Suptrstition. 

"IIThf.re  that  old  woman  day  and  night  did 
''^    Upon  herbeadesdevoutlypenitcnt ;  [pray 

Nine  liundred  Fater-nosiers  every  day, 

And  thrice  nine  hundred  Avcsshewaswomt 
to  say. 
And  to  augment  her  paineful  penjince  more,  , 

Thrice  every  week  tn  ashes  she  did  sit. 
And  next  her  wrinkled  skin  rough  sackcloth 
wore. 

And  thrice  three  times  did  fjbt  from  any  biU 

Upon  the  image  with  bis  naked  blade 
Three  times,  as  in  defianre,  there  he  stroke; 

And  the  third  time,  out  of  un  hidden  shade. 
There  forth  issued  from  under  tbealtiirsmoako 
A  dreadful  fiend,  with  foul  de'.ormed  look. 

That  strecht  itsself,  as  it  had  long  lain  still; 
That  her  long  taile  and  feathers  strongly  shook, 

Tliat  all  the  temple  did  with  terror  till ; 
Yelhini  nought  terrified,  that  feared  nothing 

An  huge  great  beast  it  was,  whenitinlena;th 
Was  stretched  forib,  that  nigh  filled  all   the 
place. 

And 
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And  scem'tl  to  be  of  infmitc  great  strength; 
Horrible,  Indcoiis,  and  of  hellish  race, 
Borne  of  the  brooding  of  Echidna  base, 

Or  other  iike  iriferrudl  furies  kind  : 
For  ofa  niaide  the  had  the  outward  face, 

To  hide  the  horrour which  did  lurk  behind, 
Tlie  better  to  beguile  whom  she  so  fond  did  tind . 

Thereto  the  body  of  a  dog  she  had. 
Full  of  fell  ravin  and  tierce  greediness; 

A  lyon's  clawcs  with  jX)vver  and  rigour  clad. 
To  rend  and  tcare  what  so  she  can  oppress; 
And  dragon's  taile,  whoes  sting  without  re- 
dress 
Full  deadly  wounds,  when  so  it  is  emplght; 
An  eagle's  wings  for  scope,  and  speediness. 
That  nothing  might  escape  her  ravening 

might, 
Whereto  she  ever  list  to  make  her  hardv 
flight. 

Much  like  in  foulness  and  doformitie 
Unto  that  monster,  wiiom  the  Thoban  kniglit 

The  father  of  that  fatal  progeny, 
Made  kill  herself  for  verv  heart's  despight, 
That  he  had  red  her  riddle,  which  no  wight 

Could  ever  loose,  but  suffrcd  deadly  doole: 
So  also  did  this  monster  use  like  slight 

To  many  a  one,  which  came  intoherschool, 
Wliom  she  did  put  to  death,  deceived  liken  fool. 


§  10(>.    Suspiciott. 
"nuT  he  was  foule,  ill-favour'd,  and  grim, 
''-'  Under  his  eye-brows  looking  still  ascaunce; 

And  ever  as  dissemblance  la  ugh t  on  hrm. 
He  lowr'd  on  her  with  dangeraus  eye-glance. 

Shewing;  his  nature  in  his  countenance; 

His  rolling  eyes  did  never  reit  in  place, 
But  walkt  each  way  for  fear  of  liid  mischance, 

Holdiii^a  lattice  still  before  his  fare,   [pass. 
Thro'  which  he  still  did  peep  as  forward  he  did 


R 


§  107.     ycnua. 

iGHT  in  the  midst   the  goddcsse  seJf  did 
stand, 

Lpon  an  altar  of  some  costly  masse, 

W  hose  substance  was  uireath  to  understand  : 
For  neitli^r  precious  stones,  nordurefullbrasse. 
Nor  shining  goldj  nor  mouldring  clay  it  was; 

But  yet  more  rare  and  precious  to  esteeme, 
P«re  in  aspect,  and  like  to  chrystall  glass ; 

Yet  gbss  was  not,  if  one  did  rightly  deem  ; 
But  being  fliirc   and    brittle,  likcst 'glass  did 
seeme. 

But  it  in  shape  and  beavity  did  oxcell 
All  other  idols  which  the  heathen  rdore  ; 

Farre  nnssing  that,  which  by  surpassing  skill 
Phidias  did  make  in  Paphos  i?le  of  yore,  '[lore 
With  which  that  wretched  Grceke  that  lift- for- 

Did  fall  in  love:  yet  this  muchfaiirer«hiued. 
But  covered  with  slender  veile  afore. 

And  both  her  .feet  and  legs  together  twined 
Were  with  a  snake,  whoes  head  and  taile  were 
fas-i  cQ.i- blued. 


The  cause  why  she  was  covered  with  a  verle, 
Was  hardto  know,  for  liiat  her  priests  the  same 

Fronj  people's  knowledge  libour'd  %o  cou- 
ccale 
Butsooth  itwasnot  sure  for  womaniih  shame. 
Nor  any  blemish  which  the  worke  motcblamci 

But  for  (ihey  say)  she  had  both  kinds  in  one. 
Both  male  and  female,  both  undtr  one  name: 

She  sire  and  mother  is  herself  alone;  [none. 
Begets,  and  eke  conceives,  nc  needcth  other 

And  all  about  her  neck  and  shoulders  flew 
A  flock  of  little  loves,  and  sports  and  joyes,  r 

With  nimble  wings  of  golJ  and  purple  hew; 
Whoes  shapes  seem'd  not  iike  to  terrestrial 

boyes. 
But  like  to  angels  playing  heavenly  toyes  \ 

The  whilst  their  elder  brother  was  awav, 
Ctipid,  their  elder  brother;  he  er.jovs 

The  wide  kingdome  of  love  with  lordly  sway. 

And  to  his  law  compels  all  creatures  to  obey. 

And  all  about  her  altar  scatter'd  lay 
Great  sorts  of  lovers  pitiously  complaining. 

Some  of  their  loss,  someofrheir  love's  delav. 
Some  of  their  pride,  some  paragonsdisdainin'g. 
Some  fearing  fraudc,  some  fraudulently  fayninj. 

As  ever  one  had  cause  of '■ibod  or  ill. 


§  108.     Temple  of  Fenus. 
'yHF,  temple  of  great  Venus,  that  is  hight 
-■-    The  queen  of  beauty,  and  of  love  the  lao- 
ther,  . 

There  worshipped  of  every  living  #igl)t  ; 
Whose  goodly  workmanship  firre  pastaJ^oihcT 
That  ever  were  on  earth,  all  were  i!iey  sat  t«- 
gether. 
Not  that  same  famous  temple  of  Diane, 
Whose  height  ail  Ephesus  did  over-see,   [fane» 
And  which   all  Asia  sought  with  vows  pro- 
One  of  the  world's  seven  wonders  said  to  be,  ' 
Might  nuitch  with  this  by  nrany  a  degree: 
Nor   that,  which   that  wise   king'of  Jurle. 
framed, 
With  endless  cost  to  be  the  Almighty's  see ; 

Nor  all  that  else  thro'  all  the  world  "is  named 
To  ail  the  heathen  gods,  might  iike  ta  this-b« 
clamed. 
I,  much  admiring  that  so  goodly  frame, 
Urtto  the  porch  approacht,  which  open  stood. 

But  therein  sat  an  amiable  dame. 
That  sccn)'dto  be  of  very  sober  mood, 
And  in  her  semblant  show'd  great  vyomanho^d, ; 
.  Strange  was  her  tire;  for  on  her  head  acrowa 
She  wore,  much  like  unto  a  Danisk  hood, 
Poudred^with  pearl  and  stone;  and  all  her 
gmvne 
Enwoven  was  wiih  gold,  that  raught  full  low 
adowne. 
On  either  side  of  her  two  young  men  stood. 
Both  strongly  arm'd,  as  fearuig  one  another. 

Yet  were  they  brethren  both  of  half  the  blood. 
Begotten  by  two  fathers  of  one  another. 
Though  of  contrary  natures  each  to  other : 

Theone  of  them  hight  Lwe,  the  other  Hate, 
^Hate  wa5  the  elder, Love  the  vounger  brother; 

Vet 
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Yet  was  the  ynun^r  stronprr  in  his  state 
Th&n  th*  elJer/and  liim  mastrcd  >>till  in  alldc- 
bate. 

Katb'ks!!  that  dame  so  well  them  tcmprod 
boih 
Tlui  she  ihcin  foreed  band  to Jnin  in  hand, 

Albc  that  Haired  was  thereof  full  loth, 
And  ttun*d  his  face  au-ay  as  he  ua!  stand, 
UuwilUng  to  behold  that  lovely  band. 

Yet  ^he  was  of  such  grace  and  vertuous 

might,  [stand. 

TI»at  her  rommandment  he  rouM  nni  with- 

Butbil  his  Hps  for  felonous  dc-pi^iht, 
And  gnasht  his  iron  tusks  at  that  displeasing 
sight. 

ConQord  she  clceped  was  in  common  reed. 
Mother  of  hUsscd  Peace,  and  Friendship  true  ; 

Thev  both  her  twins,  both  born  f»f  heavenly 
And  ine  herself  likewise  divinely  grew  ;  [seed, 
llic  which  right^wcU  Ucr  work-s  divine  did 
shew :  [lends. 

For  strength,  and  u'e^lth,  and  happiness,  she 
Ar.  *  ,.(I  war,  and  anger,  dotjs  subdue  : 

*  Midi,  of  foes  she  niakcth  friends, 
A:j- icted  minds  sv9cci  rest  and  (juiet 

sends. 

Bv  her  the  braven  is  in  his  course  contained, 
Antf  all  the  world  in  state  unuiovid  stands. 

As  tlicir  .\!«)igluy  Maker  <;r^t  ordained. 
And  bound  them  with  inviolabic  hands  ; 
Else  wotiM  the  waters  overflow  the  lands, 

^  our  the  aire,  and  licli  them  (juite, 

Bii  olds  them  with  her  blc>f»cd  hands. 

.Sue  I?  inc  nurse  of  pleasure  and  deliglit. 
And  unto  Venus  grace  the  gate  doiii  open  right. 

T        •  ,1  '      ,,  :,  I  came, 

*'  reuse  1  found, 

•  11  u'.e  altars  flamc  ; 
^ j'  pillcrs  round, 

^^"  ,   !   ^        ._    ,ired  fro;ij  tlic  ground, 

Ail  dccici  with  crowns,  and  chains,  and  gir- 
lond-?  tnv. 


Ai' 

'j 

Anu 


wortlunanyanound, 
)rthcir  vowcsdid  pay; 
strew'd  with  flowers 


Au 


I  \nv  rrounr!  iv;i.j 
as  frc»h  as  May, 

1  altars  round  about  were  set, 
ith  their  sacrifices  fire, 

■  iiie  thereof  the  temple  swet, 
ides,  to  heaven  did  aspire. 
Mile  lovcri  vows  entire; 
AikI  «?ke  an  hundred  brazen  cauldrons  bright 
To  bathe  in  jo)  un<l  amorous  dciiro, 

Et"«y  which  wan  to  adamzell  jijght ; 
for  all  the  priests  wercdamzclls,  insoftlinnen 
dight. 

A  FTER  that  varlefs  fight,  it  was  not  long 
Kre  on  the  plaine  fast  pricking  Guion  spide 
C)ne  iu  bright  arms  embatuilcd  full  strong. 
That  as  the  sunny  beams  doc  glance  and  gUde 


Upon  the  trembling  viarr,  <:o  sluned  briglit. 
And  round  about  him  threw  forth  sparkling 

fire, 
That  seemed  him  to  enflame  on  evcrv  side  : 
His  slecd  was  bloody  red,  and  foamed  ire, 
When  with  the  maist'ring  spur  he  did  hiin 

roughly  stire. 

Approaching  nigh  he  never  staid  to  greet, 
Ne  chaffer  words,  proud  courage  to  provoke. 

But  prickt  so  fierce,  that  undcrt^ealh  his  feet 
The  smouldring  dust   did   round  about  him 

smoke. 
Both  horse  and  man  nijj,h  able  for  to  choke  ; 

And  faWely  couching  bis  steel-headed  spear. 
Him  first  saliited  with  a  sturdy  stroke. 

And  him  beside  rides  fitrrerevengingWrath, 
Upon  a  lyon,  loth  for  to  be  led  ; 

And  in  his  hand  a  burning  brond  he  hath. 
The  which  he  biandisheth  about  his  head  ; 
I J  is  eyes  did  hurle  forth  sparkles  fiery  red. 

And  stared  stern  on  all  that  him  beheld. 
As  ashes  pale  of  hue,  and  seeming  dearl ; 

And  on  his  da^Tixer  still  his  hand  he  held. 
Trembling  thro'  hasty  rage,when  cholerin  hini 
swell'd. 

His  ruflTm  raiment  all  was  stain'd  with  blood 
Which  he  had  split,  and  all  to  rage  yrcnt. 

Thro*  unadvised  rashnes';  woxen  wood  ; 
For  of  his  hiinds  he  had  no  government, 
Nc  car'd  for  bloud  in  his  avcngemcnt  j 

But  when  the  furious  fit  was  overpast. 
His  cruel  facts  he  often  would  repent, 

Yet,  wilful  man,  he  ne\cr  would  forecast. 
Haw  many  mischiefs  should  ensue  his  heed- 
less hiisi ! 

Full  many  mischiefs  follow  cruel  Wraili  . 
Abhorred  bloudshcd,  and  tumultuous  stril'  , 

Unmanly  murlher,  and  unthrifty  scath, 
Ritter  desjpight,  wirh  rancour's  rusty  knife. 
And  fretting  grief,  the  enemy  of  life. 

And  these  and  n>any  evils'  more  haunt  ire. 
The  swelling  splcnc,  and  phrenzy  raging;  rife. 

The  shaking  palscy,  and  St.  Francis'  fire. 
Such  one  was  AV rath,  the  last  of  this  ungodly 
tire. 


SPENSER'S   FAIRY  QUEEN". 

§110.  Tiucsna  wecpitw  nvrr  herr.nrmij , compared 
to  a  Crocodile  ;  and  a  Description (jyigfii. 

As  when  a  weary  traveller,  that  strays  [Nile, 
-^  By  muddy  shore  of  hroad  seven-mouthed 
Unweeting  of  the  perilous  wand'ring  ways. 
Doth  meet  a  cruel  crafty  crocodile. 
Which  in  false  grief  hiding  his  harmless  guile 
Doth  wer-p  full  sore, and  sheddeth  tender  tearif 
The  foolish  man,  that  ])itie3  all  this  while 
His  mournful  plight,  is  swallow'd  upuna^warr< 
Forgetful  of  his  own,  that  mindsanothers  cares, 

.So  wept  Ducssa  until  even  tide,  [light : 

That  bhinjng  lamps  in  Jove's  high  house  wcr© 

The« 
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Then  forth  she  rose,  tic  lonj^er  would  abide,  I  All  harlen  forth.  And  she  with  princely  pace. 
But  comes  unto  the  phice  where  th'  heathen  As  fair  Aurora  in  her  purple  {)all. 


knight 

In  slumh'ring  swoon  nigh  void  of  vital  spright, 
I.;iv  cover'd  with  enchantrd  cloud  all  duy: 
Whom  when  she  found,  as  she  him  left  in  plight 
To  wail  his  woful  case, she  would  not  stay, 
But  to  the  eastern  coast  of  heaven  makes  si)eedy 

way, 
Where  griesly  Night,  with  visage  deadly  sad. 
That  Phoebus  cheerful  face  durst  never  view. 
And  in  a  foul  black  pilchy  mantle  clad, 
She  fmds  forth-coming  from  her  darksome  mew , 
Where  she  allcViy  did  hide  her  hated  hue: 
Before  the  door  her  iron  chariot  stood, 
-Already  harnessed  for  journey  new  : 
And  cole-black  steeds  'yborn  of  hellish  brood. 
That  on  their  rusiy  bits.' did  champ  as  they  were 

wood. 


And  nil  the  while  she  stood  upon  the  ground, 
The  wakeful  dogs  did  never  cease  to  bay, 
A»  giving  warning  of  th'  uimsual  sound. 
With  whi»h  her  iron  wheels  did  them  affray, 
And  her  dark  griesly  look  them  nmch  dismay 
The  messenger  of  death,  the  ghastly  owl. 
With  dreary  shrieks  did  also  her  bewray  ; 
And  hungry  wolves  continually  did  howl 
At  her  abhorred  face,  so  fjlthy  and  so  foul. 


Out  of  the  East  the  dawnm;^  day  doth  call. 
So  forth  she  conies:  her  biigluncbs  broad  doth, 

bUi/e 
Tiie  heaps  of  people  thronging  in  the,hall. 
Do  ride  each  other,  upon  her  to  ga/.ea 
Her  glorious  glittering  light  doth  all  mens  eyes 

amaze. 
So  forth  she  comes,  and  to  her  coach  does  climb 
Adorned  all  with  ^old,  and  g;.rlandsgay. 
That  seem'd  as  fresh  as  Flora  in  her  prime  ; 
And  strove  to  match,  in  royal  rich  array. 
Great  Juno's  golden  chair,'  the  which  they  say 
The  gods  stand  gazingon,  when  she  does  ride 
To  Jove's  high  house  thro'  hca\'en's  brass-pa. 

vcd  way, 
Drawn  of  fair  peacocks  that  excel  in  pride, 
.Vnd  full  of  Argus'  eyes  their  tails  disprcdden 

wide. 


-On  every  side  them  stood 


T^e  trembling  ghosts  with  sad  amazed  mood 
Chattering  their  iron  teeth,  and  staring  wide 
With  stony  eyes  ;  and  all  the  hellish  brood 
Of  fiends  iiifeVnal  flock'd  on  every  side, 
Ta  gaze  on  earthly  wight,  that  with  the  Night 
durst  ride. 


§  1 13.  Description  of  Prince  Arthur  in  his  Ha- 
bilmciits  of  fy'ar. 


U 


PON  the  top  of  all  his  lofty  crest, 
A  bunch  of  hairs,  discolour'd  diversly 
With  sprinkled  pearl,  and  gold  full  richly  drest. 
Did  shake,  and  seem'd  to  dance  for  jollity, 
Like  to  an  almond  tree  ymountedhigh 
On  top  of  green  Sclinis  all  alone, 
With  blossoms  brave  bedecked  daintily  ; 
Whose  tender  locks  do  tremble  every  one 
At  e\ erv  little  blast  that  under  heuvca  is  blown. 


§111.    Description  of  Lucif  era's  Palace. 

ASTATKLY  palace  built  of  squared  brick. 
Which  cunningly  was  without  morlar  laid. 
Whose  walls  were  high,  but  nothing  strong  nor 

tiiick. 
And  golden  foil  all  over  them  dis]day'd  ; 
Thai  purest  sky  with  brightne-5  they  dismay'd  : 
Hi.:h  UiVcd  up' were  many  lof'.y  tow'rs, 
And  goodly  galleries  far  over-laid, 
Full  of  fair' windows,  and  dcligh'.ful  bow'rs  j 
And  on  the  top  a  dial  told  the  timely  hours. 
It  was  a  goodly  heap  for  to  behold, 
And  spake  the  praises  of  the  workman's  wit  j 
BiU  full  great  pitv,  that  so  fair  a  mold 
Did  on  so  weak  foundation  ever  sii:; 
For  on  a  sandy  hill,  tliat  still  did  flit  ^ 
And  fall  away,  it  mounted  was  full  high. 
That  every  breath  of  heaven  shaked  it ; 
And  all  the  hinder  parts,  that  few  could  spy. 
Were  ruinous  and  old,  but  painted  cunningly 


§112.     Liicrfvra  asc^ndinff  her  Coach,    . 
'UUDAiN  upriseth  ftom  her  stately  place 
'  The  royal  datoe,  and  for  h^;;  coach  doth  call' 


§  1 14.  Description  of  Diana  icith  hrr  Xympht 
rcturnedfrom  thcChase^and  preparing^  to  bathe, 

SHORTLY  vmto  the  wasteful  woods  she  came. 
Whereat  she  found  thegoddcss  and  hcrcrevv. 
After  late  chace  of  their  embrued  game 
Sitting  beside  a  fountain  in  a  rew. 
Some  of  them  washing  with  the  liquid  dew 
From  off  their  dainty  limbs  the  dusty  r-wecit. 
And  soil,  which  did  deform  their  lively  hue; 
Other,  lay  shaded  from  the  scorchii^.g  heat ; 
The  rest  upon  her  j)crson  gave  attendance  great. 

She  having  honi^  upon  a  bough  on  high 
Her  bow  and  painted  quiver,  had  unlac'd 
Her  silver  buskins  from  her  nnnble  thigh, 
And  her  lank  loins  nngrt,  and  l>reujts  unbrac  il, 
Afier  her  heat  the  breatiiing  cold  to  taste  ; 
ITer  golden  locks  that  late  in  trcsscj  bright 
Embrceded  were  for  hiudring  of  her  haste. 
Now  loQSu  about  her  shoulders  long  undip;ht, 
And  were  with  sweet  ambrosia  ail  besprinkled 
light. 

Soon  as  she  Venus  saw  behind  lier  back, 
She  was  asham'd  to  be  so  loose  surprised  ; 
And  wox  half  wroth  against  her  damsels  slack. 
That  had  not  her  thereof  before  advisd. 
But  SLifl'er'd  her  so  carelessly  disguis'd 
Be  overlakcn.     Soon  her  garments  loo--e 
Upeatliering  in'her  bosom  ^hc  coiHpris'd, 

Well, 


Well.  ?' 
Wbil 
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••'ht,  and  then  tljc  uoddcss  rose : 
.  uiphs  Uid  itke  a  gtrlond  her 


§  115.     DcMcnption  <j/"  u  CnrcUn. 
"•JfTsoows  they  beard  a  most  delicious  sound 
•*-*  Of  all  ihat  inoic  dcli^hta  dain'.v  cat  ; 
Such  as  at  once  n»it',ht  net  on  livin:  jirunnd, 
Si»..  Im  iK;,  paradise,  be  heard  cl-twlurc  : 

;  ii  was  forwi^ht  which  did  it  hear, 

i.tt  manner  music  that  mote  be, 
lor  all  thai  pleasing  is  to  living  c  ir 
AVas  there  consorted  ift  one  harmony  ;  [agree. 
Birds,  voices,  instruments,  winds  waters,  all 
Thr  jovous  birds,  shrouded  in  clin  rfnl  shade, 
'1  ..  unto  the  voice  altcmpcr'd  swccli 

•al,  soft  ircmblins  voirts  made 
loiM    iMstnuncnls  divine  rc^pond^Tjcc  meetj 
Thcsilvcr-soiindinp  instrum'^nts  did  inert 
AVith  tiie  base  miirnuTr  of  the  wai.  r-  fall ; 
The  miters  fall,  with  difference  di^i  rrct. 
Now  soft.  n*w  loud,  unto  the  wind  did  call  ; 
The  gentle  warbling  wind  low  answered  to  all. 


•With  that  he  sbook 


His  ncctar-dcwed  locks,  with  which  the  skies. 
And  all  the  world  beneath,  for  terror  auook. 
And  eft  his  burning  ieven-brond  iu  hand  he 
(ook. 


$  1  ifl.  Description  of  the  GardrTt  of  Adonis. 
^puF.RR  is  continual  sprinsnnd  harvest  there 
•*■    Continudl,  both  mcriing  nt  otic  time  : 
For  both  the  hnu;xhs  do  l.iuahinc;  1)1'  >'->oni3  bear, 
And  with  fresh  colours  deck  the  w.inton  prime, 
And  eke  at  once  the  liravv  trees 
Which  sc«an  to  lalxiur  under  the 
The  whiles  the  joyous  birds  lua 

time 

KiBOOz^t  iIk?  shady  leaves,  their  swtnt  abode, 
And  ihcir  tnie  loves  without  suspicion  tell 

abroad. 


li"tv  rlimb, 
ir  truits  load: 
l.c  ilicir  pas- 


§119.     Guyon  conducted  Vy  Mamrnon  through 

a  Cave  under  Ground,  to  sec  his  Treasure. 

A  T  length  they  came  into  a  larger  spaca 

■**  That  strctch'd  itself  into  an  ample  plain. 

Thro'  which   a   beaten  broad  high-way  did 

trace, 
That  straight  did  lead  to  Pluto's  griesly  reign  ; 
By  that  wav's  side  there  sat  infernal  Pain, 
And  fast  beside  him  sat  tumultuous  Strife  ; 
The  one  in  hand  an  iron  whip  did  strain. 
The  other  brandished  n  bloody  knife, 
And  both  did  gnash  their  teeth,  and  both  did 

threaten  life. 
On  the  other  side  in  one  consort  there  sate 
Cruel  Revenge,  and  rancorous  Despite, 
Disloyal  Treason,  and  heart-burning  Hate; 
But  gnauing  Jealousy,  out  of  their  oight 
Sitting  alone,  his  bitter  lips  did  bite  ; 
And  trembling I'ear  still  to  and  fro  did  fly. 
And  found  no  place  w  here  safe  he  shroud  him 

might. 
Lamenting  Sorrow  did  in  darkness  lie,     [eye. 
And  Shanie  his  ugly  face  did  hide  from  livinj; 
And  over  them  sad  Horror,  with  grim  hue. 
Did  always  soar,  beating  his  iroii  wings  ; 
And  after  him  owls  and  night-ravens  flew, 
The  hateful  messengers  of  heavy  things. 
Of  death  and  dolour  telling  >ad  tidings  ; 
Whilst  sad  Ccleno,  silting  on  a  clilT, 
A  song  ot'halc  and  bitter  sorrow  sings. 
That  heart  of  flint  asunder  would  have  rift  ; 
Which  having  ended,  after  him  she  flieth  swift 


goodly 


§  1 17*    J)*vatfaiion  which  Titnr  mahcs  in  this 
Garden, 

/^mtJlt  ipticroy  to  it  and  all  the  rest 
^^  That  \n  theg:irden  of  Adonis  springs. 
Is  wicke<lTunc  ;  who,  with  hi*  s«  viiic  uddrest 
Dues  nmw  the  flow'ring    hcrl)s    and 

thinj?'. 

And  all  their  glorv  to  the  trr-""  '   '^-.vn  flings. 
Where  they  do  wither,  an  1  inarr'd 

]Ie  flies  ubuul,  and  with  h     ti  ^  .nigs 

Brats  down  both  leaves  and  buds  without  re- 
gard, 
Ne  ever  pity  may  relent  his  malice  hard 


^  11'.     Deicription  nf  Jupiter. 
Co  ha\ing  5ai<l  he  ceasd.and  with  hi<i  brow, 
*^  His  black  eye-brow,  whose  doomful  dread- 
ed beck 
Is  wont  10  *vi«'ld  the  world  unto  his  vow. 
And  eveti  the  highest  pow'rs  of  heaven  to 
check  ' 

Made  sign  to  them  in  their  degrees  to  sptak. 


§  120.  Description  of  Despair,  and  her  Speech 
p*RE  long  they  come,  where  that  same  wtok 
•*-'  ed  wij^ht 

His  dwelling  has,  low  in  an  hollow  cave. 
Far  underneath  a  craggy  clil'i  ypight. 
Dark,  <lolcful,  drcaryVl'ike  a  greedy  grave. 
That  still  for  carion  carcasses  tloth  crave  : 
On  top  whereof  ay  dwell  the  ghastly  owl. 
Shrieking  hishnnelnl  nuic,  which  ever  drave 
Far  from  that  haunt  all  other  cheerful  fowl  : 
And  all  about  it  wand'ring  ghosts  did  wail  and 

howl. 
And,  all  about,  old  stocks  and  stubs  of  trees, 
Wheron  nor  fruit  nyr  leaf  was  ever  seen, 
Did  hang  upon  the  ragged  rocky  knees  j 
On  which  had  many  wretches  hanged  been, 
Whose  carcasses  w  ere  scatlerd  on  the  greciif 
And  thrown  about  the  cliffs.     Ai^rived  there 
lljat  bare-head  knight,  for  dread  and  doleful 

teen,  [near: 

W^ould   fain  have  fled,  nc  durst  approachen 
But  th'  other  forc'd  him  stay,  and  coinforied 

io  fear. 

.  The 
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Tne  darksome  cave  they  enter,  where  they  find 
'J^liai  curbed  mail  low  silling  on  the  ground, 
Musing  full  sadly  in  his  sullen  mind  ; 
His  greasy  lockj,  Ion;5  growing  and  unbound. 
Disordered  hung  ubuui  iiis  slunildcib  loimd. 
And  liid  his  face  :  thro'  wliich  his  hollow  eyne 
Look'd  deadly  dnll,  and  stared  as  astound  ; 
Iiisraw-l)oiie  check*.,  throuj^h  pen  my  and  pine, 
Were  shrunk  into  liis  jaws,  as  lie  did  never 
dine. 

His  garment,  nought  but  many  ragged  clouts, 
With  thorns  together  pinn'd  and  patched  was. 
The  which  his  naked  sides  he  wrap|)'d  abouts: 
And  him  beside  there  lay  upon  the  grass 
A  drearv  corse,  whose  lite  awav  did  pabs, 
All  walfow'd  in  his  own  yet  lulvcwarm  blood. 
That  from  his  wound  yet  welled  fresh,  alas  ! 
In  which  a  rustv  knife  fast  fixed  stood,    [flood. 
And  made  an  open  passage  f<jr  the  gw^hing 
Which  piteous  spectacle,  approvir.g  true 
Tbe  woeful  tale  that  Trevisan  had  lold. 
When  as  the  gentle  Red  Cross  knight  did  view, 
With  fierv  zeal  he  burnt  in  ci)urage  bold, 
Him  toavcnsje  belbre  his  blood  were  cold  ; 
And  to  thexillain  said:  'I'iion  damned  wight! 
The  author  of  this  fact,  \vc  here  behold, 
^Vhat  justice  can  but  judge  against  thee  right. 
With  thine  own  blood  to  price  his  blood,  liere 
shed  in  sight. 

What  franiic  fit  (quoth  he)  hath  thus  distraught 
Tiiee,  foolish  man,  so  rash  a  doom  to  give? 
AV  hat  justice  ever  other  judgment  taught, 
}Jut  he  should  die,  who  merits  not  to  live  ? 
None  else  to  death  this  man  despairing  drive 
]jut  his  own  guilty  mind  deserving  death. 
li  then  unjust  to  each  his  due  to  give? 
Or  let  him  die,  that  loatheth  living  breath? 
Or  let  him  die  at  ease,  thai  liveth  here  uneath  ? 

Who  travels  by  the  weary  v/and'ring  way. 
To  come  unto  his  wished  home  in  haste. 
And  meets  a  flood  that  doth  his  passage  stav, 
L  not  great  grace  to  help  him  over-jjast. 
Or  free  his  feet,  that  in  the  mire  slick  fasl? 
JVIost  envious  man  !  tiiat  grieves  at  neighbour's 

good ; 
And  fond,  that  joyest  in  the  woe  thou  bas^; 
Why  wilt  not  let  him  i)ass,  that  long  hath  stood 
Upon  the  bank,  yet  will  thvstlf  not  pass  the 

flood  { 

Jle  there  docs  now  enjoy  eternal  rest,  [crave. 
And  happy  ea^e,  which  thou  dost  want  and 
And  further  from  it  daily  wandercst : 
What  if  some  little  pam  the  passage  have, 
'J'hat  makes  frail  flesh  to  fear  the  bitter  wave  ? 
Is  not  short  pain  well  borne,  that  brings  long 

case, 
And  lays  the  soul  to  sleep  in  quiet  grave  ? 
Sleep  after  toil, port  after  stormv  seas,    [please. 
Ease  after   war,  death  after  life,  does  greatly 

The  knight  much  wondcr'd  at  his  sudden  wit. 
And  said  :  The  term  of  life  ig  limited, 
N«  may  a  man  prolong  or  shorten  it : 


The  soldier  may  not  move  from  watchful  ated. 
Nor  leav«  Iiis  stand,  until  his  captain  bed. 
V\'ho  life  did  limit  i)y  almighty  doom 
Cyuolh  he)  knows  best  the  terms  csiabliahed  j 
Aiul  he  that  'points  the  cenlinel  in  his  room. 
Doth  licence  him  depart  at  sound  of  morning 
droom. 

Is  not  his  deed,  whatever  thing  is  done, 

In  heaven  and  ecvrth  ?  Did  not  he  all  create 

To  die  again  ?  All  ends  tliat  was  begun  j 

Their  times  in  his  eternal  book  of  fate 

Are  written  sure,  and  have  their  certain  date. 

Who  then  can  strive  with  strong  necessity. 

That  holds  the  world  in   his  still  changing 

state, 
Or  shun  the  death  ordain'd  by  distiny? 
When  hour  of  death  is  come,   let  none  ask 

whence,  nt)r  why. 

The  longer  life,  I  wote  the  greater  sin, 
The  greater  h-n,  the  f:;rcater  punishment ; 
All  those  great  battles  which  thou  boasts  to  win. 
Thro'  strife,  and  bh^odshed,  and  avengement. 
Now  prais'd,  hereafter  dear  thou  shall  repent  i 
For  life  must  life,  and  blood  must  blood,  repay. 
Is  not  enough  thv  evil  life  forespent  ? 
For  he  that  once  liath  missed  the  light  way. 
The  further  he  doth  go,  the  further  he  doth 
stray. 

Then  do  no  further  go,  no  further  stray, 
iJut  here  lie  down,  and  to  thy  rest  betake, 
Th'  ill  to  ])revent,  that  life  ensuen  mav  : 
For  what  hath  life,  that  may  it  lo\ed  make,     ■ 
And  gives  not  rather  cause  it  to  forsake  ? 
Fear,  sickness,  age,  loss,  labour,  sorrow, strife. 
Pain,  hunger,  cold,  that  makes  the  heart  to 
And  ever  Hckle  fortune  rageth  rife,       [quake; 
All  which,  and  thousands  more,  do  aiake  a 
loathsome  life. 

Thou,  wretched  man,  of  death  hast  greatest 

need. 
If  in  true  balance  thou  wilt  weigh  thy  state  j 
For  never  knight  that  dared  warlike  deed 
More  luckless  disadvenlures  diilamatc  : 
V\'itnes3  the  dungeon  deep,  wherein  of  late 
Thv  life  shut  up,  for  death  so  oft  did  call : 
And  tho'  good  luck  nrolonged  hath  thy  date, 
Yetdealh  then  wouki  the  like  mishaps  forestall, 
into  the  which  hereafter  thou  mayst  happeu 

fall. 

Why  then  dost  thou,  O  man  of  sin,  desire 
To  draw  thy  days  forth  to  their  last  degree  ? 
Is  not  the  measiireof  thy  sinful  hire 
High  hea))ed  up  with  huge  iniquity. 
Against  the  day  of  wrath,  to  burden  thee  ? 
Is  not  enough,  that  to  this  lady  mild 
Thon  falsed  hast  thy  face  with  peijurv. 
And  sold  thy?elf  to  serve  Duessa  vild',    [fil\l  ? 
With  whom  in  all  abuse  thou  hast  thvself  de- 
Is  not  he  just  that  all  this  doth  behold 
From  highest  heaven,  and  bears  an  equal  eye? 
Shall  he  thy  sins  up  in  his  knowk-d^e  foid,' 
And  guiltv  be  of  tnine  ioipiety  i 

3  A  '  I, 
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f  •  not  his  law.  Let  tvtry  sinner  Hii  ? 
Die  »h.ill  all  flesh  ?  WKtl  then  nmsl  needs  be 
I*  it  noi  better  to  do  willinplv,  [done 

Than  linger  till  ihrsbisbcall  om-nm  ?    [son 
Death  is  the  end  of  woes.    Die  «o(.i»,()  Fairy's 

The  knight  was  much  cnmovcd  with  this 
speech,  [pierce. 

That  as  a  sword's  point  throujl'  '''*  heart  did 
And  in  his  conscience  made  a  sec  ret  breach. 
Well  knowing  tnic  all  that  he  did  rrhcarse, 
And  to  his  fn-sh  remembrance  did  rtverse 
The  uglv  view  of  his  deformed  criiuc?, 
Tliat  all  his  manly  pow'rs  it  did  di<;pcr*c, 
A*  he  wcrcchanncd  with  inchanntcd  rhimes, 
Tliat  oftentimes  he  quak'd,  aud  famtcd  often- 
time.4. 

In  which  amazement  when  the  miscrcanl 
Perceived  him  to  waver  weak  and  frail, 
%V'ith  trembling  horrordid  his  con  science  dan  t. 
And  hellish  an^uislrdid  his  soul  assail : 
To  drive  him  to  despair,  and  quite  to  quail. 
He  shew'd  him  painted  in  a  table  plain, 
The  '         ,  '     '         ,  that  do  in  torments  wail, 
An(.  '  hat  do  them  (ndlcss  pain, 

Wiiii  ....  „..,.  .,.i«.jionc,  which  for  ever  shall 
remain. 

The  sipht  whereof  so  throw  ghly  him  dismay'd, 
ThatnouKht  but  death  before  nis  eves  he 'saw. 
And  ever-burning  wrath  before  him  laid, 
Bv  righteous  sentence  of  th'  Aliui^luy's  law  : 
Tiien  'gan  the  villain  him  to  over-craw,   [fire. 
And  brouglu  unto  him  swords.  r<)|H-s,  |>oison. 
And  all  that  might  him  to  perdition  draw  ; 
And  bade  him  choose  what  death  ho  would 

ilenirr :  [(Tod*»ire. 

For  (ieath  was  due  to  him  that  b  :.l  |)rovok'd 
But  when  as  none  of  them  he  saw  hiui  take, 
He  to  him  rau;;hta  dir-^^-   '•  -  i  .uid  keen, 
Andpxvc  ic  in  his  hin  id  didquaKe, 

And  tremble  like  a  lea:       .   , .  .  ^  rem, 
And  troubled  blood  thro'  his  pair  l.u«;  was  seen 
To  corof  an<l  go ;  with  liding^  Irom  the  heart, 
At  it  a  roniung  messenger  had  b<  •  n  ; 
At  Uxt  rcsolv'd  to  work  bi<  final  smart, 
He  lifted  up  his  hand,  that  back  n^^ain  did  start. 
\^ich  when  a«  TTna  saw,  thro\j(;h  every  vei«i 
The  crudird  cold  ran  to  her  well  of  life. 
As  in  a  swoon  :  but  soon  rcliev  d  again. 

Out  <■•• '-  ' '  -'v M'd  thr  cursed  knife. 

And  '.  enraf^ed  rife. 

And;  ,      .'.laiat-hcarted  knight! 

\VI»at  mranrst  ihou  by  tbis  r«prt«chful  xtrifc  ? 
J»  this  the  battle  which  thou  vauut'st  to  fight 
Wiiii  ihnt  fire-niouthed  dragon,  horribU  and 

bright  ? 

Come,  come  away,  frail,  silly,  fle«hy  wij^hi. 


The  which  doth  quench  the  brofnd  of  hellish 

smart, 
Aud  that  accurs'd  hand-wiiting  doth  deface  : 
Arise^  sir  knighi,  arise,  aud  leave  this  cursed 

place. 

So  up  he  rose,  and  thence  amounted  streigbt. 
Which  when  the  eurl  l>cUcld,  artd  saw  liis  guesl 
VVould  safe  depart,  for  all  bis  subtle  slcigiit, 
lie  chose  ail  halter  from  among  the  rest. 
And  with  it  hung  himself,  unhid,  unblcst. 
But  death  he  could  not  work  himself  thereby^ 
For  thousand  times  he  so  himself  had  dress'a« 
Yctnathelcss  it  couM  not  do  him  die. 
Till  he  should  die  his  last,  that  is  eternally. 


FAIRFAX'S   TASSO. 


§121, 


Description  of  the  Vision  conjured  up 
hij  Alccto. 

A    murdrr'd  hotly  huge  beside  him  stood, 
■^  Of  head  and  right-hand  both  but  lately 

spoil'd  ; 
The  left-hand  bore  the  head,  whose  visage  good 
Both  pale  and  wan,  with  dust  and  gore  dcfil'd» 
Yet  spake,  tho'  dead  j  with  those  sad  words 

the  blood 
Forth  at  his  lij^s  in  huge  abundance  boii'd— < 
Flv,  Argillan,  from  this  false  cauip  fly  far, 
\Vliose  guide  a  traitor,  captains  niuid'rers 
are. 


Ke  let  vain  woitls  U'wi»rh  \\ 

In  h 

\Vbv- .......  ......  V,. 

*     art  ? 


manly  bciirt, 
tntantspiight: 
a  a  part  ? 

kf,  that  chosen 
[grare. 


§  122.  Image  of  Armida  and  Attendants^  en* 
raged  at  Iliualdo's  Ik  wing  down  the  Myrtle 
to  dissolve  the  Charm. 

Or*  lift  his  brand  ;  nor  car'd,  tho'  oft  sha 

*■"*■         pray'd, 

Aud  she  heir  form  to  other  shape  did  change  ; 

Such  monsters  huge,  when  men  in  dreams  arc 

Oft  in  their  idle  fancies  roam  and  range  :  [laid. 

Her  body  swcll'd,  her  face  obscure  was  made  ; 

Vanish'd   her  garments    rich,    and  vesturus 
strangle ; 
A  giantess  before  him  high  she  stands, 
Artn'd,  like  Briareus,with  an  hundred  hajids< 

With  fifty  swords,  and  fifty  targets  bright. 
She  ihrcaten'd  death,  she  roar'd,  she  cried,  an* 

fought  : 
I'lach  other  nvmph,  in  armour  likewise  dight, 
A  Cyclops   great  became  j    he    fcar'd    them 

nought. 

But  on  the  myrtle  smote  with  all  his  might. 

Which  groan'd,  like  liring  souls  to  death  nigh 

brought;  _      [licll, 

The  sky  sceiu'd  Pluto's  court,  the  air  scein'd 

Therein  such  monsters  roar,  such  spirits  yell. 

Lightcu'd  the  heaven  abox'e,  the  earth  l>clow 
Koarctl  aloud  :  that  thimdcr'd,  and  this  shook: 
Blustcr'd  the  tempests  strong  :  the  whirlwiudi 
blow 


Whef«  justice  grows,  there  ?to\m  ckc  jr'reattir  j  The  bitter  stgrtti  drove  liail-stonw  ialiis  look;- 

•  Rinaldo. 

But 
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1^ 


But  yet  liis  arm  n;rcw  neither  weak  nor  slow, 
Itll  low  to  earth  the  wounded  tree  down 

Nor  of  that  furv  heed  or  care  he  took,  fhended: 
Thenflcdthc  spirits  all,  the  charms  all  ended. 


§  les. 


Description   qf  Armida's  wonderful 
Parrot. 
"llTlTHparty-colour'dnlnmeSjandpurplebill, 
'  '     A  wondrous  bird  among  the  rest  there 
flew,  [slir'll ; 

That  in  plain  speech  sung  love-lays  loud  and 
Here  Leden  was  like  human  language  true  ; 
So  much  she  talk'd,  and  with  such  wit  and 
skill,  [knew : 

That  strange  it  seem'd  how  much  good  she 
Her  fcaihcr'd  fellows  all  stood  hush  to  hear; 
l>umb  was  the  wind,  the  waters  silent  were. 
The  gentle  budding  rose,  quoth  she,  behold. 
That  first   soaut  peeping  forth  with  virgin 

beams. 
Half  ope,  half  shut,  her  beauties  doth  unfold 
In  its  fair  leaves,  and,  less  seen,  fairer  seems, 
And  after  spreads  them  forth  moi-e  broad  and 

bold. 
Then  languisheth,  and  dies  in  last  extremes  \ 
Nor  seems  the  same  that  decked  bed   and 
Of  many  a  lady  late  and  paramour,     [bovv'r 
So,  in  the  passing  of  a  day,  doth  pass 
The  bud  and  blossom  of  the  life  of  man, 
Kor  e'er  doth  flourish  more  ;  but,  like  the 

grass 
Cut  down,  becometh  withcr'd,  pale,  and  wan; 
Oh,  gather  then  the  rose,  while  time  thou  hast ! 
Short  is  the  day,  done  when  it  scant  began  ; 
Gather  the  rose  of  Love,while  yet  thou  mayst 
Loving  be  lov'd,  embracing  be  embrac'd. 
►She  ceasd  ;  and,  as  approving  all  she  spoke. 
The  choir  of  birds  their  heavenlv  tune  renew  ; 
The  turtles  sigh'd,  and  sighs  with  kisses  broke ; 
The  fowls  to  shades  unseen  by  pairs  withdrew: 
It  scem*d,  the  laurel  chaste,  and  stubborn  oak. 
And  all  the  gentle  trees  on  earth  that  grew, 
It  seem'd,    the  land,   the  sea,  and  heaven 
above,  [love. 

All  brealh'd  out  (iinry  sweet,  and  sigh'd  out 

GkOVER's    LEONIOAS. 

§  124.   Lconidas's  Address  to  his  Countrymen 

He  alone 

Remains  unslwkcn.     Rising;  he  displays 
His  godlike  presence.     Dignitv  and  grace 
Adorn  his  frame,  and  manlv  beauty,  join'd 
With  strength  Herculean.  On  his  aspect  shines 
Sublimest  virtue,  and  desire  of  fame, 
"Where  justice  gives  the  laurel  ;  in  his  eye 
The  inextinguishable  spark,  which  fires 
The  souls  of  patrlors  ;  while  his  brow  sU)>ports 
Undaunted  valour,  and  contempt  of  death. 
Scrr-nc  he  rose,  and  thus  addresa'd  the  throng: 

Wliy  this  astonishment  on  ev'ry  face, 
Ye  men  of  Sparta  ?  1  *  .es  the  nanie  of  death 
Create  this  feat  and  wonder  ■    O  mv  friends ! 


Whv  <lo  We  labour  thro'  the  arduous  paths 
Which  lead  to  virtue  ?  Fruitless  were  the  toll. 
Above  the  reach  of  human  feet  were  plac'd 
The  distant  summit,  if  the  fear  of  death 
Could  intercept  our  passage.     But  in  vain 
His  blackest  frowns  and  terrors  he  assumes 
To  shake  the  iirraness  of  the  mind,  which 

knows 
That,  wanting  virtue,  life  is  pain  and  woe  ; 
That,  wanting  liberty,  ev'n  virtue  mourns. 
And  looks  around  for  hapj)iness  in  vain. 
Then  speak,  O  Sparta,  and  demand  my  life  j 
My  heart  exulting,  answers  to  thy  call, 
And  smiles  on  glorious   fate.     To  live  with 
The  gods  allow  to  many  !  but  to  die        [fume 
With  equal  lustre,  is  a  blessing  Heaven 
Selects  from  all  the  choicest  boons  of  fate. 
And  with  a  sparing  hand  on  few  bpstows. 


§125.  Leonidas\ 


Answer  to  the  Persian  Arn^ 
hassador, 

RETURN  to  Xerxes  ;  tell  him,  on  this  rock^ 
The  Grecians,  faithful  to  their  post,  await 
His  chosen  myriads  ;  tell  him,  thou  hast  seen, 
How  far  the  lust  ofcmpire  is  below 
A  free-born  mind  :  and  tell  him,  to  behold 
A  tyrant  humbled,  and  by  virtuous  death 
To  seal  my  countrv'9  freedom,  is  a  good 
Surpassing  all  his  boasted  pow'r  can  give. 


§  126.    Pathetic  Farciccl  of  Leonidas  to  his. 
Wife  and  Family, 

ISF.E,  I  feel  thy  anguish,  no.r  my  soul 
Has  ever  known  the  prevalence  of  love. 
E'er  prov'd  a  father's  fondness,  as  this  hour  j 
Nor,  when  most  ardent  to  assert  my  fame. 
Was  once  my  heart  insensible  to  thee. 
How  had  it  stain'd  ifte  honours  of  my  name 
To  hesitate  a  moment,  and  suspend 
My  country's  fate,  till  shameful  life  prcferr'd 
By  my  inglorious  colleague  left  no  CTioice, 
But  what  in  me  were  infamy  to  shun. 
Not  virtue  to  accept!  Then  deem  no  more 
That,  of  my  love  regardless,  or  thy  tears, 
1  haste  uncalld  to  death.     The  voice  of  (ate. 
The  gods,  my  fame,  my  country,  bid  me  bleed. 

0  thou  dear  mourner !  wherefore  streams  afresh 
That  flood  of  woe?    Why  heaves  with  sighs 

renew'd 
That  tender  breast?  Leonidas  must  fall. 
Alas  !  far  heavier  misery  impends 
(J'erthee  and  these,  if  softeu'd  by  ihv  fears 

1  shamefullv  refuse  to  yield  that  lireath. 
Which  justice,  glory,  liberty,  and  Heaven 
Claim  for  my'  country,  for  mv  sons,jmd  thce^ 
Think  on  my  long  imalter'd  fovc.     Rellect 
On  my  paternal  fondness.     Has  my  heart 

I  E'er  known  a  [lauseof  love,  or  pious  care  ? 
!  Now  shall  that  care,  tliat  tenderness,  be  prov'd 
Most  warm  and  faithful.     When  thy  husband 

dies 
For  I^acedfpmons  "^afety,  thou  wilt  share, 
Thou  and  thy  children,  the  difiluive  good. 
S  A  2  Should 


Tti 
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Should  1,  thus  sinsclH  from  the  re.^t  of  men  ; 
Alone  enttusitril  bv  th'  immortal  ^ods 
W  ith  pow  r  lo  *       '     ..U!  n»v  sool 

IVsfri  that  Ml f  I  \ ultl 


Willi  Icara'd   Chaldaeans  trac'd   ihc  mystic 

sphere. 
There  numl)cr*d  o'er  the  vivid  fires  that  pleam 
Upon  the  dubkvbosom  of  the  nl^ht. 


.n,  imisl  with  hir  mi>uih 
I  : lion  of  oppression  s  weight. 

1  hv  son's  iKrlioUl  DOW  worthy  ot  tin  ir  nanies 
Aud  Spaitan   hirtii.     Tiieir  growing 

must  pine  ,  l.Ciirts 

In   shame  and  bondage,   and  thi-ir  \otiihful 
Btat  at  the  sound  of  hlnrrty  no  more. 
On  their  own  virt«»c  and  their  fjtlur  s  fame. 
When  he  the  Spartan  freedom  UmU  confirm  d, 
Before  the  world  illustrious  shall  tlu'\  rise. 
Their  couMtrv's  bulwark  and  their  moiher'sjoy. 
Here  |)ausM  the  patriot.  With  a  li^ious  awe 
Griff  heard  «he  ruce  of  virtue.   No  coujpUint 
The  *n1»'mn  silence  broke.     Tears   ceas*d  to 

flow :  _^ 

CeaVd  for  a  moment ;  soon  again  to  stream. 
For  now  in  arms  before  the  palao  rang'd. 
Mis  braxx  companions  of  the  war  deniand 
Their  leader's  presence  j    then  her  griefs  re- 

iiew'd, 
Too  creat  for  ult'rance,  intercept  lur  sighs, 
And  freeze  taeh  accent  on  her  fall  ring  tongue. 
In  8j»eeohles8  anguish  on  the  lur  >  :<  breast 
She  sinks.     On  ev'ry  side  his  cinUlrcii  prt-ss, 
I^ang  on  his  knees,  and  kiss  his  honouru  hand. 
His  sou!  no  longer  btrn>j;gles  to  confine 
Its  strong  compunction.     Down    the  hero's 

cheek, 
I>>wn  flows  the  manly  sorrow,    (ircat  in  woe, 
Amid  his  children,  who  inclose  lilm  round, 
lie  stands  indulging  tenderness  ami  love 
In  gracffol  tears,  when  thus,  wisli  lilted  eyes, 
Atldrcs'd  to  Heaven:  Thoueveili^  injiPowr, 
l>ook  down  propiiiiius,  sire  of  {^c'-l^  .'ud  men  ! 
And  lo  this  fai'liful  woman,  wIh  m  (k-»ert 
M.iv  claim  thy  favour,  grant  the  Ik.ui-  r.f  jH'ace. 
And  thou,  my  ic^reat  forefather,  son  of  .Fovc, 
O  HcrculcH,  ncgU-cl  not  these  thy  rare  ! 
lint  since  that  «»pirit  I  from  thee  ileiive, 
Now  bearn  me  from  them  to  r«^i-il(>s  fate. 
Do  thou  support  their  virtiu' '    1..   ili.  v  t  lO'^ht, 
Like  thee,  wi)h  glorious  !  .  grace, 

Ami  r.om  ihvir  father  let  it.  ,  to  did 


ust  weep  Nor  on  the  sandi  (tf  Ganges  were  unheard 


The  Indian  sages  from  sef]uester'd  bow  rs. 
While,  as  attention  wrnderM,  they  disclos'd 
The  pow'rs  of  nature ;  whether  in  the  wootis, 
loomiThe  fruitful  glebe  or  flow'r,  or  healing  plant, 
TlKi  limpid  wa'.ers,  or  th<"  umbicui  air. 
Or  in  the  purer  element  of  fire. 
The  fertile  plains  where  great Scbostris  reign'd. 
Mysterious  b".gvpt,  next  the  youth  suivey'd, 
I  lom  KU|jhaniis,  where  impetuous  Nile 
Prccipit;tus  his  waters  to  the  sea, 
Which  far  below  receives  the  sevenfold  stream. 
Thence  o'er  th' Ionic  coast  he  stray  d;  nor  pass'd 
Miletus  by,  which  once  enniptur'd  heard 
Tho  tongue  of  Thales  ;  nor  Pricne's  walls, 
\\Micre  wisdom  dwell  with  Bias  ;  nor  the  seat 
Of  Piitacus,  along  the  Lesbian  shore 
Here  too  melodious  numbers  charni'd  his  ears. 
Which  flow'd  fromOrpheus,and  Musx'usold, 
And  thee,  ()  father  of  immortal  verse  ! 
Maonides,  whose  strains  thro'  ev'rA  age 
Time  with  bis  own  eteriiid  lip  shall  sing. 
Back  lo  his  native  Susa  then  he  turn'd 
His  wand'ring  itcjis.    His  merit  soon  was  dear 
To  Hyperanlbes,  generous  and  good  ; 
And  Ariana,  from  Darius  sprung 
U'ilh  Hyperanthes,  of  th*  imj)crij|  race 
Which  rui'd  lb' extent  of  Asia,  in  disdain 
Of  all  her  greatness,  oft  an  humble  ear 
To  him  would  bend,  and  listen  to  his  voice. 
Her  charms,  her  mind,  her  \  irtue  be  explor'd 
Adntiring.     Soon  was  admiration  eban^'d 
To  love,  nor  lov  d  he  sooner  than  dcspair'd. 
But  unreveal'd  and  >ilent  was  his  pain  ; 
Not  yet  in  solitary  sluulcs  be  roam'd. 
Nor  shunn'd  resort ;    but  o'er  his  sc»rrows  cast 
A  sieklv  d.iwn  of  gladness,  and  in  smiles 
('oneial'd  hisanguisli  ;  while  the  seciet  flame 
Itag'd  in  his  bosom,  and  lis  peace  cousum'd. 


§  128. 


Annua  and  Pol(/(Iorus  came  ly  N'l^ht 
iii/o  ffic  Pcniun  Camp. 

In  sable  pomp,  with  all  her  starry  train, 

■•    The  night  resum'd  her  throne,     liccall'd 

from  war, 
Hwr  long  protracted  labours  Greece  frtrgets, 
Disscdv'd  in  silent  slumber;  all  but  those, 
Who  watclid  lb"  uncertain  perils  of  the  dark. 
An  hundred  warritjrs ;   Agis  was  ibeir  chief. 


§  11/.    L"Uu,  ..  ^  iJ'TrrH'a:t(s  and  Ariana. 

AMIU  the  van  of  Persia  was  a  youth 
Nam'd  Terlba/us,  not  for  golden  stores, 
Not  f(»r  wide  j  axJores  ira\ers*d  o'er  with  herds 
With  bli-aitug  thousimds,  or  with  bounding' High  on  tiie  widl  intent  the  hero  sat, 

i»rcTd»,  I  As  o'er  the  suiface  of  the  tranquil  inain 

Nor  yet  for  pow'r,  nor  splendid  honottr9,fam'd..  Along  its  undulating  breast  the  wind 
Rich'  \*1j"»  his  mind  in  c*'ry  art  divine.  The  various  din  of  Asia's  host  convey 'd, 

And  thro*  the  paths  ofscieiK-e  had  he  walk'd 
The  votjT\  of  wiwlt'in.     In  the  \t:an 
W'ljcn  lender ihi^vn  in\e8ts  the  ruddy  cheek, 
Tie  with  the  .Magi  tnrn'd  the  hallow'd  pa^e 
Of/oronstcr;  then  hi«.  tow'ringsoul 


In  one  deep  murmur  swellrrg  in  his  ear  : 
When,  by  the  ?ouiid  of  (outsteps  down  the 


l^ass 


Alarm'd,  he  calU  aloud  :  What  foet  arc  tho-.e, 
U  hitb  beat  the  echoing  pavement  of  ihe  rock  ? 


)li>:h  on  tlic  plumes  of  c{>ntcmplatiun  5oar'd,  /  With  speed  reply,  nor  «  nptyo 
\uA  friTtn  the  lofty  i^bylonian  fane  {      He  said :  auJ  thusreiunrd'av 


our  instant  fate, 
oicc  unknown: 

Not 
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No»  with  tlic  ffct  offDomieswo  come. 
But  crave  a<lmittancc  with  a  Iriendly  ionp;uc. 

The  Spartan  answers  :    Thro'  the  midnii^ht 

shade  [hroad  r 

What  purpose  draws  your  wand'rinR  steps  a- 

To  whom  the  stran;^cr :    We  are  friends  to 
Greece, 
And  to  the  presence  of  the  Spartan  hing 
Achnission  we  implore.     'I  he  cautious  chiet 
Of  l^icediT?nion  hesitates  again  : 
W^hen  thus,  with  accents  musically  sweet, 
A  tender  voice  his  wond'ring  ear  allur'd  : 

O  fren'rons  Grecian,  listeti  to  the  pray'r 
Of  onedistress'd  !   whom  grief  alone  hath  led 
U\  this  dark  hour  to  these  viciorions  tents, 
A  wretched  woman,   innocent  .')f  fraud. 

The  Greek  descending  thro'   th'  unfolded 
gates 
Upheld  a  flaming  brand.     C)nc  first  appear'd 
In  servile  g!aih  attir'd  ;  but  near  itis  side 
A  woman  graceful  and  majestic  stood  ; 
Not  with  an  aspect  rivalhng  tiie  pow'r 
Of  faial  Helen,  or  the  wanton  charms 
Of  love's  ^oft  queen  ;  hut  such  as  far  exceU'J 
Whate'er  the  liiv  blending  with  the  rose 
Paints  on  the  cheek  of  beauty,  soon  to  fade  ; 
Such  as  exprcss'da  mind  which  wisdom  rul'd, 
And  sweetness  tcmper'd,  virtue's  purest  light 
Illumining  the  countenance  divine  ; 
Yet  could  not  sooth  remorseless  fate,  nor  teach 
^^Ialigna^t  fortune  to  revere  the  good  ; 
Which  oft  with  anguish  rends  the  spotless 

heart. 
And  oft  associates  wisdom  with  despair. 
In  oourteous  phrase  began  the  chief  humane: 

Exalted  fair,  who  thus  adorn'st  the  night, 
Forbear  to  blame  the  vigilance  of  war. 
And  to  the  laws  of  rigid  i\lars  impute 
That  I  thus  long  unwiiling  have  delav'd 
Before  the  j^rcat  Leonidas  to  place 
Tliis  your  apparent  dignity  and  worth. 

He  spake  ;  and  gently  to  the  lofty  lent 
Of  Sparta's  king  the  lovely  stranger  guides. 
At  Agis'  summons,  with  a  mantle  broad 
His  mighty  limbs  Leonidas  infolds. 
And  quits  his  couch.     In  wonder  lie  surveys 
Th'  illustrious  virgin,  whom  his  presenceawM: 
Her  eye  submissive  to  the  cround  inelin'd 
With  veneration  of  the  god-like  man. 
But  soon  his  voice  her  anxious  dread  dispell'd, 
Benevolent  and  hospitable  thus  : 

Thy  form  alone,  thus  amiable  and  great. 
Thy  mind  delineates,  and  from  all  comniands 
Supreme  regard.     Relate,  thou  noble  danie. 
By  Vvhat  relentless  destiny  com|)ell'd. 
Thy  tender  feet  the  paths  of  darkneis  tread  : 
Rehearse   th*    afflictions   whence   thy   virtue 
Riourns. 

On  her  wan  cheek  a  sudden  blush  arose. 
Like  day's  first  dawn  upon  the  twilight  [)ale. 
And,  wrapt  in  grief,  these  words  a  pasaagc 
broke  : 

If  to  be  most  unhappy,  and  to  know 
That  hope  is  irrecoverably  iled  ; 
If  to  be  great  and  wretched,  inav  deserve 
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C-ommiseration  from  tliegood,  behold, 
Tiu)u  glorious  leader  of  unconquer'd  bands. 
Behold,  descended  from  Darius'  loins, 
I'll'  artbeted  Ariana,  and  my  prav'r 
AccejM  with  pitv,  nor  my  tears  disdain  ! 
First,  that  1  lov'd  the  best  of  human  race. 
By  nature's  hand  with  ev'ry  virtue  form'd, 
Heroic,  wise,  adorn'd  with  ev'rv  art, 
Of  shame  unconscious  docs  my  heart  reveal, 
litis  day  in  Grecian  arm»i  conspicuous  clad 
He  fought,  he  fell  !  A  passion  long  conceal'd 
I'or  me,  abs  !  within  my  brother's  arms 
Hisdving  breath  resignitig,  he  disclos'd. 

Oh  1  will  stav  niv  sorrows  !  will  forbid 

My  eyes  to  stream  before  thee,  and  niv  heart. 
Thus  full  of  anguish,  will  from  sighs  restrain  I 
hor  whv  should  thy  lumianitv  be  griev'd 
U  iiji  niy  distress,  and  learn  from  me  to  mourn 
The  lot  of  nature,  dooni'd  to  care  and  pain  I 
Hear  then,  O  king,  aiid  gtant  mv  f^ole  request. 
To  seek  his  body  in  the  heaps  oi'  slain. 

Thus  to  the  Spartan  sued  the  regal  maid. 
Resembling  Ceres  in  majestic  woe. 
When  supi^licant  at  Jove's  resplendent  throne, 
Frouj  dreary  Pluto,  and  ih'  infernal  gloom. 
Her  lov'd  and  lost  Proserpina  she  sought. 
Fix'd  on  the  weeping  queen  with  stedfasteye?, 
Laeonia's  chief  these  tender  thoughts  rccall'd  ; 

Such  are  ihv  scrrows,  O  for  ever  dear  ! 
Who  now  at  Lnceda.'mon  dost  deplore 
My  everlasting  absence  ! — then  inelin'd 
His  head,  and  sigh 'd  ;  nor  yet  forgot  to  charge 
His  friend,  the  gentle  Agis,  thro'  the  straits 
The  Persian  princess  to  attend  and  aid. 
With  careful  steps  they  seek  her  lover's  corse. 
'I'he  Greeks   retnember'd,   where  by   fate  rc- 

press'd 
His  arm  first  ceas'd  to  mow  their  legions  down; 
And  from  beneath  a  mass  of  Persian  slain 
Soon  drew  the  hero,  by  his  arnKHir  known. 
To  Agis   hish  pavilion  thev  resort. 
Now,  Ariana,  what  transcending  pangs 
Thy  soul   involv'd  I  what  horror  clasp'd  thy 

heart ! 
But  love  grew  mightiest ;  and  her  beauteous 

limbs 
On  the  cold  breast  of  Teribazus,  threw 
The  grief-distracte<l  maid.  The  clotted  gore 
Defbrm'd  her  snowv  bosom.  O'er  his  wour>»H 
Loose  flo<r'd  her  hair,  and  bubbling  from  her 

eyes 
Impetuous  sorrow  lav'd  the  purple  clav, 
When  forth  in  groans  her  lamentations  l>roUc: 

O  torn  forever  from  mv  weej)infievcs  ! 
Th«nj,  who  despairinji;  to  obtain  htr  heart. 
Who  then  most  lov'd   thee,  didst   untimely 

•vield 
Thy  life  to  fate's  inevitable  dart 
For  her  who  now  in  agonv  unfolds 
I  ler  tender  bosom,  and  repeats  her  vows 
Vn  ihv  deaf  ear,  who  fondly  to  her  ow  n 
Now  clasps  thy  breast  insensible  and  cold. 
Alas!  do  those  unmoving  ghasilv  orbs 
Perceive  mv  Jjushinsani^uish  ?  lines  that  heart. 
Which  death'^  iiianimating  hand  hath  chill  d, 
3  A3  Shar« 
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Share  in  mv  niff'nftgs.And  rtturn  my  sighs  ?   \ 

O  bitter  unsurmou:itabie  distrrss ! 
lio!  on  tby  bivQsi  it  A  nana  bow'd. 
Hanp  o'er  thy  fiiee,  unites  her  cIkv k  to  thine. 
Not  now  to  I'--"  ^"•"'  ""'-•nnied  ears 
To  ihy  pen.  .  no  more 

Charm'a  wi  i   of  thy   copious 

oil  ml ! 
She  c<»uld  no  more  :  invincible  dopir 
Supprcas'd  her  uti'rance.     As  a  marble  form 
Fw'd  on  ihc  solemn  sepulchre,  unn)ovd, 
O'er  some  dead  hero,  whom  his  coviniry  lov'd, 
]^dsdown  the  head  with  imitaud  woe; 
So  paus'd  the  princess  o'er  thebreatlilcss  clay, 
Intranc'd  in  sorrow.     On  the  dreary  wound, 
Where    Dithyrambni'    sword    was    deepest 

plnng'a, 
^fntc  for  a  s|>ace  and  motionless  she  p^az'd  ; 
Then  with  a  look  unehang'd,  nor  irembling 

hand. 
Drew  fr-'--  -''-inrd,  w^th  her  garment  veil'd, 
And.  -  >  her  heart  ih'  abhorred  steel. 

On  \u  "^iicnt  sinks  in  death. 


ru  of  Porsentm,  King  qf 
ititssia.       H.  I- 


§  129.     i  :ic    tus(or\ 

"    '-.  HowLKs- 
Tm  Russia's  frozen  clinic,  some  age  s  .since, 
-■•  There  dwell,  historian*  say,  a  worthy  prince. 
Who  to  his  people**  good  confin'd  his  care, 
And  fix'd  the  basis  ot  his  cuipire  there  ; 
Iiulargcd  their  trade,  the  liberal  arts  imnrov'd, 
l^ladc  I.  *      py  and  himself  lM.lo\'d  ; 

To  all  during  stales  a  terror  grown, 

'I'^T  fl  ■■"'  plory  of  his  own. 

.\      :  \.  ho  vainly  s«<!s  renown 

I  I      1  'Ml;  i,  and  from  Imtiloswon 

Those  mighty  ^lilurocU,  who  mean  lawsde 

spise. 
Call  murder  hut  a  princely  exercise  ; 
And  if  one  bloodless  sun  bhould  steal  away, 
i'rv  out  with  Titus  they  have  lost  a  day. 
Who  to  Ite  more  than  iucn,  themselves  de-«^ 
base  I 

Bcneatli  the  brnte,  their  maker's  form  deface,  1 
Hailing  their  titles  hv  their  God's  disp,racc.   J 
Like  fi^mc  to  bold  L'rofttratun  we  give, 
Who  sTorn'd  bv  Ic^s  than  sacrilege  to  live  ; 
r  XI  name, 

iis'd  his  ^hame. 
f  ^■*'  r  fnmc, 

i  '.  claim; 

i' — ;  ...:._ -  :- i^  was  known, 

And  sure  a  nobler  ne'er  adorn 'd  a  throne  : 
In  war  he  knew  thedeathful  sword  to  wield, 
A»4  aaoght  the  thickeiit  dangers  of  the  6eld  ; 
A  bold  commander,  bul  the  storm  o'erflown. 
He  wtna^d  as  he  were  made  for  peace  alone  j 
■  *  d. 


Porsenna  there  without  a  rival  stood, 

.\nd  would  maintain  his  right  of  doing  good. 

Nor  did  his  person  less  attraction  wear. 

Such  niajesiv  and  sweetness  mingled  there  ; 

Heaven  with  uncommon  art  the  clay  lefin'd, 

A  proper  mansion  for  so  fair  a  mind ; 

Each  look,  each  action,  bore  peculiar  grace. 

And  love  itself  was  painted  on  his  face. 

In  peaceful  time  he  suffcr'd  not  his  mind 

To  rust  in  sloth,  the'  much  to  peace  inclin'd; 

Nor  wanton  in  the  lap  of  pleasure  lay. 

And  lost  to  glory  lolter'd  life  away  ; 

But  active  rising  ere  the  prime  of  dav, 

Thro'  woods  and  lonely  deserts  lov'd  to  stray; 

With  hounds  and  horns  to  wake  the  furio'ua 

bear. 
Or  ro«ze  the  tawny  lion  from  his  laire  ; 
To  rid  the  forest  of  tb.e  savage  brood, 
And  whet  his  courage  for  his  country's  good. 
One  dav,  as  he  pursu'd  the  dangerous  sport. 
Attended  bv  the  nobles  of  his  court. 
It  chanc'd  a  beast  of  more  than  common  speed 
Sprang  from  the  brake,  and  thro'  the  f(»re8t  fled. 
The  ardent  prince  impetuous  as  the  wind 
Rush'd  on,  and  left  his  lagging  train  behind  ; 
Fir'd  with  thechace,  and  full  of  youthtul  blood. 
O'er  plains  and  vales,  and  wooUlaiul  wilds  he 

rode, 
Urging  his  courser's  speed,  nor  thoxighl  the  day 
Now  wasted,  nor  how  intricate  the  way  ; 
Nor  till  the  night  in  dusky  clouds  came  on, 
Restrain'd  his  pace,  or  found  himself  idone. 
Missing  his  train,  he  strove  to  measure  back 
The  road  he  came,  but  could  nrU  find  the  track ; 
Still  turning  to  the  place  he  left  before. 
And  oniv  lab'ring  to  be  lost  the  more. 
|Thebut;Ic-horn,  whirh  o'er  his  shoulders  hung. 
So  loud  he  winded,  that  the  forest  rung  ; 
In  vain,  no  voire  but  echo  from  the  ground, 
I  And  vocal  woods  made  mock'ry  of  the  sound. 
And  now  the  gath'ringclouds  began  to  spread 
O'er  th«-dun  face  of  night  a  deeper  shade. 
And  the  hoarse  thunder  growling  from  afar, 
With  her.dd  voice  proclaiiu'd  tlV  approaching 


Then  was  the  golden  age  again  restor'tl 
Norl«iahisjut»t'r»  v^-. -,.,,1  .1..^^  j^j, 

Allneedle>sponi| 

The  deeds  that  g 

No  private  vie»v$  tienrath  a  borrow 'd  tJame, 

His  and  the  public  interest  were  the  same. 

In  wealth  and  pleasure  let  the  subject  live, 

Jiut  virtue  is  the  king's  prerogative. 


sword, 
mdeurspar'd 
■*  onlv guard. 


Silence  awhile  ensued, — then  by  deforces 
A  hollow  wind  came  muttering  thro'  the  trees. 
Sudden  the  full  fmu.i^ht  sky  dischargd  its  store 
Of  rain  and  rattling  hail  a  mingled  sliower; 
The  active  lightning  ran  along  the  ground,  ^ 
The  fiery  bolts  by  fits  were  hurl'd  around,  ^ 
And  the  wide  forests  trembled  at  the  sound.  > 
Amazement  seiz'd   the  jjriuce,   where  could 

he  fly, 
No  guide  to'  lead,  no  friendly  cottage  nigh? 
Pensive  and  unresolv'd  awhile  ho  stood, 
Heneath  the  scanty  covert  of  the  wood  ; 
But  drove  from  hence,  soon  sallied  forth  again 
As  chance  directed  on  the  dreary  plain  ; 
C^nstrain'd  his  melancholy  way  to  take        "1 
Thro'  many  a  loathiome'bog,  and  thorny  I 

brake,  ( 

Caught  in  the  thicket,  flound'ring  in  the  lake.  J 
Wet  with  the  sturm,  and  wearied  with  the 

way. 
By  hunger  piach'd,  himself  to  beasts  a  prey ; 
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Kor  wine  to  chcar  his  heart,  nor  fire  to  burn/  Thy  crime,  tho'  great,  an  easy  pardoo  finds, 
Nor  place  to  rest,  nor  prospect  to  return  ; 


Drooping  and  spiritless,  at  life's  despair. 
He  bade  it  pass,  not  worth  his  farther  care; 
When  sudtlcnly  he  spied  a  distant  H{j;ht,        •* 
That  faintly  twinkled  thro'  the  gloom  of  night,  / 
And  his  heart  leapt  for  joy,  and  bless'd  the  f 
welcome  sight.  J 

Ofttlmes  he  doubled,  it  appcar'd  so  far. 
And  hung  so  high,  'twas  nothing  but  a  star. 
Or  kindled  vapour  wund'riug  thro'  the  skv  ; 
But  still  press'd  on  his  steed,  still  kept  ii  in 

his  eye  ; 
Till  nuich  fatigue,  and  many  dangers  past. 
At  a  huge  mountain  he  arriv'd  at  last,  [knees. 
There  lighting  from  his  horse,  on  hands  and 
Grop'd  out  the  darksome  road  by  slowdegrees^ 
Crawling  or  clamb'ring  o'er  the  rugged  way. 
The  thunder  rolls  above,  the  flames  around 

him  j)lay. 
Joyful  at  len";th  he  gain'd  the  stecjiy  height. 
And  found  the  rift  whence  sprang  the  friendly 

light  J 
And  here  he  stopp'd  to  rest  his  wearied  feet. 
And  weigh  the  perils  he  had  still  to  meet; 
Unsheath'd  his  trusty  sword,  and  dealt  his  eyes 
^Vith caution  round  him,  to  prevent  surprise; 
Then  sunnnon'd  all  the  forces  of  his  mind. 
And  ent'ring  boldly  cast  his  fears  behind  ; 
Ilesolv'd  to  push  his  way,  whatc'cr  withstood. 
Or  bravely  perish  as  a  monarch  should. 

While  he  the  wonders  of  the  place  survey 'd. 
And  thro'  the  various  cells  at  random  stray'd, 
In  a  dark  corner  of  the  cave  he  view'd 
Somewhat  that  in  the  shape  of  woman  stood  ; 
But  moredeformd,  than  dreams  can  represent 
The  midnight  hag,  or  poet's  fancy  paint 
The  Lapland  witch,  wnen  she  her  broom  be- 
strides, 
And  scatters  storms  and  tempests  as  she  rides. 
She  look'd  as  nature  made  her  to  disgrace 
Her  kind,  and  cast  a  blot  on  all  the  race  ; 
Her  shrivel'd  skin  with  yellow  spots  besmcar'd, 
iike  mouldy  records  scem'd,  her  eyes   were 

blear'd  ; 
Her  feeble  limbs  with  age  and  palsy  shook. 
Bent  was  her  body,  haggard  was  her  look. 
I'roux  the  dark  nook  outcrept  the  filtl.  •  crone. 
And  propt  u|K)n  her  crutch,  came  tott'ring  on. 
The  prince  in  civil guisea))|)roach'dthedamc. 
Told  her  his  piteous  case,  and  whence  he  came. 
And  till  Aurora  should  the  shades  expel, 
Implor'd  a  lodging  in  her  friendly  cell. 
Mortal,  whoe'er  thou  art,  the  fiend  began. 
And  as  she  spake  a  deadly  horror  ran      [sook. 
Thro  all  his  frame;  his  checks  the  blood  for- 
Chatter'd  his  teeth,  his  knees  tos^tM her  shook: 
^  W'hoe'er  thou  art,  that  with  presumption  rude, 
Dar'st  on  our  sacred  privacy  intrude. 
And  without  licence  in  our  court  apjiear. 
Know,  thou'rt  the  first  that  ever  enler'd  here. 
But  sitice  thou  plead'st  excuse,  thou'rt  hithgr 

brought 
More  by  thy  fortune  than  thy  own  dcWt ; 


For  mercy  ever  dwells  in  royaf  minds,     [hand 
And  would  you  learn  from  whose  indulgent 
You  live,  and  in  whose  awful  presence  stand  ; 
Know  farther,  thro'  yon  wide  extended  plains. 
Great  Eolus,  the  king  of  tempests,  reigns. 
And  in  thh  lofty  palace  makes  abode,     [God. 
Well  suited  to  his  state,  and  \<orihy  of  tlie 
'I'he  various  elements  his  empire  own. 
And  pay  their  hmnblc  homage  at  his  throne; 
And  hither  all  the  storms  and  cloj  ^^^resort. 
Proud  to  increase  the  splendour  of  his  court, 
f  lis  queen  am  I,  from  whom  the  beauteous  race 
Of  Winds  arose,  sweet  fruit  of  dur  embrace  I 
She  scarce  had  ended,  when  with  wild  uproar^ 
And  horrid  din,  her  sons  impetuous  pour 
Around  the  cave  ;  came  rushing  In  amain, 
Lybs,  Eurus,  Boreas,  all  the  boisterous  train  ; 
And  close  behind  them  on  a  whirlwind  rode 
In  clouded  majesty  the  blust'ring  God. 
Their  locks  a  thousand  ways  wore  blown  about, 
Theirchceks,  like  full-blown  bladders,  strutted 

out; 
Their  boasting  talk  wasof  the  feats  th'haddone. 
Of  trees  uprooted,  and  of  towns  o'erthrown  ; 
Vnd  when  they  kindly  turn'd  them  to  accost 
The  prince,  they  almost  pierc'd  him  with  their 
frost. 
The  gaping  hag  in  fix'd  attention  stood. 
And  at  the  close  of  every  tale  cried — good  ! 
Blessing,  with  outstrctch'd  arms,  each  darling 

son. 
In  due  proportion  to  the  mischief  done. 
And  where,  says  she,  does  little  Zephyr  stray  ? 
Know  yc,  my  sons,  your  brother's  rout  to-day  ; 
In  what  bold  deeds  does  he  his  hours  employ  i 
Grant  heaven  no  evil  has  bcfall'n  my  boy  ; 
Ne'er  was  he  known  to  linger  thus  before. 
Scarce  had  she  spoke,  when  at  the  cavern  door 
Came  lightly  tripping,  in  a  form  more  fair 
Than  the  young  poet's  fond  ideas  are. 
When  fir'd  with  love,  he  tries  his  utmost  art 
To  paint  the  beauteous  tyrant  of  his  heart. 
A  satin  vest  his  slender  shape  confin'd, 
Mmbroidcr'd  o'er  with  flowers  of  every  kind, 
I'lora'sown  work,  when  first  the  goddess  strove 
To  win  the  little  wanderer  to  her  love. 
Ofburnlsh'd  silver  were  his  sandals  madei 
Silver  his  buskins,  and  with  gems  o'erlaid  ; 
A  sattVon-colour'd  robe  behind  him  flow'd. 
And  added  grace  and  grandeur  as  he  trod. 
His  wings  than  lilies  whiter  to  behold. 
Sprinkled  with  azure  spots,  and  streak'd  with 

gold; 
So  thin  their  form,  and  of  so  light  a  kind. 
That  they  for  ever  dunc'd,  and  fluttcr'd  in  the 

wind. 
Around  his  temples^  with  becoming  air. 
In  wanton  ringlets  curl'd  his  auburn  hair. 
And  o'er  his  shoulders  negligently  spread, 
A  wreath  of  fragrant  roses  crown'd  his  head. 
Such  his  attire,  but  Oi  no  pen  can  trace. 
No  Avords  can  shew  the  beauties  of  his  face} 
So  kind  !  so  winning!  so  divinely  fair, 
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'n, 


...    licdthr  (lame.  In  nn«:rv  tone. 

»tih(ni  loiicr  tluw,  so  lonK^lonc? 

i .ir'sl  whai  anxiouit  iliou-lus  mo- 


lest. 


in  a  moincr  s  orcasx ; 
jlv  by  vrrnr  hasie,  ^ 

javc  Ik*'!  innrt  r.ist.  ) 


\\'hat  |>an«rs  .ir*  tobouring  in  a  mother's  breast ; 
\'.    "   '  '     V  your  diiiv 

1  \  sons  art 

A  4 ->l  would  hav 

Stirr  'lis  a  cur>c  on  moihcra,doom'»l  lo  inonm, 
%Vherc  best  ihey  love,  the  least  ami   worst  re- 
turn. 
■  Iv  dear  mama,  the  gentle  youth  r(])ly'd, 
And  uiadca  low  obeisance,  cea>c  to  i  hide  ; 
Nor  wouml  mc  with  your  words,  lor  \vcll  you 

krin;v 
^     :r '/  MlnrlKars  a  part  in  nil  yonr  uoc. 
liow  ^rcat  luusi  l>c  hirst>rrow  th«;i  lo  learn 
Tluit  he  himsclCsthe  cause  of  your  corucrn  ! 
Nor  had  I  loilei'd  thus,  had  I  been  tree. 
But  the  fair  Priiioess  of  Felicity 
Intrcated  mr  to  make  some  short  dela\ , 
Ai   '      '  ''  '      '      .  could  I  rcfu«!e  to  stiv? 
f'  daniiiets  of  her  cnnrr, 

S:  l...Jy  grove,  her  iov'.i  resort ; 

In-  li  r  <>.    the  gra:».s,  the  flowers  vv(  re  niix'd 

hci-.voen 
Like  rich  embroidery  on  a  ground  of  or.  ^n  ; 
And  in  the  mid<»r,  protected  by  the  sh,,!  , 
A  '.  wild  meanders  |>in\cl ; 

^\  .  »he  trembling Kavrs  aioong 

■*  .1.:  lutdj  in  concert  sun :; ; 

.lount  with  fragrant  slu .il;  o'cr- 

On  a  cool  mossy  couch  she  laid  her  (\>^\■.■\^  ; 
Her  air,  her  posture,  all  con$pir'<l  i  -  [  lease. 
Her  head  upon  her  snowy  nrni  at  ra  e 
Heclin'd,  a  studied  carelessness  expr^  s>«'r!  ; 
I."       '      '  '  '      '     ";        Ih'  1  l)reast. 

I 

A .;..  her  fico  ; 

!*>  o'er  her  neck,  htr  ba»i-i.  h<  raruj'*, 

L\  (r  flowers,    and  taMrd   all    their 

charms  ; 
And  ihfn  her  lip*,  and  then  her  rherl;<!  T  iriwl, 
A  V  side. 

f>  'b<»V. 

T...  ,. 

To  n»r 

Nor  cuh  1    ^  . 

Excuse  my  weakness,  madam,  w  hen  i  swear 

Such  E;enfle^ords,  ioin'd  with  so  soft  nn  air, 

P'  o  sweetly  from  a  mouili  so  fair, 

C  '  all  niv  sense,  nor  diti  I  know 

J'  "  '  '  here  lo  e;o. 

•  and  jray, 

«'  -.  --- - :..ucawav: 

Tbe^  in  soft  notes  addresb'd  the  ravish'd  ear, 
And  warbled  out  so  swccl  'twas  heaven  to  hear : 
id  tho^e  ill  rings,  beneath  U»c  grecn*wouJ 
shade, 
'    I  we'd  to  ilic  meiody  tlicir  fellow?  uiadc  ; 


I  SoniCjStiidious  of  theniselves.cm ployM  their  care 
;  In  u-cavini^llowery  wreaths  to  deck  their  hair  ; 
j  Wioie  others  to  some  fav'riie  plant  convey 'd 
Refreshing  show'rs,  and  chear'd  its  ^drooping 

Iiead  : 
A  joy  so  gencnd,  spre:>d  thro'  all  the  place. 
Such'  satisfaction  dwelt  on  cver\  fare, 
Thenvmphssokind,  solovcly  look'd  thequeen, 
rhat  never  eve  beheld  a  sweeter  scene. 
Porsenna  (ike  a  statue  fixd  appear'd. 
And  wrapt  in  silent  wonder,  pu;*'d  and  heard. 
Much  he  admir'd  the  soeech,  the  speaker  more, 
And  dwelt  on  every  word,  and  grlcv'd  to  find 
it  o'er. 

0  gentle  vouth,  he  cried,  proceed  to  tell 

In  what  t\'\T  country  does  this  princess  dwell; 
What  reciinns  uncxplor'd,  what  hidden  coast, 
( 'an  so  nuu'h  goodness,  so  nn\r\\  be;uity  boast  } 
To  whoni  the  winued  ;^'>d,  with^iiracious  look. 
Numberless  sweets  dimisinii!;  while  he  sj)okc, 
'I'hus  answer'd  kind  :  These  hapny  gardens  lie  -i 
Far  hence  reniov'd,  beneath  a  milder  sky  j  L 
Their  naujc — the  Kingdom  of  I'elicitv.  j 

Sweetscetiesofendlessldiss,  enchanted  ground, 
A  soil  for  ever  sought,  but  seldom  found  ; 
Tho'  in  the  search  all  Imninn  kind  in  v:iin 
Wearv  their  wits,  and  wa.stc  tbiir  lives  in  pain  ; 
111  diHerent  parties,  dilfcrent  paths  they  tread. 
As  reason  guides  them,  or  as  follies  lead  ; 
I'hese  wrangling  for  the  place  theviie'cr  shall  SCO, 
Debating  those,  if  stich  a  place  there  l.<- , 
Rut  not  the  wisest  or  the  best  can  sav 
Where  lies  the  point,  or  nnrk  tl;e  certain  way. 
Some  few,  by  Fortune  favoor'd,  for  her  sport 
Have  sail'd  in  siaht  of  this  delighifid  port ; 
In  tbou»,ht  aireodv  seized  the  ble-^^'d  abodes. 
And  in  their  fond' delirium  rnnk'd  v.iih  gods. 
Fruitless  ftttempt !  all  avenues  arc  kept 
By  dreadful  f(^es,  sentry  that  never  slept. 
Here  fell  Detraction  darts  her  ]iois'nous  breath. 
Fraught  with  a  thousand  «ings,  and  scatters 

death  ; 
Short-sighted  Knw  there  maintains  her  post, 
.\nd  shakes  her  Hativing  brand,  and  stalks  around 

the  coast : 
These  on  the  helpless  crowd  their  fury  poitr, 
I'lung"  in  the  waves,  or  dash  against  the  shortf, 
I'eacKVrefehed  mortals  they  were  doom'd  to 

mourn. 
And  n«'er  nj\ist  rest  but  in  thesllenturn.  [bear. 
Hut  sav,  yotmg  monarrh  ;  for  what  name  you 
Your  iiM«-n,  your  dress,  your  person  all  declarVj 
And  tlio'  I  seldotu  fan  the  frozen  north. 
Vet  have  I  he;^rd  of  brave  Porsmna's  worth  ; 
My  brother  l3oreas  thro'  the  world  has  flown, 
Swellinghi>  breath  to  s]>rcadfrtrthyourri'nown  : 
Say,  would  vou  choose  to  visit  this  retreat, 
tVi'id  view  tlie  world  where  all  these  wonders 

meet  ? 
VA^ish  Vmi  soiue  friend  o'er  the  tempestuous  sea 
'To  bear  you  safe?  behold  that  friend  in  me. 
.\Iy  active  wingii  shall  all  their  force  employ, 
And  nimbly  waft  you  to  the  realms  of  joy  j 
As  once,  to  gratify  the  god  of  love» 

1  bore  fair  Psyche  to  the  Cyprian  grove ; 

Or 
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Or  as  Jove's  bird,  descending  fro  in  on  high, 
'Snatch'd  the  youD^Trojan  trembling  to  the  sky. 
There  perfect  bliss  thou  m:iv'st  for  ever  sh.ire, 
*Scap'd  from  the  busy  world,  and  all  its  care  ; 
There  in  the  lovely  princess  thou  wilt  fiad 
A  mistress  ever  bloominj^,  ever  kind. 
All  ecstacy,  on  ulr  Porsenna  trod. 
And  to  his  bosom  strain'd  the  little  god  j 
With  grateful  sentiments  his  heart  o'erHow'd. 
And  in  the  warmest  words,  millions  of  tlunks 

bestow'd. 
When  Eolus  in  su^ly  humour  broke 
Their  strict  embrace,  and  thus  abruptly  spoke  : 
Enough  of  compliment,  I  hate  the  sport 
or  mcankss  words  ;  this  is  no  human  court ; 
Where  plain  and  honest  are  discarded  quite, 
For  the  more  modish  title  of  polite  ; 
Where  in  soft  speeches  hvpocritcs  impart 
'i'he  venomVl  ills  that  lurk  beneath  the  heart ; 
In  friendship's  holv  guise  their  guilt  improve, 
And  kindly  kill  with  specious  shew  of  love. 
For  us — mv  subjects  are  not  us'd  to  wait. 
And  waste  their  hours  to  hear  a  mortal  prate; 
They  must  abroad  before  the  rising  sun. 
And  hie  'em  to  the  seas:  there's  mischief  to  be 

done. 
Excuse  my  plainness,  sir,  but  business  stands. 
And  we  hav£  storms  and  shipwrecks  on  our 

hands. 
He  ended  frowning,  and  the  noisy  rout 
Each  to  his  several  cell  went  passiufi;  out ; 
But  Zephyr,  far  more  courteous  than  the  rest. 
To  his  own  bower  con\ey'd  the  royal  guest  j 
There  on  a  bed  of  roses  neatlv  laidi. 
Beneath  the  fragrance  of  a  mvrilc  shade. 
His  limbs  lo  needful  rest  the  prince  applied. 
His  sweet  conapaniou  slumb'ring  by  his  side. 

Book  2. 

No  sooner  in  her  silver  chariot  rose 
The  ruddy  Mom,  than,  sated  with  repose. 
The  prince  addrcss'd  his  host ;  the  god  awoke. 
And  leaping  from  his  couch,  thus  kindly  spoke  : 
This  early  call,  my  lord,  that  chides  uiy  stay. 
Requires  mv  thanks,  and  I  with  joy  obey; 
Like  you  I  long  to  reach  ilie  blissful  coast. 
Hate  the  slow  night,  and  mourn  the  momenls 

lost. 
The  bright  Rosinda,  loveliest  of  the  fair  [care, 
That  crowd  the  princess'  court,  demands  my 
K'en  now  with  fears  and  jealousies  o'erborn. 
Upbraids  and  Ciills  me  cruel  aiul  forsworn  ; 
What  sweet  rewards  on  all  my  toils  attend. 
Serving  at  once  my  mistress  and  my  friend  1 
Just  to  my  love  and  to  my  duty  too. 
Well  paid  in  her,  v,'ell  pleas'd  iu  pleasing  you. 
This  said,  he  led  him  to  the  cavern  gate, 
And  clasp'd  him  in  his  arms,  and  pois'd  his 

weight  ; 
Then  balancing  his  body  here  and  there, 
$tretch'<l    forth  his  agile'  wings,  and  launch'd 

in  air  ; 
Bwift  as  the  hery  meteor  from  on  high 
Shoots  to  its  goal,  a:ijl  gleams  athwart  the  sky, 


I*rc  with  quick  fan  his  lab'ring  jilnions  play. 
There  glide  at  case  along  tlw,  liquid  wav; 
"Jowlightlv  skim  the  plain  with  even  fiighf, 
Vow  proudly  soar  above  the  mountain's  height. 
Spiteful  Detraction,  whose  envenom'd  hate, 
iportsvviih  the  sufferings  ofthe  good  and  great. 
Spares  not  our  pjince,  but  with  opprobriom 

sneer 
Arraigns  him  of  the  heinous  sin  of  fear; 
rinl  he,  so  tried  m  arms,  whose  very  name 
[nfus'd  a  secret  panic  where  it  came  ; 
Ev'n  he,  as  higli  abovo  tiie  clouds  he  fle\\r. 
And  spied  the  mountain  less'nlng  to  the  view^ 
Vought  round  him  but  the  wide  expanded  air, 
Helpless,  abandon'd  to  a  stripling's  care  ; 
Struck   with   the  rapid  whirl,    and   dreadful 

height, 
Confess'd  some  famt  alarm,  some  little  frighl. 

The  friendiv  god,  who  instantly  divin'd 
The  terrors  that  possess'd  his  fellow's  mind, 
I'o  calm  his  troubled  thoughts,  and  cheat  the 

way, 
Describ'dthe  nations  that  beneath  them  lay; 
The  name»  the  climate,  and  the  soil's  increase, 
Tlieir  arms  in  war,  their  government  in  peace; 
Shew'd  their  domestic  arts,  their  foreign  trade, 
VVhat  int'rest  they  pursu'd,  what  leagues  they 

made. 
The  sweet  discourse  so  charm'd  PorsCnna'sear, 
That  lost  in  jov,  he  had  no  time  for  fear. 
From  Scandinavia's  cold  inclement  waste, 
O'er  widcGermnnia's  various  realms  they  past; 
And  now  on  Albion's  fields  suspend  their  toil, 
,'Vnd  hover  for  a  while,  and  bless  the  soil. 
O'er  the  gay  scene  the  prince  delighted  hung. 
And  gaz'd  in  rapture,  and  forgot  his  tongue; 
Till  burstingfonh  at  length.  Behold,  cried  he. 
The  promis'd  isle,  the  land  I  long'd  to  see  ; 
Those  plains,  those   vales,    and  fruitful  hills 

declare 
My  queen,  my  charmer  must  inhabit  there. 
Thus  rav'd  the  monarch,  and  the  gentle  guide, 
Pleas'd  with  his  error,  thus  in  smiles  replied  : 
I  must  applaud,  mv'lord,  the  lucky  thought,  "^ 
Ev'n  I,  who  know  ih'  original,  am  caught,  7 
And  doubt   my   senses,  when   1   view   the  I 

draught.'  J 

The  slow  ascending  hill,  the  lofty  wood 
That  mantles  o'er  its  broM*;  the  silver  flood, 
Wamrring  in  mazes  thro'  the  flow'ry  mead; 
The  herd  that  in  the  plenteous  pastures  feed  ; 
And  every  object,  every  scene  excites 
Fresh  wonder  in  my  soul,  and  fills  with  new 

delights  : 
Dwells  chcarful  Plenty  there,  and  learned  Ease, 
And  art  with  nature  seems  at  strife  to  please. 
There  Libeilv,  delightful  goddess,  reigns. 
Gladdens  each  heart,  and  gilds  the  fertile  plains ; 
There  firmly  seated  may  she  ever  smile. 
And  show'r  her  blessings  o'er  her  fav'rite  isle. 
But  see,  the  rising  sun  reproves  our  stay 
He  said,  and  to  the  ocean  wing'd  his  way ; 
Stretching  his   course  to   climates   then  urt- 

known. 
Nations  that  swelter  in  the  burning  zone ; 

There 
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TIjctcUi Pefuvlun talcsa mcMutni staid,  [hhailc. 
A  lid  ftmotih'd  Ills  wing*,  b.  lu.nh  ihe  citron 
llwn  »wifi  hi>oary  pinions  plied  :i^ain, 
Croft»M  tbc new  wo'riu,  and »oiigI>i  li-c  soulhern 

main ;  ~ 

Where  ujanv  a  wei  and  weary  league  o'crpast. 
The  wish'd-for  paradise  ap|Mrar'd  at  last. 

With  force  abated,  now  they  gently  sweep 
O'er  the  smooiii  surlui-e  of  ib«.-  >iiining  deepj 
Hie  Dryads  hali'd  them  from  ilu-  distant  shore, 
The  Nericds  play*d  around,  the  Tritons  swam 

bcforr  ; 
While  soft  Favonius  their  arri^  il  s;roets, 
Ai»d  breaihtshiswclcooieiu  a  ihousand sweets. 
Norj»aIcI)iseasc,tH)rheaUh-coa:. timing  Care, 
Nor  >Vralh,nor  foul  Revenue,  eaii  enter  there: 
No  vapour's  fogjiy  glooitfiinbrowns  the  sky. 
No  tcm^'CAts  rage,  no  anj^ry  lightnings  fly  j 
Kilt  dews  and  soft  rcfrcshnig  airs  are  found. 
And  pure  ciljerial  a/ure  shines  trouiid. 
W"^^  ,t..".r  il.r  swocTSahccan  Isle  cm  boast, 
O-^  1  lins,  or  India's  spic  v  coast ; 

\\  ;  .  iiilh,  or  rich  (KhiliVs  fields. 

Ox  tiow'ry  vale  of  fam'd  Hymeltiis  yields  ; 
Or  what  of  old  th'  Hesperian  orciiard  grac'd, 
All  that  was  e'er  delicious  to  the  tasic. 
Sweet  to  the  bnicll,  or  lovely  to  ihe  view. 
Collected  iher*-.  with  added  IhmuIv  }z;rew- 
JIi;;h-low'ring  to  the  heavens,  the  ireesarcseen, 
Their  hwlk  immense,  their  leaf  lor  ever  green  ; 
So  clost'ly  inler^vove,  the  tell-tale  sun 
Can  ne'er  descry  ihcdeed.sheru  ath  them  done; 
But  where  by  fits  the  sportive  tdes  divide 
Tlicir  lender  topa,  and  fan  the  Ua\es  aside. 
Ukc  a  smooth  car)>ctat  their  fret  lies  spread 
The  nutted  grass,  by  bubbliiiLr  foimtains  fed  ; 
And  on  each  bough  the  featlier'c'  choir  employ 
Their  nu-lting  ootcs,  an<l  nought  is  heard  but 

joy. 
The  pam'ted  flow'rs  exhale  a  rich  perfume, 
The  frnit5  arc  mingled  with  etc m  d  bloom  ; 
AndSpriiig  nnd  Autumn  hand  in  hand  appeur. 
Lead  on  the  merry  months,  and  join  to  cloath 

tht-  year.  [pour'd, 

Jlrre,  v'er  the  mountain's  shii^iy  simuuits 
Fnun  r.^<  L  »fi  rock  the  tundiliii^  torrent  roar'd^ 
V'  ou»  lri»,  in  the  vale  Indow, 

T*.i.  r  rising  fumes  her  radiant  bow  ; 

Now  tluo'  ii»e  meads  the  mazy  current  s'ray'd. 
Now  hid  it*  waml'rfnB:*  in  the  myrtle  shade  ; 
"   I  '      il>  siore, 
•  ry  flovv'r ; 
II  murmurs  flows 


V 

C) . .  ., 
And  »u 


li  the  soul,  and  lulls  to  soft 
''  . 
J    huigcr  call,  no  sooner  can  the  mind 
1    .;   •  >*  her  will  to  needful  food  inclin'd, 
lint  in  JOUiC  cool  recess,  or  op'ning  glade. 
The  Hraia  arc  pLicd,  the  tables  neatly  laid. 
And  instantly  convey'd  h     i      I,  'kukI, 
Jn  comely  rows  the  cost  umd  ; 

Meats  of  all  kuuls  that  lu  „.,  l...  iiui)art, 
Prcpar'd  iu  all  the  nicest  forms  of  art. 
A  troop  of  sprightly  nymphs  array'd  in  green, 
"VV  itli  flow'rycbapleiscrown*d,comcscuddmgin- 


\^1th  fragrant  blossoms  these  adoni  the  breast, 
Those  With  ollicious  zeal  attend  ihe  guest  j 
Ikneath  his  feet  the  silken  carpet  spread. 
Or  sprinkle  liquid  odours  o'er  his  head. 
Others  in  ruby  cups,  with  roses  bovmd 
Delightful!  deal  the  sparkling  uecur  round ; 
Or  weave  the  dance,  or  tune  the  vocal  lay ; 
The  lyres  rciound,  the  merry  minstrels  plav  : 
Gay  heidlh,  and  youthful  joys  o'crsprcad  the 

place. 
And  swell  each  heart,  and  triumph  iu  each  f.^- 
So  when  cmbnldeu'd  by  the  vernal  air. 
The  busy  bees  to  blooming  ticlds  repair  ; 
For  various  use  cniploy  their  cliymic  pow'r  ; 
One  culls  the  snowy  pounce,  one  sucks  the 

flow'r : 
Again  to  difl'rcnt  works  returning  home, 
Some  steeve  the  honey,  some  erect  the  cumb; 
All  for  the  general  gootl  in  concert  strive. 
And  every  soul's  in  motion,  every  limb's  alive. 
And  now  descendin-:  from  his  Bight,  thepod 
On  the  green  turf  releas'd  his  precious  loUd  ; 
There,  after  muliial  salutations  past, 
A  nd  endless  fria.dshii)  vow'd,thev  part  in  haste  j 
Z^'phyr  impatient  to  behold  his  love, 
The  prince   in   raptures    wand'ring  ihro'  the 

grove, 
Now  skipping  on,  and  singing  as  he  went, 
Now  stopping  short,  togivehislransportsvent. 
With  sudden  gustb  of  happiness  oppress'd. 
Or  stands  intranc'd,  or  raves  like  one  {pos»ess*d  ; 
Ilismind  alloiit,  his  waiul'ring  senses  quite 
O'crcomc  with  charms,  and  fiantic  with  delight; 
From  scene  to  scene  by  random  steps  convey'd. 
Admires  the  distant  views,  explores  the  secret 

shade, 
Divells  on  each  spot,  with  eager  eye  devours 
The  woods,  the  lawns,  the  buildings,  and  the 

Ijow'rs ; 
New  sweeta,  new  joys  atev'ry  glance  arise. 
And  every  turn  creates  u  fresh  surprize, 
('lose  by  the  borders  of  a  rising  wowl. 
In  a  greet)  vale  acrvstal  grotto  stood, 
y\.nd  o'er  its  sides,  W'neaih  a  U^achcn  shade. 
In  broken  falls  a  silver  fonnutin  playd. 
Hither,  attracted  by  the  murmuring  stream. 
And  cool  recess,  the  pleas'd  P<»rseima  came. 
And  on  the  tender  grass  reclining  chose 
To  wa\ehisjovs  awhile,  and  take  a  short  repose. 
The  *eene  invites  him,  and  the  wanton  breeze 
That  whispers  thro'  the  vale,  the  dancing  trees. 
The  warbling  birds,  and  rills  that  gently  creep. 
All  join  their  nmsic  to  j)rolong  his  sleep. 

The  princess  to  her  morning  walk  prcpar'd  ; 
The  female  troops  attend,  a  beauteous  ^uard, 
Array'd  in  all  her  charms  appear'd  the  fair, 
Tall  was  her  stature,  unconiin'd  her  air; 
Proportion  deck'd  her  limbs,  and  in  her  face 
\J^y  love  enshrin'd,  lay  sweet  attractive  grace* 
Tenjp'ring  the  awful  Ix-ams  her  eves  convey'd. 
And  like  a  lambent  flame  around  her  playd. 
No  foreign  aids,  by  mortal  ladies  worn. 
From  shells  and  rocks  her  artless  charms  adorn  ; 
For  grant  that  Ijeauty  were  by  gems  increas'd, 
TU  reuder'd  more  suspected  at  the  least ; 

Aud 
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And  foul  defects,  that  wou'd  escape  the  sight, 
Start  from  the  piece,  and  take  a  stronger  light. 
Her  chesnut  hair  in  careless  rings  around 
Her   temples  wav'd,  with  pinks  and  jcs'mine 

crown'd. 
And  gather  d  in  a  silken  cord  behind, 
Corl'd  to  the  waist,  and  floated  in  the  wind; 
O'er  these  a  veil  of  yellow  gauze  she  wore. 
With  amarantlis  antl  gold  cnibroider'd  o'er. 
Her  snowy  neck  half  naked  to  the  view 
Gracefully  fell ;  a  robe  of  purple  hue 
Hung  loosely  o'er  her  slender  shape,  and  tried 
To  shade  those  beauties,  that  it  could  not  hide. 
The  damsels  of  her  train  with  mirth  and  song 
Frolick  behind,  and  laugh  and  sport  along. 
The  birds  proclaim  their  queen  from  every  tree. 
The  beasts  run  frisking  thro'  the  groves  to  see ; 
The  loves,  the  pleasures,  and  the  graces  meet 
In  antic  rounds,  and  dance  before  her  feet. 
Bv  whatever  fancy  led,  it  chanc'd  that  day 
'1  hey  thro'  the  secret  valley  took  their  way. 
And  to  I  he  crystal  grot  advancing,  spied 
The  prince  extended  by  the  fountain's  side. 
He  look'd  as  by  some  skilful  haiul  exprc-ss'd 
Apollo's  youthful  form  retir'd  tt)  rest. 
When  with  the  chace  fatigu'd  he  fjuits  the  wood 
For  Pindus'  vale,  and  As^unippc's  flood  ; 
There  sleeps  secure,  his  careless  limbs  display 'd 
At  ease, encircletl  by  the  laurel  shade; 
iJencalli  his  head  his  sheaf  of  arrows  lie. 
His  bow  unbent,  hangs  negligently  by  :  [grace, 
1'he  slumb'ring  prince  might  boast  an  equal 
So  turn'd  his  limbs,  so  beautiful  his  face. 
M'aking  he  started  from  the  ground  in  haste. 
And  saw  the  beauteous  choir  around  him  plac'd; 
Then  sununoning  his  senses,  ran  to  meet 
The  queen,  and  laid  him  humbly  at  her  feet. 
Deign,  lovely  princess,  to  behold,'  said  he,      j) 
One  who  hasiravcU'd  all  the  world  to  sec      > 
Those  charms,  and  worship  thy  divinity :       J 
Accfptthy  slave,  and  with  a  gracious  smile. 
Excuse  his  rashness,  and  reward  his  toil. 
Stood  motionless  the  fair  with  mute  surprise. 
And  read  him  over  with  admiring  eyes; 
And  while  she  gaz  d  a  pleasing  smart     [heart. 
Ran  thrilling  thro'  her  veins  and  reach'd  her 
Each  limb  she  scann'd,  consider'd  ev'ry  grace. 
And  sagclvjndg'd  him  of  the  phocnixrace. 
An  aninial  like  this  slie  ne'er  had  known. 
And  thence  concluded  there  could  be  but  one; 
The  creature  too  had  all  the  phcenix  air. 
None  but  the  phcenix  could  appcrsr  so  fair. 
The  more  she  look'd,  the  more  she  thought  it 

true,  [knew. 

And  call'd  him   by  that  name,   to  shew  she 
O  handsome  phcEnix,  for  that  such  you  are 
Weknow ;  ycurbeautydoesyour  breed  declare; 
And  I  with  sorrow  own  thro'  all  my  coast 
No  other  bird  can  such  perfection  boast; 
For  nature  fornj'd  you  single  and  alone ; 
Alas  !  what  pity  'tis  there  is  but  one! 
Were  there  a  queen  so  fortunate  to  shew 
An  aviary  of  charming  birds  like  you. 
What  envy  would  her  happiness  create 
In  all,  whc  sa\v  the  glories  of  her  state  I 


The  prince  laugh'd  inwardly,  snrpris'd  ta 

find 
So  strange  a  speech,  so  innocent  a  mind. 
The  compliment  indeed  did  some  ofi'epce 
To  reason, and  a  little  wrong'd  her  sense; 
He  could  not  let  it  pass,  but  told  bib  name. 
And  what  he  wa>,  and  whence,  and  why  he 

came. 
And  hinted  other  things  of  high  concern 
For  him  to  mention,  and  for  her  to  learn ; 
And  she  'ad  a  piercing  wit,  of  wondrous  reach 
To  c^omprehend  whatever  he  could  teach. 
Thus  hand  in  hand  they  to  the  palace  walk, 
Pleas'd  and  instructed  with  each  other's  talk. 
Here  shou'd  I  tell  the  furniture's  expencc. 
And  all  the  structure's  vast  magnificence. 
Describe  the  walls  of  shining  sapphir.;  made. 
With  emerald  and  pearl  the  floors  inlaid. 
And  how  the  vaulted  canopies  unfold 
A  mimic  heaven,  and  flame  with  gems  and  gold; 
Or  how  Felicity  regales  her  guest. 
The  wit,  the  mirth,  the  music,  and  the  feast; 
And  on  each  part  b(*stow  the  praises  due, 
Twou'd  tire  the  writer,  and  the  reader  too. 
My  amorous  tale  a  softer  path  pursues ; 
Love  and  the  happy  pair  demand  my  muse. 

0  cou'd  her  art  In  equal  terms  express 
The  lives  they  lead,  the  pleasures  they  possess  I 
Fortune  had  ne'er  so  plenteously  before 
Bcstow'd  her  gifts,  nor  can  she  lavish  more. 
'Tis  heaven  itself, 'tis  exstacy  of  bliss, 
UninterruDted  joy,  untir'd  excess! 

Mirth  following  mirth,  the  moments  dance 

away ; 
Love  claims  the  night,  and  Friendship  rules 

the  day. 
Their  tender  care  no  cold  indifference  knows; 
No  jealousies  disturb  their  sweet  repose; 
No  sickness,  no  decay;  but  j^outhful  grace 
And  constant  beauty  shines  in  either  face. 
Benumbing  age  may  mortal  charms  invade, 
Flow'rs  of  a  day  that  do  but  bloom  and  fade; 
Far  diflerent  here,  on  them  it  only  blows 
The  lily's  white,  and  spreads  the    blushing^ 

rose. 
No  conouest  o'er  those  radiant  eyes  can  boast. 
They,  like  the  stars,  shine  brighter  in  its  frost; 
Nor  fear  its  rigour,  nor  its  rule  obey ; 
All  seasons  are  the  same,  and  cv'rV  month  is 
May. 
Alas  !  how  vain  is  happiness  bdow ! 
Man  soon  or  late  must  have  his  share  of  woe: 
Slight  are  his  joys,  and  fleeting  as  the  wind  ; 
His  griefs  wound  home,  and  leave  astin^  be- 
hind ;  ° 
His  lot  distinguish'd  from  the  brute  appears 
Less  certain  by  liis  laughter  than  his  tairs ; 
For  ignorance  too  oft  our  pleasure  breeds, 
But  sorrow  from  the  reasoning  soul  proceeds. 

1  f  man  on  earth  in  endless  btiss  cou'd  be. 
The  boon,  young  prince,  had  been  bestow'd 

on  thee ; 
Bright  shone  thy  stars,  thy  fortune  flouri«h'd 

fair. 
And  jeciu'd  secure  beyond  the  reach  of  care ; 

And 
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And  »o  nilpht  still  have  been,  but  anxions;  Sbc  sunk  into  his  nrms:  t>ip  prince xvn^mo^M, 


Felt  nil  her  griffs,  ff>r  still  he  jrre.ifly  lov  d. 
He    sigird,  he  wish'd    he  could   forp,«l   his 

throne. 
Confine  hij  thonpchts,  and  live  for  her  alone  ; 
l^ut  glori-  shot  hi.71  flecp,  the  vt-nonid  <l.irt 
Wan  fjx'd  within,  and  wmnklrd  at  his  henrt; 


thought 
Has  da«h'd  thy  cup,  and  thou  must  taste  the 

dr.«ui;ht. 
It  so  hefcl,  M  on  a  certain  dav 
Thi«  hapuv  couple  tov\!  their  ti'nr  awar, 
Hr  aska  now  manv  charming  hrmrs  hud  flown 
Since  on  her  slave  her  heav'n  ollu'iutv  shone, 
Should  I  consult  my  heart,  criorl  h-  ,  the  rate 
Were  small,  a  «et>k\vou*d  betlic  titniosldate; 
But  %vhcii  mv  mmd  reflects  on  .icions  past, 
And  counts  li5  joys,  timemu&t  li.uc  fled  more 

f.i^t. 
Perhaps  I  might  have  said  three  months  are  \  He  might  depart  at  will;  a  milder  air 
TTirec  months!  replied  the  fair,  il  i  roe  months  iWon'd  mend  his  health;  he  was  no  pris'ncr 


lie  could  not  hirle  its  wi'unds,  hut  pin'd  awuy 

Likf  a  sick  flovv'r,  and  lanuuish'd  in  decay. 
Felicity  was  grifv'd,   and  rou'd  not  bear 

A  scet>e  s<»  chan^'d,  a  sijihi  of  so  uujch  care. 

She  told  him  wi:h  a  look  of  cold  disdain, 
["One;  j  And  sefn>in2;  ease,  as  w(mien  well  can  feign, 
jihs 


alone? 

Knowth.tT  three  hundred  v^ars  have  rolTdaway, 
Sim'c  at  mv  feet  the  lovcfy  phnti-x  Inv. 
llinMr  hundred  vears!  rc-cchoMln.  k  tho  prince, 
A  whole  three  hutuimcd  years  f^ninj!*  led  since 
1  landed  here!  O!  whiiher  thi';;  .1:    flown 
Alydeare^t  friends,  my  suhifc.  ,  .m!  mv  throne? 
How  strarifT*. alas!  how  alter'd  ^!  '!!  I  find 
Rachrorthiy  thing,  each  scene  1  I  ft  hehind! 
Who  knows  me  no  iv?  onwhoni<lidl  1  depend? 
To  fpin  my  rights,  where  shall  I  find  a  friend  ? 
My  crown  perhaps  may  grace  a  fireiirq  line, 
A  race  of  kin;<s  inat  know  not  rio  or  mine; 
\Vho  reigns  may  wish  my  deaih,  his  snhiects 

trc:»t        '  [cheat. 


there;  [find 

She  kept  him  not,  and  wishd  he  neVr  might 
Cause  to  re«»ret  the  place  he  left  l>ehind  } 
Which  once  he  lov'd;  and  wherche  still  mv^ 

own 
lie  had  at  len«iisome  little  pleasure  known. 

If  ihcse  prophetic  wortis  a  v\hile  destroy 
His  peace,  theforuier  hal.tnce  i«  in  joy. 
He  ifjank'd  her  for  her  kind  concern,  out  chose 
'I'ofjuit  the  place,  the  rest  let  heav'n  di.^pose. 
For  fate,  on  mischiefs  l>fnf,  |)erveri5  the  wdl. 
And  first  injaiuntes  whom  it  means  to  kill. " 

Aurora  now,  not,  as  she  wont  to  rise, 
In  gay  attire,  ting'd  with  a  thousand  dyes. 
But  soher-sad,  in  solemn  stj.te  appears. 


Mv  clain>«  with  senm,  and  call  their  prin«e  a;  Clad  in  a  dnskv  veil  IxnKu  VI  with  tears. 


0)»ad  mv  life  heen  ended  as  hi-p.ii;i 

I^Jv  de"»»ln*d  sta;»e,  mv  race  of  ilory  run, 

1  shou'd  have  died  well  pleasM,  my  honour'd 

name 
Hadliv'd.  had  flourish'd  in  the  list  of  fame. 
FcAecting  now,  my  mind  wii!>.  lu.ir(^r  sees 
Tlie  »ad  $ur^'ey,  <i  scene  of  shin  in!  ease, 
The  odious  blot,  the  kc^ndal  of  niv  nee 
Scarce  known,  and  only  mcntiou'd  with  dis- 
grace. 
TlieTair  beheld  him  with  iinpatir  nt  eve. 
And  red  with  anpjermade  this  u.-nn  reply—* 
Ufn-        '  "       ;t)  !  IS  ijjis  the  kind  n  turn 
jM-  's?  andean  you  tiii^  with  scorn 

Re|,ii  »vii,i'  v»nce  you  pri/'dj  \\liat  once  you 

•wore 
Surpassed  all  charms,  and  made  oVnKlon*  poor? 
What  gtfts  have  1  bestow'd,   what  favours 

vhewn  1 
T^ti  ;    '  otipnrtakrrofmy  hed  and  throne  ; 
1  '    -    ^-  nturic'*  prexprv'd  in  youthful  prime, 
Satoifrtffi  tlie  r '         "'      N,  and  injuriesoftime: 
Weak  aruum'-:  "^y  rcii^ns  above 

Thcfcchic  tie" ii-  and  love. 

I  iirgi'them  not,  nor  wou'd  renuestyoufstay, 
The  phantom  a^lory  calls.  uui\  I  oliey ; 
All  other  virtues  ate  rt'<?nrdlcss  quite, 
«unk  and  af>fn>rl)*d  in  that  tM|>erior  light. 
Go  then.ln)rl)arian,  to  thy  reilms  return; 
Awl  shew  ihys*'lf  unworthv  mv  concern  ; 
Go  tell  the  world,  vour  tetider  he.irt  coirdp,ive 
Death  to  the  princess  hy  whose  care  you  live. 
At  this  a  deadly  pale  her  cheeks  o'ersprcad. 
Cold  ttemhlingsei/d  het  liiubs,  her  spirits  Hed ; 


Thick    mantling   clouds  beneath    her  chuiiol 

spread, 
A  faded  wreath  hangs  drooping  from  herhea^. 

I  The  sick'ni^nji  sun  emits  a  feeble  rav. 

I  Half  drown'd  in  fogs,  and  stru'mling  into  day. 

}  Some  black  c\etit  the  ihreat'nmgskies  foretell : 
Porsenna  rose  to  Uike  his  la'*t  farewell. 
A  ct)rious  v««sl  the  moiirnfMl  prinre>(s  brought. 
Am  armourby  the  Ix^mnian  arii:^!  wrought, 
A  shining  lance  with  secret  virtue  stoT  d. 
And  of  resistless  force  a  tnapjic  sword ; 
Caparisons  and  gems  of  w<md'rous  price. 
And  loaded  him  with  gifts  and  good  advice  ; 
Hut  chief  she  gave,  and  v.hul  he  mosit  wou'd 

need 
The  fleetest  of  her  stud,  a  fl\  ing  steed. 

The  swift  Grifippo,  said  th'  atflicicdfair," 
(Such  was  the  courser's  name) 

.shall  l)car. 
And  place  \ou  safely  in  your 
Assist  against  the  f'«ie  with  nutchlcss  might. 
Ravage  the  field,  and  turn  the  douinful  fight  ; 
With  care  protect  von  till  the  danger  cease. 
Your  trust  m  war,  v<»ur  ornament  in  peace. 
But  this,  I  warn,  Ix-warc,  wliale  er  shall  lay 
To  intercept  your  course,  or  tempt  your  stay, 
Quit  not  your  fcaddlc,  nor  your  speed  abate. 
Till  safely  landed  at  vour  palace  gate. 
On  this  alone  depends  vour  weal  or  woe; 
Such  is  the  will  of  fate,  and  so  the  gods  foreshcw. 
He  in  the  softest  terms  repaid  her  love, 
Andvow'd  noragetior  absence  should  remove 
His  constant  faith, and  sure fhc could  not  blan.e 
A  short  divorce  due  to  bis  injut'd  fame. 

The 


ving  sieeti. 

b'  atfllclcdfair,'^ 

lie)  with  speed  I 

native  air,  J 
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The  debt  discharg'd,  then   should  her  soldier 

come  [home; 

Gay  from  the  field,  and  flush'd  with  contjucst, 
With  equal  ardour  her  afroction  nue-t, 
And  lay  his  laurels  at  his  mistvesb'  icet. 
He  ceus'd,  and  si^hiumook  a  kiiul  udicu  ; 
Then  urg\l  his  siced ;  thelierce  Gri(ip|)<)  flew 
With  rapid  force,  outslripp'd  the  iaiy;i  unwind, 
And  loft  the  blissful  shores,  and  weeping  fair 

behind; 
Now  o'er  the  seas  pursu'd  his  airy  flight. 
Now    scour'd    the   plains,  and   clinib'd  the 

mountain's  heij^ht.  [run 

Thus  ilriving  on  at  speed,   the  prince  had 
Near  half  his  course,  when,  with  the  settingsun 
As  thro'  a  lonely  lane  he  chanc'il  to  ride. 
With  rocks  and  bushes  fenc'd  on  either  side, 
lie  spied  a  waggon  full  of  wings,  that  lay 
Broke  and  o'erturn'd  across  ths  narrow  way  : 
'J'tie  helpless  driver  on  the  dirtv  road 
Lay  struggling,  crush'd  beneath  th'  incumbent 
Never  in  huujan  siiape  was isccn  before     [load. 
A  wight  so  pale,  so  feeble,  and  so  poor. 
Comparisons  of  age  would  do  him  wrong, 
For  Nestor's  self  if  plac'd  bvhim  were  young. 
His  limbs  were  naked  all,  and  worn  so  thin. 
The  bones  seem'd  starting  thro'  tiie  parchment 

skin.  [weak. 

His  eyes  half  drown'd  in  rheum,  his  accents 

Bald  was  his  head,  and  furrow'd  washischeek. 

The  conscious    steed  stopt  short  in  deadly 

fright,  [flight; 

And  back  recoiling  stretch 'd  his  wings  for 
Whenthusthe  wretch  with  siipplicatingtone,  ~) 
And  rueful  face,  began  his  piteous  moan,  I 
And,  as  he  spake,    the  tears  ran   trickling  j 

down.  J 

O  gentle  youth,  if  pity  e'er  Indin'd 
Thy  soul  to  generous  deeds,  if  e'er  thv  mind 
Was  tonch'd  with  soft<listress,  extend  thv  care 
To  save  an  old  man's  life,  and  ease  the  load  I 

bear. 
So  may  propitious  heav'n  your  journey  speed. 
Prolong  yourdavs,  and  all  vour  vows  succeed. 
Mov'd  with  the  |)rav'r  the  kind  Porsenna  staid. 
Too  nobly  minded  to  refuse  his  aid. 
And,  prudei\ce  yielding  to  superior  grief, 
Leapt  from  his  steed,  and  ran  to  his  relief; 
Ilemov'd    the   weight,  and  gave  the  jirls'iier 

breath. 
Just  choak'd  and  gaspingon  the  verge  of  death. 
Then  reach'd  his  hand,  when  lightly  with  a 

bound 
Thegrizly  s])ectre,  vaulting  from  the  ground, 
Seiz'd  him  with  sudden  gripe;  th*  astonish'd 

prince,.  [fence. 

Stood   horror-struck,  and  thoughtless  of  de- 

O  King  of  Russia!  with  athund'ring  sound 

Bellow'd  the  ghastly  fiend,  at  length  thou  'rt 

found ; 
Receive  the  ruler  of  mnnkind,  and  know, 
Mv  name  is  Time,  thv  ever  dreaded  foe. 

Tliese  feetaio  founder'd.and  the  wings  you  see 
Worn  to  the  pinions  in  pursuit  of  thee  ; 


Thro'  all  the  world  in  vain  for  ages  sought. 
But  fate  has  doom'd  thee  now,  and  thou  art 

caught. 
Then  round  iiis  neck  his  arms  he  nimbly  cast. 
And  bciz'd  hiui  by  the  throat,  and  grasp'd  hin 

fast; 
Till  forc'd  at  length  the  soul  fcjrsook  its  scat. 
And  the  pale  breathless  corse  fell  bleeding  at 

his  feet. 
Scarce  had  the  cursed  spoiler  left  his  prey. 
When,  so  itchanc'd, young  Zepliyr  pass'd  that 

way; 
Too  late  his  presence  to  assist  his  friend, 
A  sad,  but  helpless  witness  of  his  end. 
lie  chafes,  and  fans,  and  strives  in  vain  tocux 
His  streaming  wounds ;  the  work  was  done  too 

sure. 
Now  lightly  with  a  soft  embface  uprcars 
Tiie  lifeless  load,  and  bathes  it  in  his  tears; 
Then  to  the  blissi'ui  seats  with  speed  conveys. 
And  graceful  on  the  mossy  carpet  lays, 
Willi  decent  care,  close  by  the  fountain's  side 
Where  first  the  princess  had  her  phosnix  spied. 
There  with  sweet  flowers  his  lovely  linibs  he 

strew'd,  ,         [stow'd. 

And  gave  a  partinp  kiss,  and  sighs  and  tears  be- 

I'o  that  sad  solitude  the  weeping  dame, 
Wild  with  her  loss,  and  swoln  with  sorrow, 
.   came ;  [mouru 

There  was   she  wont  to  vent  her  griefs,  and 
Those  dear  delights  that  must  no  more  return. 
Thither  that  morn  with  more  than  usual  care 
She  sped.  butO,  what  joy  to  find  him  there! 
Asjust  arriv'd,  and  weary  with  the  way, 
Reiir'd  to  soft  repose  her  hero  lay. 
Now  near  approaching  she  began  to  creep 
VViih  carefiil  steps,  loth  to  disturb  his  sleep  j 
Till  quite  o'ercome  with  tenderness  she  flew. 
And  round  his  neck  herarms  in  transport  threw. 
But  svhen  she  found  him  dcail,  no  tongue  caii 

tell.  [fell. 

The  pangs  she  felt;  sheshriek'diand  swooning 
Waknig,  wi  th  loud  laments  she  pierc'd  the  skies. 
And  filTd  th'  afl'righted  fore.>t  with  her  cries. 
Thai  fatal  hour  the  palace  gates  she  barr'<l,     -' 
And  fix'd  around  the  coast  a  stronger  guard; 
Now  rare  appearing,  and  atdistiuice  seen. 
With  crowds  of  black  mi.sfortunes  plac'd  be- 
tween. 
Mischiefs  of  everv  kind,  corroding  care. 
And  fears,  and  jealousies,  and  dark  despair: 
And  since  that  day  (the  wretched  world  inu?t 

own  [knowji) 

These    mournful    truths    hy    sad   experience 
No  mortal  e'er  enjoy "d  that  happy  clime. 
And  every  thing  on  earth  submits  to  Time. 


SONNETS,  BY  SMITH. 

§  130.     To  I  he  Moon. 
r\VEKiJ  of  the  silver  bow !  by  thy  palo  beam, 
^*  Alone  and  pensive,  I  delight  to  stray, 
And  watch  thy  shadow  trembling  in  the  stream. 
Or  mark  the  floating  clouds  that  cross  thy 
way. 

And 
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Jind  whflc  I  ptc,  thy  mild  and  placid  light 

Sheds  a  vHi  calm  upon  my  troubled  hreast; 
And  ofl  I  ihink,  fair  planet  of  the  night  I 

Ttiat  in  thy  orb  the  wretched  m:^y  have  rest} 
The  iiJfcrcr*  of  the  earth  perhaps  may  go, 

Heleas'd  by  death  to  thy  benignant  sphere; 
And  the  sad 'children  of  despair  and  woe 

Forgft,  in  thee,  their  cup  of  fornnv  here. 
O*.  that  1  soon  may  reach  thy  world  serene. 
Poor  wearied  pilgrim — iti  this  toiling  >ccnc! 


$  131.    On  the  Departure  ^f  the  yighfingale. 

SWBRT  poet  of  the  woods — a  long  adieu ! 
Farewel,  soft  minstrel  of  the  early  year ! 
Ah  !  'twill  be  long  ere  thou  shalt  sing  anew, 

And  ponr  thy  music  on  the  *  nl^ht'i.  dull  ear.' 

Whether  on  spring  thy  wanderiiV;?  tlightsawait. 

Or  whether  silent  in  our  groves  you  dwell. 

The  i>ensivc  muse  shall  own  ihce  for  her  mate. 

And  still  protect  the  tong  she  loves  so  well. 

With  cautious  step  ihe  love-lorn  youth  shall 

glide  [nest, 

Thro'  the  lone  brake  that  shades  tiw  mossy 

And  shepherd  ^irls  from  eyes  profane  shall  hi({e 

llie  G^entle  bird,  who  smg<*  of  pity  best: 
For  still  thy  voice  shall  soft  afTtct ions  move, 
Aod  still  be  dear  to  sorrow,  and  to  love ! 


§   132.    Written  at  the  Close  of  Spring, 
n^HK  garlands  f:\de  that  Spring  so  lately  wove, 
"*■    Each  simple  flow'r  which  she  had  nurs'd 

in  dew, 
Anemonies,  that  spangled  every  grove, 

Theprimrosewun,andhare-lKM I  mildly  blue 
Ko  more  shall  violets  linger  in  the  dell. 

Or  purple  orchis  variegate  the  plain, 
Till  Spring  again  shall  call  forth  every  bell, 

Anddre!«s  with  humid   Usunh   her  wreaths 
again.— 
Ah  !  poor  humanity!  so  frail,  so  fair. 

Are  the  fond  visions  of  thy  curly  day. 
Till  tyrant  passion  and  corrosive  care 

Bill  all  thy  fairy  colours  fade  aw  ay ! 
Another  May  new budsandflow'rssliall  bring  j 
Ab!  why  has  liappincss — no  second  Spring? 

§  138.     Should  the  lone  Jf^nndcrrr. 
CRollo  the  lone  wanderer,  fainting  on  his 
*-»  way, 

Hiest  for  a  moment  of  the  sultry  hours, 

Aadtko'his  path  thro' thorns  and  roughness 

by. 

Pluck  the  wild  ros*,  or  woodbine's  gadiling 

flow'rs ;  ftrto, 

W~     ■  '"'n,  beneath «iome  sheltering 

'  nw  he  awhile  may  lose; 

So  i         I         -...    .hy  flow'rs,  fair  Poi'sv! 
•So  charm  d  my  way  with  Friendship  and 
the  Muse. 
But  darker  now  grows  life's  unhappy  day, 

l>ark  with  new  clouds  of  evil  yet' to  come: 
Her  |>encil  sickening  Fancy  throws,  away, 
And  weary  Hope  reclines  upoa  the  tbijftb> 


And  points  my  wishes  to  that  tranquil  short. 
Where  the  pale  spectre  Care  pursues  no  more. 


§  134.    To  Mghf. 
T  LOVE  thee,  mournful  sober-suited  night, 
•*■  When  the  faint  moon,  yet  lingering  in  hef 

wane, 
And  veil'd  in  clouds,  with  pale  uncertain  light 

Hangs  o'er  the  waters  of  the  restless  main. 
Indeo^)  depression  sunk,  th'  enfeebled  mind 

Will  to  the  deaf,  cold  elements  complain. 

And  telUh'  embosom'd  grief,  however  vain. 
To  sullen  surges  and  the  viewless  wind. 
The'  no  repose  ou  thy  dark  breast  I  find, 

I  still  enjoy  thee,  cheerless  as  thou  art ; 

For  in  thy  quiet  gloom  th'exhausted  heart 
Is  calm,  tho'  wretched;  hopeless, yet resico'd  : 
While  to  the  wiiids  and  waves  its  sorrows  j'lvcn. 
May  reach— tho'  lost  on  earth — the  ear  ol  Hea- 
ven! 


§  1.15.     To  TranquillUy, 
Tn  this  tumultuous  sphere,  for  ihec  unfit, 
*  How  seldom  art  thou  found — ^I'ranquillity ! 

Unless 'tis  when  with  mild  and  downcasleyc 
By  the  low  cradles  thou  delight'st  to  sit 
Of  sleeping  infants,  watching  the  soft  breath* 

And  oidding  the  sweet  slumhercrs  easy  lie. 
Or  sometimes  hanging  o'er  the  bed  of  death, 

Where  the  poorlanguid  sufferer  hopes  todic. 
O  beauteous  sister  of  the  halcyon  peace  ! 

I  sure  shall  fmd  thee  in  that  heavenly  scene 
Where  care  and  anguish  shall  their  power  ra* 
sign ; 

Where  hope  alike  and  vain  regrctshall  cease : 

And  Memory,  lost  in  happiness  serene. 
Repeat  no  more — that  misery  nas  been  mine ! 


§  136.    Written  in  the  Churchyard  at  Middle^ 

ton  in  Sussex. 
pRESs'o  by  the  Moon,  mute  arbitress   of 
^  tides. 

While  the  loud  equinox  its  power  combines. 

The  sea  no  more  its  swelling  surge  confines. 
But  o'er  the  shrinking  land  sublimely  rides. 
The  wild  blast,  risinj?  from  the  western  cave. 

Drives  the  huge  billows  from  their  heaving 
bed; 

Tearsfrom  theirgrassy  tombs  the rillagcdcad. 
And  breaks  the  silent  sabbath  of  the  grave! 
With  shellsand  bea-wecd  minok'tl ,  on  the  shore, 

Lo !  their  Ijbncs  whiten  in  toe  frequent  wave  j 

But  vain  to  them  the  winds  and  waters  rave; 
Thri/  hear  the  warring  elements  rw  more: 
Wliilc  1  am  doomd,  by  life's  long  storm  op- 

prest. 
To  gaze  with  envy  on  their  gloomy  rost. 

§  137.  Written  at  PcnsJiursl,  in  Autumn  1788- 
"VTk  tow'rs  sublime,  deserted  now  and  drear, 
^    Ye  woods,  dce^  sighing  to  the  hallow  blast . 
Tlie  musing  wanderer  loves  to  linger  near, 
M'hilc  history  points  to  all  your  glories  past  r 

And 
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And  startling  from  their  hanntsthe  timid  deer, 

To  trace  the  walks  ohi^curM  l)y  matted  fern, 
Which  Waller's  soothing  lyre  were  wont  to  hear, 

But  whercnowclanioiirsthcdiscordanl  hern! 
The  spoiling  hand  of  time  may  overturn 

These  lofty  battlements,  aiid  quite  deface 
The  fading  canvas  whence  wc  love  to  learn 

Sydney's  keen  look,  and  Sacharissa's  grace; 
But  fame  and  beauty  still  defy  decay, 
Sa\'d  by  th'  historic  page,  the  poet's  tender  lay  I 

§  138.    Elcgij. 

'  r^ARK  gathcrinfi;  clouds  involve  the  threat- 
*  ening  skies, 

*  The  sea  heave?  conscious  of  th'  impending 

*  gloom, 

*  Deep  hollow  murmurs  from  the  cliffs  arise ; 

*  Theycouie — the  Spirits  of  ihe  Tempest  come! 

*  O  I  may  such  terrors  mark  th'  approaching 

*  night  [plore^! 

*  As  reign'd  on  that  these  streaming  eyes  de- 

*  Flash,  ye  red  fires  of  heaven,  with  fatal  light, 
'  And  with  conHictingwind^,  yc  waters,  roar! 

*  Loud  and  rhorc  loud,  ye  foaming  billows, 

*  burst  I 

■  Yc  warring  elements,  more  fiercely  rave  ! 

*  Till  the  wide  witves  o'crwhelm  the  spot  ac- 

*  curst 

>*  Where  ruthless  Avarice  finds  a  quiet  gravel" 
Tlius  with    rJasp'd  hand?,    wild    looks,   and 
streaming  hair,  [speech, 

While  shrieivs  of  horror  broke  her  trembling 
A  wretched  maid,  the  victim  of  despair, 
Surrcy'd  the  threatening  storm  and  desert  beach. 
Then  to  the  tomb  where  now  the  father  slept 
Whose  rugged  nature  bad  her  sorrows  flow. 
Frantic  she  turn'd — and  beat  her  breast  and 
Invoking  vengeance  on  ihe  dust  below,  [wept, 

*  Lo !  rising  there  above  each  humble  heap, 

*  Yon  cypher'd   stones  his  name  aiid  wealth 

*  relate, 

*  Who  gave  his  son,  remorseless,  to  the  deep, 

*  While  1,  his  living  victim,  curse  my  fate. 

*  O  my  lost  love !  no  tomb  is  plac'd  for  thee, 

*  That  may  to  strangers'  eyes  thy  worth  impart  5 

*  Thou  hast  no  grave  but  in  the  stormy  sea, 

*  And  no  memorial  but  this  breaking  heart. 

*  Forth    to  the  world  a  widow'd  wandeter 

*  driven, 
'  T  pour  to  wiiidsand  waves  th'  unheeded  tear; 

*  Try  with  vain  effort  to  submit  to  heaven, 

*  A»d  fruitless   call  on  him    **  who  cannot 

*•  hear." 

*  O  might  I  fondly  clasp  him  once  again, 

*  While  o'er  my  head  th' infuriate  billows  pour, 

*  Forget  in  death  this  agonizing  pain, 

*  And  feel  his  father's  cruelty  no  more  ! 

*  Part,  raging  waters!  part,  and  shew  beneath, 
«  Xn  your  dread  caves,  his  pale  and  mangled 

*  form : 
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'  Now,  while  tlie  demons  of  despair  and  death 

*  Ride  on  the  blast,  and  urge  the  howling  storm  1 

*  Lo!  by  the  lightning's  momentary  blaze, 
'  I  see  him  rise  the  whitening  waves  above, 
'  No  longer  such  as  when  in  happier  davs 

*  He  gave  th'  enchanted  hours — to  me  and  love : 

*  Such  as  when  daring  theenchafed  sea, 

*  And  courting  dangerous  toil,  he  often  said, 

*  That  every  j>eril,  one  soft  smile  from  me, 

*  Que  sigh  of  speechless  tenderness,  o'erpaid  : 

'  But  dead,  disfigur'd,  while  l>etwoen  the  roar 

*  Ofthc  loud  waves  his  accents  pierce  mineear, 
'  And  seem  to  sav — Ah,  wretch !  delay  no  more, 

*  But  come,  unhappy  mourner — meet  lue  here. 

*  Yet,  powerful  fancy,  bid  the  phantom  stay, 

*  Still  let  me  hear  him! — Tis already  past; 
'  Along  the  waves  his  shadow  glides  away, 

*  I  lose  his  voice  amid  the  deafening  blast, 

*  Ah!  wild  illusion,  born  of  frantic  pain! 

'  He  hears  not,  comes  not  from  his  watery  bed ;  , 

*  My  tears,  my  anguish,  my  despair  are  vain, 

*  Th'  insatiate  ocean  gives  not  up  its  dead. 

*  Tis  not  his  voice !  Hark !  tlie  deep  thunders 

'roll; 
'  Upheaves  the  ground;  the  rocky  barriers  fail; 

*  Approach,  ye  horrors  that  delight  my  soul, 

*  Despair,  and  Death,  and  Desolation,  hail  1* 

The  ocean  hears— th'  embodied  waters  come> 
Rise  o'er  the  land,  and  with  resistless  sweep 
Tear  from  its  base  the  proud  aggressor's  tomb. 
And  bear  the  inj  ur'd  to  eternal  sleep ! 


§   139.    Elegij  to  Pifrj,       AkoN". 

TTail,  lovely  Pow'r!  whose  bosom  heaves  the 
sigh. 

When  Fancy  paints  the  scene  of  deep  distress; 
Whose  tears  spontaneous  crystallize  the  eye. 

When  rigid  Fate  denies  tlie  pow'r  to  bless. 
Not  all  the  sweets  Arabia's  gales  convey 

From  flow'ry  meads,  can  with  that  sigh  com- 
pare : 
Not  dew-drops  glittering  in  the  morning  ray. 

Seem  near  so  beauteous  as  that  falling  tear. 
Devoid  of  fear,  the  fawns  around  liice  play ; 

Emblem  of  peace,  the  dove  before  theeOiosi 
No   blood-stain'd  traces  mark  thy  blameless 
way, 

Beneatli  thy  feet  no  haplecs  insect  dies. 

Come,  lovely  nymph !  and  range  the  mead  with 
me. 
To  spring  the  partridge  from  the  guileful  for. 
From  secret  snares  the  struggling;  bird  to  fre?. 
And  stop  the  handuprais'd  to  give  the  blow. 
And  when  the  air  with  heat  nieridian  glows. 
And  nature  droops  beneath  the  concpKiing 
gleam. 
Let  xic,  slow  wandering  wljcre  the  current 
Hows, 
Sijve  sinking  flies  that  float  alon5  the  sire.Ttn. 
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Or  torn  to  nob'f.  rrmtrr  inslis  thv  care. 
To  luc  ihy  >x  iiupart; 

Aadju>ilyboa^i  ihc  gtmroi..  IVrlinp: heart. 
TeAch  lUC  to  sooth  the  hcl^)less  orphairs  grief. 

With  liiucly  aitl  ll»c  witlow's  v\  ot-  aisuage. 
To  Misery'*  iiioxing  crie*  to  y\r]<\  relief. 

And  be  the  sure  resource  ofdroojiing  age. 
So  when  the  genial  spring  of  life  shall  fade. 

And  sinking  nature  owns  the  duul  decay. 
Some  suvil  coni^cniul  ihcn  mav  leml  i;s  ;«id. 

And  gild  the  close  of  life's' eM-ni  in  1  day. 


When  o'er  the  hill  is  shed  a  paler  day. 
That  ^ivcs  to  stillness,  and  to  night,  ine  groves. 
All!  let  tlie  gay.  the  roseate  morning  hail, 
When,  in  the  various  blooms  of  light  array 'd. 
She  bids  fresh  btauty  live  along  the  vale. 
And  rapture  tremble  in  the  vocal  shade: 
Sweet  is  the  lucid  morning's  op'ning  ilow'r. 
Her  choral  melodies  benignly  rise  ; 
Yet  dearer  to  my  soul  the  bhadowy  hour, 
At  which  her  blossoms  close,  her  ujusic  dic^ 
For  then  mild   nature,  wiiile  she  droops  hoc 
Wakes  the  soft  tear  'tis  luxury  to  shed     [head. 


^Tow  spring  returns;  but  not  to 
^   The    vernal  joy    my 


§  140.  Ertracl  from  a  Poem  on  i/ix  own  ap- 
proaching Death,  by  Michakl  Hrucf. 

returns 
better   years    have 
known : 
Din>  in  my  breast  life's  dying  top^r  imrn^, 

And  all  the  joys  oUifewiilihciUin  arc  flown. 
Startine  and  shiv'iing  in  tb*  ineonsi.mt  wind, 

Mea-zre  and  pale,  the  ^;host  ot  wi. ai  F  was, 
Ben4.'ath  souje  blasted  tree  I  he  reclni'tl, 
And  count  the bi lent  moments  as  tlkty  i>a»9 : 

The  winged  moments,  whose  nnstayiirg  speed 
No  art  can  stop,  or  in  their  conr-r  arrest ; 

Whose  Highi  shall  shortly  couni  me  with  the 

dead,  [rest. 

And  lay  me  down  in  peace  niih  tlicm  that 

Oft  morning  dreams  presage  a|)pr(tnrliingf:ite  ; 

And  morning  dreams,  as  potts  t-i!,  are  true: 
Led  by  pale  ghosts,  1  enter  denllTb  dark  gite. 

And  bid  the  realms  of  light  iinl  i:le  adieu  ! 
I  hear  the  helpless  wail,  the  sijiiek  «)i  woej 

I  sec  the  muddy  wave^  the  tlr«  aiy  Miore, 
The  sluggish  streams  that  slow  Iv  creep  below, 

W^hich  mortals  visit,  and  rcnirn  no  more. 

Farcwcl,ycbloou)ing fields!  yccluerful plains! 
Enough    fi)r    n.c    the   churchxard's    lunely 
mound. 
Where  Melancholy  with  still  SiK  jk  «•  reigns, 
And  the  rank  grass  waves'o'er  Uie  cheerless 
ground. 
There  let  me  wander  at  the  close  of  eve, 

When  siccpsiisdcwy  on  ihcl.il)»»iircr's  eyes, 
The  world  and  all  its  busy  follies  leave. 

And  talk  with  wisdom  where  my  Daphnis 
lies. 

There  let  me  sleep,  forgotten,  in  the  clay, 
When  dc^ith  shall  shut  these  weary  aching 
eyc^.   ' 
Rett  in  tl»c  hopes  of  an  eternal  day. 
Till  the  Xan^  night  iagonc,  and  the  last  morn 
arise. 


§  142. 


Sonnet  to  Expression. 

Miss  W'lLLlAM:^ 


pxTRRSSiox,  child  of  soul!  1  lo\c  to  trace 
^  Thy  strong  enchantments,  when  the  poet's 

lyre, 
The  painter's  pencil,  catch  the  vivid  fire, 
And  iK'autv  wakes  for  thee  each  touching  grace  ! 
Hut  horn  my  frij^hted  ga/e  thy  form  avert, 
\\  hen  horror  chills  thy  tear,  thy  ardent  sig!»», 
W  lieu  phrcnsy  rolls  in  thy  impassion'd  eye. 
Or  guilt  lives  fearful  at  thy  trouljlcd  heart  j 
Nor  ever  let  mv  shudd'ring  fancy  hear 
The  wasting  groan,  or  view  the  nallid  look 
Of  him  the  >Juses  lov'd,*  when  nope  forsook 
His  spirit,  vaiidv  to  the  3kluses  dear —  [breasi 
For  charnrd  with  heuvenlv  sont?,  this  bleediiy , 
Mourns  it  could  sharpen  ill,  and  give  despair  no 
rest ! 


/^   RVKB  skill'd  to  wear  the  fo 
^^1  To  hid  the  shar>es  of  fear  a 


§  1  l,T.    Sonnet  to  Hope. 

Miss  Williams. 

ornj  we  love ! 
[>es  01  tear  and  grief  depart . 
Come,  gentle  Hope!  w*ith  one  gay  smile  remo\c 
The  lasting  sadness  of  .in  aching  heart  ; 
Thy  voice,  hcnijin  enchantress !  let  mc  heat;   ^ 
Sav  that  forme  some  pleasures  vet  shall  bloom^ 
That   fancv's   radiance,    friendship's    nrericml 
tear',  [gloom. — 

Shall  soften,  or  shall  chase,  nnstortunc's 
Hut  come  not  glowing  in  the  da/./Iing  ray 
Which  once  with  dcarilUisionscharm'd  my  eyel 
()  strew  no  more,  succi  flatterer !  on  my  wav 
The  flow'rs  1  fondlv  ihrmghl  too  bright  to  die. 
Visions  less  fair  will  sooth  my  jicniivc  breast. 
That  asks  not  happiness,  but  longs  for  rcpt! 


§  141. 


M 


Honnel  to  Twilight, 

Miss  Williams'. 

ERK  Twilight !  haste  to  shroud  the  solar  ray, 

And  bring  the  hour  my  pcn*ive   spirit 


$  144. 

n^HKglitt'rmg  colours  of  the  day 
■*■    C'ome,  niclancholv  orb!  thati 


Sonnet  to  the  Moon. 

M  IMS  Williams. 
are  fled — ■ 
dwell'stwith 
night, 
Come!  and o'erearth thy  wand'ringlnstre shed, 
Thy  dec[»ost  shadow  and  ihy  softest  light. 
To  me  cotjgcnial  is  the  gloomy  grove. 
When  with  faint  rays  the  sloping  uplands  shine; 
I1iat  gloom,  those  pensive  rays,  alikel  love. 
Whose  sadness  seems  in  sympathy  with  mine  ! 
'  But 
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But  most  for  this,  paHf  orb!  thy  light  is  dear. 
For  this,  bcni|^na-nt<)rb  !  I  hail  tliee  most. 
That  while  I  pour  che  unavailing  tear, 
And  mourn  that  hope  to  me,  iu  youth  is  lost! 
Thy  light  cm  visionary  thoughts  impart. 
And  lead  the  Muse  to  sooth  a  suft'uiig  heart. 

§  145.    The  Bastard.         Savage. 
Tn  p3ycr  hours,  when  hi^^h  my  fancy  ran, 


Blest  he  the  Bastards  birth !  through  won- 
drous \v.iys 
He  shines  eccentric  like  a  comCft's  blaze  ! 
He  lives  to  build,  not  boast,  a  generous  race: 
No  tenth  transmitter  of  a  foolish  face. 
His  daring  hope  no  sire's  example  bounds ; 
His  first-born  lights  no  prejudice  cenfounds. 
He,  kindling  from  within,  requires  no  flame; 
He  glories  in  a  Bastard's  glowing  name. 

Boru  to  himself,  by  no  possession  led, 
In  freedom  fosler'd,  and  by  fortune  fed  ; 
Nor  guides,  nor   rules,  liis  sovereign  choice  jTo  me,  through  Pity's  eye  condemn'd  to  see! 


My  Muse  to  grief  resigns  the  varying  tone. 
The    raptures    languish,    and    the   numbers 
groan. 
O  ]\ien)ory  1  thou  soul  of  joy  and  pain ! 
Thou  actor  of  our  passions  o'er  again  1 
VVhy  dost  thou  aggravate  the  wreieh's  woe? 
Why  add  continuous  smart  to  ev'rv  blow? 
Few  are  my  joys  ;  alas!  how  soon  forgot! 
On  that  kind  quarter  thou  invad'st  me  not: 
While  sharp  and  numberless  my  sorrows  fall  j 
Yet  thou  repeai'st  and  multipliest  them  all ! 

Is  chance  a  guilt?  that  my  disastrous  heart* 
For  uvischief never  meant,  must  ever  smart? 
Can  self-defence  be  sin? — Ah,  plead  no  more  I 
Whattho'  no  purpos'd  malice stain'd  theeoer. 
Had  Heaven  befriended  thy  unhappv  side, 
Tiiou  hadst  not  been  provok'd — or  thou  hadst 
died. 

Far  be  the  guilt  of  homeshed  blood  from  all 
On  whom,  unsougiu,  ernbroilingdangers  fall  I 
Still  the  pale  dead  revives,  and  lives  to  me. 


control, 
His  body  independent  as  his  soul;  [aim, ! 

I.oos'd  to  the  world's  wide  range — enjoin'dno 
J^rescrib'd  no  duty,  and  assign'd  no  name  : 
Nature's  unbounded  son,  he  stands  alone. 
His  heart  unbiass'd,  and  his  mind  his  own. 

O  Mother,  yet  no  Mother  !    'tis  to  you 
My  thanks  for  such  distinguish'd  claims  are  due. 
You,  unenslav'dto  Nature's  narrow  laws, 
Warm  championess  for  Freedom's  sacred  cause, 
From  all  the  dry  devoirs  of  blood  aud  line. 
From  ties  maternal,  moral,  and  di\  ine,  [shore, 
Discharg'd  my  graspini^  soul ;  push'd  me  from 
And  launch'il  me  into  life  without  an  our. 

What  had  I  lost,  if,  conjugally  kind, 
By  nature  hating,  yet  by  vows  confin'd. 
Untaught  the  matrimonial  bounds  to  sli-j;ht. 
And  coldly  conscious  of  a  husband's  right. 
You  had  f  "nt  drawn  me  with  a  form  alone, 
A  lawful  lump  of  life,  by  force  your  own  ! 
Then,  whilcyour  backward  will  reti^nch'd  de- 
And  uncoi>curring  spirits  lent  no  (ire,       [sire, 
I  had  been  born  your  dull,  domestic  heir. 
Load  of  your  life,  and  motive  of  your  ciire; 
Perhaps  been  poorly  rich,  and  meanly  great, 
Tlic  siave  of  pomp,  a  cypher  in  tlie  state; 
Lordly  n-'glectful  of  a  worth  unknown. 
And  shunberiag  in  a  scat  by  chance  my  own. 
Far  nobler  blessings  wait  the  Bastard's  Jot  j 
C'onceiv'd  in  rapture,  and  with  fire  be<i;otl 
htrong  as  necessity,  he  starts  away. 
Climbs  against  wrongs,  and  brightens  into  day 

Thus  unprophetic,  lately  misinspir'd, 
I  sung:  gay  Huti'ring  hope  my  fancy (ir'd  ; 
Inly  secure,  ihrougii  conscious  scorn  of  ill, 
I\'or  taudu  by  wisdom  how  to  balance  will. 
Rashly  clcceiv'd,  1  saw  no  j>its  to  shun, 
But  thought  to  purpose  and  to  act  were  oncj 
Heedless  what  pointed  cares  pervert  his  way. 
Whom  caution  arms  not,  and  whom  woes  be- 
tray ; 
But  now  expos'd,  and  shrinking  from  distress, 
I  fly  to  shelter,  while  the  tempests  press ; 


Remembrance  veils  his  rage,  but  swells   his 

fate; 
Griev'd  I  forgive,  and  am  grown  cool  too  late. 
Young  and  unthoughtful  then,  who  knows^ 
one  day,  [way ! 

What  ripening  virtues  might  have  made  their 
He  might  have  liv'd  till  fofly  d:icd  in  shame. 
Till  kiatfling  wisdom  felt  a  thirst  for  fame. 
He  might  perhaps  his  country's  friend  have 

prov'd  ; 
Both  happy,  generous,  candid,  and  bclov'd ; 
He  might  have  sav'd  some  worth  now  doom'd 
[  to  fall ; 

And  I  jierchance,  in  him,  have  murder'd  all. 

O  fate  of  late  repentance,  always  vain! 
Thy  remedies  but  lull  undying  pain.  [carq 

\)rhere  shall  my  hope  find  rest? — No  mother's 
Shielded  my  infant  innocence  with  prayer: 
No  father's  guardian  hand  my  youth  maia^' 

tain'd, 
Calld  forth  my  virtues,  or  from  vicerestrain'd. 
Is  it  not  thine  to  snatch  some pow'rful  arm. 
First  lo  advance,   then   screen   from   future 

harm  ? 
Am  I  return'd  from  death,  to  hve  in  pain? 
Or  would  Imperial  Pity  save  in  vain? 
Distrust  it  not — what  blame  can  mercy  find. 
Which  gives  at  once  a  life,  and  rears  a  mind  ? 

Mother  miscail'd,  farewel ! — of  soul  severe. 
This  sad  reflection  yet  may  force  one  tear: 
All  I  was  wretched  by,  to  you  I  ow'd; 
Alone  frf)in  strangers  every  comfort  flow'd ! 

I^ost  to  the  life  you  gave,  your  son  no  morc^ 
And  now  adopted,  who  was  doom'd  Ijefore, 
New-born,  1  may  a  nobler  Mother  claim. 
But  dare  not  whisper  her  immortal  namej 
Supremely  lovely,  and  serenely  great! 
Majestic  ^J  other  of  a  kneeling  State! 


QUHENof  a  people's  heart  who  ne'er  before 
Agreed — yet  now  with  otteconscntadore! 
Orit  contest  yet;  remains  in  this  desire. 
Who  most  shall  give  applause,  where  all  ad- 
mire. 
3B  §  I4(j. 
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§  146.    On  the  R^orrry  of  a  Lady  of  Quality 

"  .    from  fhc  SmaltPtui.  Savagi:.  . 

T  evG  a  lov'd  f^ir  had  bicss'd  her  conaort's 

^^  ith  amorous  pricie.and  undistnrl^M  delight ; 
Till deaiji, grown  rnviou»,  with  re|iiignantaim 
Frown*d  ai  their  joj-s,  and  urg'tJ   a  i> rant's 

claim. 
Hr  ^timuionseach  ditfose!— >lhc  nnxiouscrew, 
Writhing  in  dire  diatortions.atrikc  his  virw! 
From  rnrions  plagues,  which  taruun  natures 

know. 
Forth  rushes  beauty's  fear'd  and  ft-rvcnt  foe. 
Mercc  to  the  fair  ifie  missile  mischitf flies. 
The  sanguine !iireain*t  in  raging  ferments  rise! 
It  drives,  ienipotent  through  evefy  vein, 
Hangs  on  ineheart.and  hums  around  tin*  brain! 
N<nv  a  ehiirdani|i  the  charmer's  lu'-irc  diu)s! 

S- '    '  -'    '  I'ves  thelixid  '  '~    wiin-i! 

li  It  with  a  ^1  ioy  inspire, 

L ;,..^3tar8,5carce>.!...  i:..^...:Mufr  iigfirc. 

Here  stamU  her  consort,  sore  with  anguish 

press'd, 
Grief  in  his  rye,  and  terror  in  liis  breast. 
The  Paphian  (rrares,  smit  with  anxious  caic, 
T  row  weep  t  he  waning  fa i  r . 

I  iiccessivc,  roll  their  fire  away, 

.Vi...  v.i.i   Aoyn  iiightf>  see  their  deep  shades 

decay.  [pears. 

While  thc^e  revolve,  tho'  mnte  each  Muse  ap- 
Kach  speaking  eye  drops  eloquence  in  tears. 
On    the  ninth  lioon  great  Phcubu?    listening 

bc^'ds,  [ccnds— 

On  the  ninth  noon  eftch  voice  in  pravcr  as- 
(ireat  r;    '       '    'ii.  of  song,  and  physic's  art, 
R«tor<  ^  u\  fair,  new  soul  impart! 

M" '-  *  ■  ••<  virtue  claim  thv  rare, 

-  aluiOMt  riv.illd  dure. 
•1  assents.  WOulildcath 

atlvaurr? 
i'    .  i  IIS  unse<Q  arrests  that  ll>reatening lance! 
Down  from  his  othavivid  innuence  strrnins, 
And    rjiiirkening    earth    inibilK-s    siMnbrious 

bt'smn  \ 
Koch  balmy  pl.int  merrase  ofviriue  knows, 


A... 

1 

K 

1 

J 

A* 


ill  hcr|)atron  glows. 
ye  kind  hope  reveals, 
Sreastcnli^ening  feels ; 
.  each  Muse  resumes  the  lyre, 
ireus  with  relumin'd  fire: 
u^iMcinus  pow'rs  gay  lifcdispUy, 
at  the  »ight,  stalks  slow  away.' 


Collins. 
.  >  tu  bind. 


.     magic  natnc, 
M  his  tbbught  coaM  frame. 


Od*>  to  Piftf. 

iloei 

art. 


Rf-ceivemv  humble  rite  : 
Long,  l^ly,  let  the  nations  view 
Thv  sky-worn  robes  of  tenderest  blue. 

And  eyes  of  dewy  light  J 

But  wherefore  need  I  wander  wide 
To  old  Ilissus*  distant  side, 

Deserted  stream,  and  mute  ? 
Wild  •  Arun  too  has  heard  thv  strains. 
And  Edio,  'midst  my  native  plains. 

Been  sooth'd  by  Pity's  lute. 
There  first  the  wren  thy  mvrtl<*5  shed 
Oil  gentlest  Otway's  inHmt  luad; 

To  him  thy  cell  was  shewn  : 
And  while  he  sung  the  female  heart. 
With  youth's  soft  notes  uiibpoil'd  by 

Thy  turtles  niix'd  their  own. 

Come,  Pity,  come,  by  fancy's  aid, 
Ev'n  now  mv  thotights,  relenting  maid. 

Thy  temple's  pride  design : 
Its  southern  site,  its  truth  complete 
Shall  raise  a  wild  enthusiast  heat. 

In  all  who  view  the  shrine. 
Tlierc  Picture's  toil  shall  well  relate 
How  chance   or  hard  involving  fate, 

O'er  mortal  bliss  prevail: 
Thebuskin'd  Muse  shall  near  her  stand. 
And  sighing  prompt  her  tender  hand. 

With  each  disastrous  tale. 

There  let  me  oft,  rctir'd  by  day. 
In  dreams  of  passion  melt  away, 

AUow'd  with  thee  to  dwell :  ' 
There  wasle  the  mournful  lamp  of  night. 
Till,  Virgin,  thou  again  delight 

To  hear  a  British  shell  I 


§  148.     Ode  to  Fenr.        Collins. 
HPhou,  to  whom  the  world  nnknown 
^    With  all  its«ihadowy  shapes  is  shown  i 
Who  seestappaird  th'  unreal  scene, 
While  Fancv  lifts  tho  veil  between  : 

Ah,  Fear !  ah,  frantic  Fear ! 

I  see,  I  see  thee  near. 
I  know  thv  hurried  step,  thy  haggard  eye! 
Like  thee  I  start,  like  the^i^orflcr'd  fly'; 
For,  lo,  wh;>t  nmnsters  in  thy  train  appear! 
Danger,  whose  limbs  of  giant  mould 
\\  hat  mortal  eye  can  fix'd  behold.'' 
Who  stalks  his  round,  an  hideous  form, 
IlowHng  amidst  the  midnight  storm, 
Or  throws  him  on  the  rigid  steep 
Of  some  loose  haniiingrock  to  sleep; 
And  with  him  thousand  phantoms  join'd. 
Who  pr(unpt  to  d«cds ace urst  the  mind  : 
And  those,  the  fiends,  who  near  allied. 
O'er  nature's  wounds  and  wrecks  preside; 
While  Vengeance,  in  the  lurid  air. 
Lifts  her  red  arm,  expos'd  and  bare : 
On  whom  that  ravenina:  brood  of  fate. 
Who  lap  the  bloorl  of  Sorrow,  wait; 
Who,  Fear, this  ghastiv  train  can  see. 
And  look  notuiadly  wild,  like  iheeT 


EPODRi 


*  A  liver  lA Sussex. 
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EPodE. 

Ill  earliest  Greece,  to  ihee,  With  partial  choice, 
The   p;rief-full   Muse  address'ii   her  iutaiil 
tongue. 

The  maids  and  matrons,  on  her  awful  voice, 
Silent  and  pale,  in  wild  amazemeni  hung. 

Yet  he,  the  B.ird  *  who  first  invok'd  thv  name, 
Disdain'd  in  Marathon  ils  pow'r  to  feel : 

For  not  alone  he  nurs'd  the  poet's  flame, 
Jiui  reachd  from  Virtue's  hand  the  patriot's 
Steel. 

i3iit  who  is  he,  whom  later  carlands  grace, 
Who  left  awhile  o'er  Hvhia's  d.nvs  to  rove, 

With  tremhlLu^  eyes  thv  drearv  steps  to  trace, 
Where    thousand  furies   shar'd  the  baleful 
grove  ? 

Wrapt  in  thy  cloud  v  veil  ih'  incestuous  Queen  f 

Sigh'd  the  sad  call  her  son  and  husband  heard. 
When  once  alone  it  broke  the  silent  scene. 

And  he  the  wretch  of  Thebes  no  moreap- 
pear'd. 
O  Fear,  I  know  thee  bv  my  throbbing  heart. 

Thy  withering  pow'rinspir'd  each  mournful 
line; 
Though  gentle  Pity  claim  her  mingled  part. 

Yet  all  the  thunders  of  the  scene  are  thine. 

ANTISTROPHE. 

Thou,  who  such  weary  length  hast  past. 
Where  wilt  thou  rest,  mad  nymph,  at  last? 
Sav,  wilt  thou  shroud  in  haunted  cell. 
Where  gloomv  Rape  and  Murder  dwell  ? 
Or  in  some  holiow'd  seat, 
'Gainst  which  the  big  waves  beat. 
Hear    drowning  seamen's  cries   in   tempests 
brought !  [thought. 

Dark  pow'r,  with  shuddering  meek  submitted 
]k.  mine,  to  read  the  visions  old. 
Which  thy  awakening  bards  have  told. 

And,  lest  thou  meet  my  blasted  view, 
Hold  each  strange  tale  devoutly  true  3 
Ne'er  be  1  foiuid,  by  thee  o'eraw'd. 
In  that  ihrice-iiallow'd  e\e  abroad  ; 
^      When  ghosts,  as  cottage  maids  believe. 
Their  pebbled  beds  permitted  leave. 
And  goblins  haunt  from  fire,  or  fen. 
Or  mine,  or  fl«)od,  the  walks  of  men  ! 

O  thou,  whose  spirit  most  posscss'd 
The  sacred  seat  of  Shakspeare's  breast ! 
By  all  that  from  thy  prophet  broke. 
In  thy  divine  eirrotmns  spoke! 
Hither  again  thy  furvdeal, 
Teach  me  but  once  like  him  to  feel  j 
His  cypres?  wreath  my  mted  decree;  • 

And  1,  O  Fear,  will  dwell  with  thee! 


O 


.§149.    Ode  to  Shnpiicitij.     Collins. 
THOU,  by  Nature  taught, 
To  breathe  her  genuine  thought. 
In  numiiers  warmly  pure,  and  sweetly  strong: 
Who  first  on  mountains  wild. 
In  Fancy,  loveliest  child,  [song 

Thy  babe  and  Pleasure's  nura'd  the  pow'rs  o 
*  .^chylus.  f  Jocaata, 


Thou,  who  with  hermit  heart 
Disdain'st  the  wealth  of  art. 
And  gauds,  and  pageant  weeds,  and  trailing  ptill: 
Hill  cotn'st  a  decent  maid, 
In  attic  robe  array'd, 

0  chaste,  unboastful  nymph,  to  thee  I  call! 
By  all  the  honey'd  store 

On  Hyhla's  thymy  shore, 
By  all  her  blooms,  alid  mingled  murmurs  dear. 

By  her  wiiose  love-lorn  woe. 

In  evening  musiugs  slow, 
Sooth'd  sweetly  sad  Klectra's  poet's  ear: 

By  old  Ccphisus  deep, 

W'ho  spread  his  wavy  sweep 
In  warbled  wand'rings  round  thy  green  retreat, 

On  whose  enameird  side, 

When  holy  Freedom  died. 
No  equal  haiint  allur'd  thy  future  feet. 

O  sister  meek  of  Truth, 

To  n»y  admiring  youth 
Thv  sober  aid  and  native  charms  infuse! 

The  flowVs  that  sweetest  breathe. 

Though  beauty  cuH'd  the  wreath. 
Still  ask  thy  hand  to  range  their  order'd  hues. 

Wiiile  Rome  could  none  esteem. 

But  virtue's  patriot  theme. 
You  lov'd  her  hills,  and  led  her  laureate  band  j 

But  staid  to  sing  alone 

To  one  distinguish'd  throne, 
And  turn'd  thy  face,  and  fled  her  alter'd  land. 

No  more,  in  hall  or  bovv'r. 

The  passions  own  thv  pow'r. 
Love,  only  Love,  her  forceless  numbers  mean; 

For  thou  hast  left  her  shrine. 

Nor  olive  more,  nor  vine. 
Shall  gain  thy  feet  to  bless  the  servile  scene. 

Though  taste,  though  genius  bless 

To  some  divine  excess. 
Faint's  ihecoldworktillthou  inspire  the  wholej 

What  each,  what  all  su]>ply. 

May  court,  may  charm  our  eye. 
Thou,  only  thou,  canst  raise  the  meeting  scull 

Of  these  let  others  ask. 

To  aid  some  mighty  task, 

1  only  seek  to  find  thy  tem|.'crate  vale  j 

Where  oft  mv  reed  midit  sound 
To  maids  and  shepherds  round. 
And  all  thy  slins,  O  Nature,  learn  my  tale. 

§  150.     Ode  on  the  Poetical  Character. 

Collins. 
A  s  one,  if,  not  with  light  regard, 
-^  I  read  aright  that,  gifted  Bard, 
(Him  whose  school  above  the  rest 
His  loveliest  Elfin  queen  has  bless'd). 
One,  only  one  unrivalTd  fair  % 
May  hope  the  magic '^irdle  wear. 
At  solcnm  tournay  hung  on  high. 
The  wish  of  each  l9ve-darting  eye  : 
Lo!  to  each  other  nymph  in  turn  applied. 

As  if,  ill  air  unseen,  some  hovering  hand. 
Some  chaste  and  angel-friend  to  virgin  fame, 

$  Florimel.    Sec  Speuser.    Leg.  4,, 
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With  whitper'J  si^dl  had  burst  tii<^  starting 
band. 
It  lefl unblest  her  loath'd  dithoooiir'd  side : 

Happv,  lirr  hopcles*  fair,  if  nevti 

llcr  batTird  hand  with  vain  fiul^Mvoar 
Had  louch'd  that  fatal  zone  to  h. '  doi.icd  ! 
Voiing  Fancy  ihu»,  to  me  tlivinc»i  imiho, 

•'•    ••' • •''  — I  ^«->•lv••'..-  heivcn, 


'1  ogird  thrir  blest  pntpheyiic  luius. 
And  \tjnrc  her  viMonwild,  and  feci  oninix'dher 

(lame. 
The  boovi,  as  fairy  leeends  sg\\ 
Was  wove  on  that  r  ia\r 

When  he,  wlto  c;i  ought  to  birth 

\nn  tented  sky.  «!;•  '  '  p"!!!, 

V  kI  (Iress'd  wnh  jvprin..  is  tall, 

\nd  jiour'd  tWc  main  en 
la>ng  bv  the  lov'd  cntluism^i  woo  il, 
Ilimscit'  in  some  divinef^pood, 
Keiiring,  sate  nith  her  aloue. 
And  plar'd  her  on  his  sapphire  throne. 
The  whiles,  the  vaulted  shrine  aroqnd, 
Sv-raphic  wires  were  heard  to  sound, 
Nowsublimcst  triuntph  swelling; 
Now  on  lovo  and  mercy  dwellin;;; 
And  she  from  out  the  veiling  cloud 
Ureaih'd  her  magic  notes  aloud  : 
And  thou,  thou  rich-hair'd  youth  of  morn. 
And  all  thy  subject  life  was  born. 
The  dangerous  jiasstons  kept  aloof, 
V.ir  from  the  samtcd  growing  woof  : 
Rut  nearil  sat  ecstatic  Wonder, 
listening  the  deep  applaudhig  thunder: 
And  Truth,  in  sunnv  vesl  array 'd, 
JJv  whose  the  Tarsol  s  eyes  were  made ; 
All  the  shadowy  tribes  of  mind, 
Jn  braided  dance  their  murmurs  join'd. 
And  all  the  bright  uncounted  pow'rs, 
W  ho  feed  on  heaven  s  ambrosial  flow'rs. 
'V\'here  is  the  Bard  whose  soul  can  now 
Its  high  presuming  hoprs  avow  ? 
Where  he  wlio  thinks,  with  rapture  Ulind, 
This  hallow'd  work  for  himdesign d  ? 
Jlieh  on  some  rlifFlo  heaven  un-pil  .1, 
^^'      "  .  irprojipcrt  wild. 

Hid  tnc  jealous  drop, 
•  rtjrotv  the  vallies  deep, 

'larU  the  rock, 
^  i'  wn.  Its  springs  unlock  ; 

\\  inir  on  it*  rich  ambitious  head 
An  i:drn.  like  hi?  cvn.  lies  spread, 
'  •'^^'-^  'l'/^'  '  ".ied  giiides  among, 

Uv  \\\uch  .  ^  his  evening  ear, 

I  r.ti;  mit.    .<  ri<»ini  tnntdropp'd  ethereal  dew, 
N    !i    J  III  .'d  in  heaven  its  native  strains  could 
hwr:  [hung: 

<>n  yhich  tliat  ancient  fbimp  he  reach  d  was 
'Fhithcr  oft  his  glorv  grectiug, 
Ff«««  ^V,illrr»  niyrtW  »Uadc«  retreating, 
NMih   many   a  vow    from    Ho|>c*s    aspirin;; 


In  vain — such  bliss  to  one  alone 
Of  all  the  sons  of  soul  was  known, 
And  Heaven  and  Fancy,  kindred  pow'rs. 
Have  nowo'erturn'd  th*  inspiring  bow'rs. 
Or  curtain'd  close  such  scene  from  every  fo 
ture  view. 


§151.    Ode,     JVritlm  in  tJw  Year  1 746. 

CoLLlN£. 

jlJow  bleep  the  brave,  who  sink  to  rest 
•■•^  Bv  ail  their  country's  wishes  blest  I 
Whru  Spring,  with  den-y  fincers  cold. 
Returns  to  deck  their  hallow 'd  mould. 
She  there  shall  dress  a  sweeter  sod 
'I'han  Fancy's  feet  have  ever  trod. 
By  Fairy  hnnds  their  knell  is  wrung, 
Bv  forms  unseen  their  dirge  is  sung ; 
There  Honour  comes,  a  pilgrim  c^rev. 
To  bless  the  turf  tliat  wraps  their  clay; 
And  Freedom  shall  awhile  repair. 
To  dwell  a  weeping  hermit  there  ! 


§  152.    Ode  to  Mercy.      CoLLIN?. 

STROPHE. 

r\  THOU,  who  sitt'sta  smiling  bride 
^^  By  Valour's arm'd  and  awful  side, 
Gentlest  of  sky-born  forms,  and  best  ador'd  : 
Who  oft  with  songs,  divine  to  hear, 
Winn'st  from  his  fatal  grasp  the  spear, 
And  liid'st  in  wreaths  of  flowers  his  bloodle5«» 
sword  ? 
Thou  who,  amidst  the  deathful  field, 
By  godlike  chiefs  alone  beheld. 
Oft  with  thy  bosom  bare  art  found, 
Pleading    for   him  the  youth  who  sinks  to- 
ground  : 
See,  Mercy,  see,  with  pnrc  and  loaded  hands. 
Before  thy  shrine  my  country's  genius  stands. 
And  decks  thy  altar  still,  iho'plerc'd  with  many 
a  wound ! 

ANTT.<5TR0PHE. 

When  he  whom  ev'n  our  joys  provoke, 
'Hie  Hend  of  Naiure,  join'd  his  yoke. 

And  rush'd  in  wrath  to  make  our  isle  his  piey  j 
Thy  form,  frotn  out  thv  sweet  abode, 
O'ertook  him  on  his  blasted  rood,      [away. 

And  stopp'd   his  wheels,  and  look'd  his  rage 
1  see  rceoil'd  his  sable  steed'!, 
That  bore  him  swift  to  savage  deeds ; 

Thv  tender  melting  eyes  they  own, 

O  Maid,  for  all  thy  love  to  Britain  shewn. 
Where  Justice  bars  her  iron  tou  r, 
I'o  thee  we  build  a  roseate  bovv'r, 

Thou,  thou   shalt  rule  our  (jueen,  and  share 
our  monarch's  throne. 


§  153. 


S  fctt  bi^  guiding  sf«-pi  pursue 


W 


Ode  to  Lilcrty.     CoLLINS. 
STROPHE. 
Ho  shall  awake  the  Spartan  fife. 
And  cull  in  soUm»  suHud^  to  Ufe. 


BeoK  It^.        SENTIMENTAL,  LYRICAL,  and  LUDICROUS. 
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The  vouUis  whose  locks  divinely  spreading, 

Like  vernal  hyacinths  in  sullen  hue. 
At  once  the  breath  of  fear  and  virtue  shedding. 

Applauding'  Freedom  lov'd  of  old  to  view! 
Wliat  new  Alceus,  fancy-West, 
bhall  sing  the  sword  in  myrtles  drest,  fceaUnjr, 

At  Wisdom's  shrine  awhile  its  flame  con- 
(What  nlace  so  fit  to  seal  a  deed  renown'd?) 

Till  she  her  biiglitest  lightnings  round  re- 
ve^iling,  [wound ! 

Itleap'd  in  glory  forth,  and  dealt  her  prompted 
()  Goddess',  in  that  feeling  hour. 

When  most  its  sounds  would  court  thy  cars. 
Let  not  my  shelTs  misguided  |>ow'r 

E'er  draw  thy  sad,  thy  mindful  tcais. 
"No,  Freedom,  no,  I  will  not  tell. 
How  Rome,  before  thy  face. 
With  heaviest  sound,  a  giaut-statue,  fell, 
Push'd  bv  a  wild  and  artless  race, 
Prom  ofl'its  wid€  ambitious  base, 
AVhcn  Time  his  northern  sons  of  spoil  awoke, 

And  all  the  blended  work  of  strength  and 
With  many  a  rude  rcjKrated  stroke,        [gr^^c. 
And  many  a  barbarous  ycU,  to  thousand  frag- 
ments broke. 

EPODE- 

Vet,  cv'n  where'er  the  least  appear''d, 
Th'  admiring  world  thy  hand  revered; 
Still,  'midst  the  scatter'd  states  around, 
"Some  remnants  of  her  strength  were  found  : 
They  saw,  by  what  cscap'd  the  storm. 
How  wondrous  rose  her  perfect  form  3 
Jlow  in  the  great,  the  labour'd  whole, 
liach  mighty  master  pour'd  his  soul ; 
For  sunny  {"'iorence,  seat  of  art. 
Beneath  Iver  vines  preserv'd  a  part. 
Till  they  whom  science  lov'd  to  name 
<0  who  could  fear  it?)  quench'd  her  flame. 
And,  lo,  an  humbler  relic  laid 
In  jealous  Pisa's  olive  shade  ! 
See  small  Marino  joins  the  theme. 
Though  least,  not  last  in  thy  esteem. 
Strike,  louder  strike,  th'  ennobling  strings 
To  those  whose  merchant  sons,  were  kings  j 
To  him  who,  deckM  with  pearly  pride. 
In  Adria  weds  his  grecn-hair'd  bride  : 
Hail,  port  of  n,lory,  wealth,  and  pleasure, 
Ise'er  let  me  change  this  Lydian  meaiure; 


Nor  e'er  her  former  pride  relate 
To  sad  Uguriu's  bleeding  state. 
Ah,  no  !  more  pleas'd  thy  haunts  I  seek 
On  wild  Helvetia's  mountains  bleak, 
(Where  when  the  favour'd  of  thy  choice, 
The  daring  archer,  heard  thy  voice ; 
Forth  froui  his  evrie  rous'd  in  dread. 
The  ravening  eagle  northward  fled:) 
Or  dwell  in  willow'd  meads  more  near. 
With  those  *  to  whom  thv  stork  is  dear  j 
Those  whom  the  rod  of  Alva  bruis'd ; 
Whose  crown  a  British  queen  refus'd! 
The  majjic  works,  thou  feel'st  the  strains. 
One  holier  name  alone  remains  : 
The  perfect  spell  shall  then  avail. 
Hail,  Nymph,  ador'd  by  Britain,  hail ! 

ANTISTROPHE, 

Beyond  the  measure  vast  of  thought, 
The  works  the  wizard  Time  has  wrought. 

The  Gaul,  'tis  held  of  antique  story, 
"Saw  Britain  link'd  to  his  now  adverse  strand  f. 
No  seii between,  uo<r  clifi'sublime  and  hoary. 
He  pasij'd  with  unwet  feet  tlirough  all  our 
land. 
To  the  blown  Baltic  then,  they  say. 
The  wild  waves  fouud  another  way. 
Where  Orcas  howls,  his  wolfish  mountain^ 
rounding; 
Till  all  the  banckd  west  at  once  'gan  rise, 
A  wide  wild  storm  ev'o  Nature's  self  confound- 
ing, [^oouth  surprise. 
Withering  \wt  giant  sons  with  strange  uu>' 
This  pLllar'd  earth,  so  firm  and  wide. 

By  winds  and  inward  labours  torn. 
In  tnunders  dread  was  j)ush'd  aside. 

And  down  the  shouldering  billows  borne: 
And  see  like  gems  her  laughing  train. 

The  little  isles  on  every  side —  fmain, 

Mona  X,  once  hid  from  those  who  search'd  the 

Where  thousand  elfin  shapes  abide. 
And  Wight,  who  checks  tlie  western  tide — • 
For  thee  consenting  Iveavea  lias  each  be- 
stow'd, 
A  foir  atte«dant  -on  her  sovereign  pride  j 

T«  thee  this  blest  divorce  she  ow'd. 
For  thou  hast  made  her  vales  thy  lov'd,  thy  last 
abode. 


•  The  Dutch  :  among  whom  there  are  very  severe  penalties  for  those  who  are  convicted  of  killing 
ihis  bird.  They  are  kept  tame  in  alm«Mt  all  their  towns,  and  particularly  at  the  Hague,  of  the 
arms  of  which  h\ey  make  a  part.  The  common  people  of  Holland  are  said  to  entertain  a  supersti- 
tious sentiment,  that  if  tike  wliole  species  jjf  them  should  beconie  extinct,  they  should  lose  their 
liberties. 

t  This  traditioN  is  mentioned  by  several  of  our  old  historians.  Some  naturalists  too  have  endea- 
voured to  support  the  probability  of  the  fact,  by  arguments  drawn  from  the  correspondent  disposi- 
tion of  the  two  opposite  coasts.  I  do  not  remember  that  any  poetical  use  has  been  hitherto  made 
■of  iu 

\  There  is  a  tradition  in  the  Isle  of  Man,  that  a  Mermaid  becoming  enamoured  of  a  young  man 
of  extraordinary  beauty,  took  an  opportunity  of  meeting  him  one  day  as  he  walked  on  the  shore, 
flnd  opened  her  passion  to  him,  but  was  received  with  a  coldness,  occasioned  by  his  horror  and 
surprise  at  her  appearance.  This,  however,  was  so  misconstrued  by  the  sea-lady,  that,  in  revenge 
for  his  treatment  of  her,  she  punished  the  whole  island,  by  covering  it  with  a  mist,  so  that  all  who 
attempted  to  carry  on  any  commerce  with  it,  either  never  arrived  at  itj  but  wandered  up  and  down 
the  sea,  or  were  on  a  sudden  wrecked  upon  it*  cliff*. 
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SECOVD   BrODE. 

Then  too,  'tis  said,  an  hoary  pilf. 
'Midst  the  green  navrl  of  our  i>li'. 
Thy  shrine  in  somr  rtlit^ous  wood, 
()  soul-cnfnrcind  Goddess,  stnr ul ! 
Th«rc  oft  l|)e  painted  native*  fori 
Were  wont  ihv  form  celestial  nn  rt : 
Thonsh  now  with  ho|)eless toil  wr  trnce 
Tune's  back  ward -rol!>.  to  find  it>  place  j 
Whether  the  fiery-tressy  Dane. 
Or  Roman's  self  o'erturn'd  the  fane, 
Or  in  what  heaven-left  aacc  it  tVII. 
"Twere  hard  for  modern  song  to  till. 
Yet  still,  if  truth  those  beams  infn^f. 
Which  pjide  at  once  and  charm  ilu;  Muse, 
Beyond  von  bmided  cloud  that  lie, 
Paving  the  iiphi  cmbroider'd  bkv  : 
Amidst  the  bright  paviiion'd  pl.tins, 
The  beauteous  ino<lel  still  remains. 
There hippicr  than  in  islandW)lrst, 
Or  bowers  by  Spring  or  Hel>e  Arn^t, 
The  chiefs  who  fill  our  Albion's  story. 
In  warlike  ivccds,  n-iir'd  in  ^lorv, 
Hear  their  consorted  Druids  sin^ 
llirir  triumphs  to  th'  immortal  sirinp;. 

How  may  the  poet  now  unfold 
What  never  tonene  or  numbers  told  ? 
How  learn,  delij^hied  and  ama/'d. 
What  hands  tinknown  that  fabric  rais'd  ? 
Kv'n  now,  before  his  fuvour'd  eyes, 
In  C»othic  pride  it  seems  to  rise  ! 

^'"^  ^'- '  ' tceful  orders  join, 

:t»  the  ujix'd  design  ; 
i<>r  knew  to  choose 
Kach  sphrre-foimd  gem  of  richest  hues  : 
Whale  rr  heaven'i  purer  mould  contains. 
When  nearer  suns  emblaze  its  vrins ; 
Tliere  on  the  wall  the  Patriot's  si;;lii 
'^*  '  hang  with  fresh  ddiplu, 

!  with  some  prophetic  r.i;;e 
i ,.-;:nn*5  fame  through  cvrry  Age. 

Ve  forms  divine,  ye  laureate  bind. 
That  near  her  inmost  altar  stand  ! 
Now  soothe  her,  to  her  blissful  tr;iin 
lililhe  (!oncord'»  social  form  to  «.iin. 
C*'»n<       '        ■  rtle  wand  c;in  sicrp 

r.\'i\  iiot  eves  in  <^Ircp  : 

v..»-  ..,1 ...  ..^,,^l,„ 

^row  calm. 

'  .  ...'ur 

Wclcunjc  to  liritams  ravag'd  kliore  : 

ChiT  youths,  cnaiuour'd  of  the  fair, 

PLv  with  the  ungles  of  her  hair ; 

Tdf,  in  one  loud  applauding  sound,  * 

Tl»e  nations  shout  lo  Inrr  around — 

O  how  siiprrmrly  art  thou  bk^t ! 

Tiioii.  I^dy,  thou  shah  rule  the  west. 


W 


^'^-  f^a  Ladtf  m  thr  Drafh  of  Colo 
'"S$,  in  the  Action  nt  Fonfrnot/ 

-^'^y.  •74''.  Collins 

HiLE  lost  to  all  his  former  mirth, 
Brtiahuia's  genius  bends  to  earth. 


And  mourns  the  fatal  dav  ; 
While  stain'd  with  blood  he  strives  to  tear 
Unseemly  from  his  sea-ureen  hair 

The  wreaths  of  cheerful  May  j 

The  thoughts  which  mtising  pitv  pays. 
And  fond  reniemhrancc  loves  to  raise. 

Your  faithful  hours  attend  : 
Still  Fancy,  to  herself  unkind. 
Awakes  to  grief  the  >ofien*d  mind. 

And  points  the  bleeding  friend. 

Rv  rapid  Scheld's  descending  wave. 
His  country's  vows  shall  bless  the  grave. 

Where'er  the  youth  is  laid  : 
That  sacred  spot  the  village  hind 
With  every  sweetest  turf  shall  bind. 

And  Peace  protect  tlie  shade. 

O'er  him,  whose  doom  thy  virtues  grieve. 
Aerial  forms  shall  sit  at  eve, 

And  bend  the  pensive  head  ; 
And,  fallen  to  save  his  injur'd  land. 
Imperial  Honour's  awful  hand 

Shall  point  his  lonely  bed  I 

The  warlike  dead  of  everv  age. 
Who  fill  the  I'iiir  recordmg  page. 

Shall  leave  the  sainted  rest ; 
And,  hijlf-reelining  on  his  spear, 
Kach  wond'ring  chief  by  turns  appear. 

To  hail  the  blooming  guest. 

Old  Edward's  sons,  unknown  to  yield. 
Shall  crowd  from  Cressv's  laurcl'd  field. 

And  gaze  with  fix'd  deliixht  : 
Again  for  Britain's  wrongs  thev  feol. 
Again  they  snatch  the  glcamv  steel, 

Atjd  with  the  avenging  fight. 

But,  lo  !  where  sunk,  in  deep  despair, 
Her  garments  lorn,  her  bosom  bare. 

Impatient  Freedom  lies  ! 
Her  malted  tresses  madly  spread, 
To  every  sod  which  wraps  the  dead 

She  turns  her  joyless  eyes. 

Ne'er  shall  she  leave  that  lowly  ground. 
Till  notes  of  triumph  bursting  round 

Procliiiin  her  reign  restor'd  : 
Till  VV'illiam  seek  the  sad  retreat. 
And  bleeding  at  her  sacred  feet 

Present  the  sated  sword. 

If,  weak  to  sooth  so  soft  an  heart. 
These  nictnr'd  glories  nought  intpart 

To  dry  thy  constant  tear ; 
If  yet,  iti  .Sorrows  distant  eye, 
ICxpos'd  and  pale  thou  see'.st'him  lie, 

VVild  war  insulting  near  : 

Where'er  from  time  thou  court'st  relief, 
Tlje  Myse  shall  still,  with  social  grief. 

Her  gentlest  proniisc  keep: 
Ev'n  humble  Hariing's  roitage  vale 
Shall  learn  the  sud  repeated  tale. 

And  bid  her  shepherds  vvcep. 


§  155. 


SENTIMENTAL,  LYRICAL,  ako  LUDICROUS. 

S  156.     Ode  to  Peace. 


Book  IV. 

§  155.    Ode  to  Evening.    Collins. 

IF  aught  of  oaten  stop,  or  pastoral  song, 
iMav  hope,  chaste  Eve,  to  sooth  thy  modest 
Like  thv  own  solemn  sprin;j;«,  [ear. 

Thy  springs,  and  dying  gales  ; 
O  nymph  reserv'd,  while  now  the  brlght-hair'd 

sun 
Sits  in  yon  western  tent,  whose  cloudy  skirts. 
With  brede  ethereal  wove, 
O'erhang  his  vuavy  bed  : 

Now  air  is  hnslrd,  save  where  the  weak-ey'd 

bat  [^ving. 

With  short  shrill  shriek  flies  by  on  Icaihcrn 

Or  where  the  beetle  winds 

His  small  but  sullen  horn. 

As  oft  he  rises  'midst  the  twilight  path. 
Against  the  pilgrim  borne  iu  heedless  hum  : 

Now  teach  me,  maid  compos'd. 

To  breathe  some  soften'd  strain. 

Whose  numbers  stealing  thro*  thy  darkening 

vale. 
May  not  unseemly  with  its  stillness  suit. 

As,  musing  slow,  1  hail 

Thy  genial  lov'd  return  ! 

For  when  thy  folding-star  arising  shows 
His  paly  circlet,  at  his  warning  lamp. 

The  fragrant  hours,  and  elves 

Who  slept  in  buds  the  day. 

And  many  a  nvmph  who  wreathes  her  brows 

with  seJge,  [still. 

And  sheds  the  freshening  dew  ;    and,  lovelier 

The  pensive  pleasures  sweet, 

Prq)are  thy  shadowy  car. 

Then  let  me  rove  some  wild  and  healthy  scene. 
Or  find  some  ruin  'midst its  dreary  dells. 

Whose  walls  more  awful  nod 

By  thy  religious  gleams. 

Or  if  chill  blustering  winds,  or  driving  rain. 
Prevent  my  willing  feet,  he  mine  the  nut. 
That  from  the  mountain's  side 
Views  wilds  and  swelling  floods. 

And  hamlets  brown,  and  dim-discover'd  spires, 
And  hears  their  simple  bell,  and  marks  o'er  all 

Thv  dewy  fingers  draw  .    , 

The  gradual  dusky  veil. 

While  Spring  shall  pour  his  show'rs,  as  oft  he 

wont, 
And  bathe  thy  breathing  tresses,  meekestEvel 

While  Summer  loves  to  sport 

Beneath  thy  lingering  light  ; 

While  sallow  Autumn  fills  thy  lap  with  leaves, 
Or  Winter,  yelling  through  the  troublous  air. 

Affrights  thy  shrinking  train. 

And  rudeiy'rerids  thy  robes ; 

So  long,  regardful  of  thy  quiet  rule. 

Shall  Fancy, Friendship',Science,  smilingPeace, 

Thy  gentlest  influence  own. 

Ami  love  thy  favourite  name  1 
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/^  THOU,  who  l)ad'9t  thy  t'lrtles  bear 
^^  Swift  from  his  grasp  thv  golden  hair. 

And  sought'st  thy  native  skie.^ : 
When  war,  by  vultures  drawn  from  far. 
To  Britain  bent  his  iron  car. 

And  bade  his  storms  arise  ! 
Tir'd  of  his  rude  tyrannic  sway, 
Our  youth  shall  fix  some  festive  day. 

His  sullen  shrines  to  burn  : 
But  thou,  who  hear'st  the  turning  spheres, 
\\  hat  sounds  mav  charm  thy  partial  ears, 

And  gain  thy  blest  return  ! 

O  Peace,  thy  iujur'd  robes  upbindi 
O  rise,  and  leave  not  one  behind 

Of  all  thy  beamy  train  : 
The  British  lion,  Coddess  sweet, 
Lies  stretch'd  on  earth  to  kiss  thy  feet. 

And  own  thy  holier  reign. 

Ixt  others  court  thy  transient  smile. 
But  come  to  grace  thv  western  isle. 

By  warlike  Honour  led  ! 
And  while  around  her  ports  rejoice. 
While  all  her  sons  adore  thy  choice. 

With  him  for  ever  wed  I 


§  157.     The  Mamiers.     An  Ode.     CoLLlKS.. 

"Parewel,  for  clearer  ken  design 'd, 
■*•    The  dim-discover'd  tracts  of  mind  : 
Truths  which,  from  action's  paths  retir'd, 
My  silent  search  in  vain  requir'd  ! 
\o  more  my  sail  that  deep  explores, 
Xo  more  I  search  those  magic  shores. 
What  regions  part  the  world  of  soul. 
Or  whence  thy  streams,  Opinion,  roll : 
If  e'er  1  round  such  fairy  field. 
Some  pow'r  impart  the  spear  and  shield. 
At  which  the  wizard  passions  fly. 
By  which  the  gianl.  follies  die  ! 

Farewell  the  porch,  whose  roof  is  seen 
Arch'd  with  th'  enlivening  olive's  green. 
Where  Science,  prank'd  in  tissued  vest. 
By  Reason,  Pride,  and  Fancy  drest. 
Comes' like  a  bride,  so  trim  array'd. 
To  v\'edwith  Doubt  in  Plato's  shacje! 

Youth  of  the  quick  uncheated  sight. 
Thy  walks,  Observance,  more  invite  ; 
O  thou  !  who  lov'st  that  ampler  range 
Where  life's  wide  prospects  round  thee  change. 
And,  with  her  mingled  sons  allied, 
Throw'st  the  prattliitg  page  aside  : 
To  me  in  converse  sweet  impar.t 
'Vo  read  in  man  the  native  heart. 
To  learn  where  Science  sure  is  found. 
From  nature  as  she  lives  around  : 
And  gazing  oft  her  mirror  tTue, 
Bv  turns  each  shifting  image  view  ! 
Till  meddling  Art's  officious  lore 
Reverse  the  lessons  taught  before, 
'Alluring  from  a  safer  rule. 
To  dceam  in  her  enchanted  school ; 
Thou,  Ileavferi,  whatt'er  of  great  we  boast. 
Had  bless'd  this  social  science  most.  .= 

S  B  4  Retiring 
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First  Fwrhis  hand,  its  skill  to  try, 
Amid  llic  chords  be\vilder'<l  laid. 

And  back  rccoil'd,  lie  knew  hoi  why. 
£v'n  at  ihe  sound  himitelf  hiMl  made. 

Next  Anger  rush'd,  his  eyes  on  fire. 
In  lightninsjs  own'd  his  secret  strings. 

In  one  rude  clash  he  stnick  tlic  lyre, 
And  swept  with  hurried  hands' the  strings. 

With  woeful  measures  wan  Despair, 
Low  sullen  sounds,  his  grief  b'-;iiuird  ; 

A  solemn,  strange,  and  mingled  air, 
Twas  sad  by  fjts,  by  starts  'twas  wild. 

But  ihou,  ()  Mope,  with  eyes  so  rair. 
What  was  thv  deli^jhlcd  nuasurc? 
Still  it  whisncr'd  proiuis'd  pleasure, 

And  bade  the  lovely  scenes  at  tlisianre  hail  I 

Still  would  her  touch  the  strain  prolong, 
And  from  the  rocks,  the  woods,  the  vale. 

She  cali'd  on  Echo  btill  through  all  the  song  ; 
And  where  her  sweetest  theme  she  chose, 
A  soft  responsive  voice  was  heard  at  every 
close,  [den  hair. 

And  Hope  enchanted  smil'd,  and  wav'd  her  gol- 

And  longer  had  she  sung — but  with  a  frown. 

Revenge  impatient  rose  : 
He  threw  his  blood-stain'd  sword  in  thunder 
down, 
And  with  a  withering  look, 
I'he  war-denouncing  trumpet  took. 
And  blew  a  blast  so  loud  and  drend, 
WtTc  ne'er  prophetic  sounds  so  full  of  wocj 
And  ever  and  anon  he  l>eat 
The  doubling  drum  with  furious  brat : 
And  though  sometimes,  each  dreary  pause 
between. 
Dejected  Pity  at  his  side 
Her  soul-sub<luing  voice  applied. 
Yet  still  be  kept  his  wild  unalter'd  mien  j 
While  each  strain'd  ball  of  sight  secm'd  burst- 
ing from  his  bead. 

Thy  numbers.  Jealousy,  to  nought  were  fix'd. 
Sad  proof  of  thy  distressful  state  I 

Of  differing  themes  the  veering  song  was  mix'd. 
And  now  it  courted  Love,  now  raving  cali'd 
on  Hale. 

With  eyes  tiprals'd,  as  one  inspir'd. 
Pale  Melancholy  sat  rctir'd. 
And  from  her  wild  scquestcr'd  seat. 
In  notes  by  distance  made  more  sweet, 
Pour'd  through  the  mellow  horn  her  pensive 
And  dashing;  soft  from  rocks  around,   [soul  : 
Bubl»li»ig  runnels  join'd  the  sound  ; 
Thro'  glades  and  glooms  the  min^jiled  measure 
stole, 
Or  o'er  some  haunted  stream  with  fond  delay, 
Round  an  holy  caltn  diffusing. 
Love  of  pare,  and  lonely  musing, 
In  hollow  murmurs  died  away. 

•  Alluding  to  the  Milesian  Talei,  lonne  of  the  earliest  romances.  f  Cervantes. 

X  ^ton«ieur  Le  Sage,  author  ol  th%  iuconxparable  adveutures  of  Gil  Bias  d^  SantiUiine,  who  died  ip 

risiAtJtcycar  17-H;. 

But. 


Retiring  her^ce  tn  thou(i;!»t!e«s  ''^•M, 
A*  Fancy  breathes  her  potent  ti>eli. 
Not  vain  she  finds  the  cluerful  task. 
In  pa,;e3nl  quaint,  in  mot  ley  mask 
lirhold,  before  her  musing  cres, 
The  countless  manners  rouiMl  her  risf> 
While,  ever  varying  as  they  pass. 
To  some  runiompt  appliejk  her  u!a<;s  : 
\\'ii\\  tix  ^r  the  whiie-rob'd  mai(l>  con^binc. 
And  those  the  laughing  ^-'■-        -i  I 
But  who  is  he  whom  ii  \  >, 

In  robe  of  wild  contcndi  ^    i  .. 
Ttiou  by  the  passions  nurs'd,  1  vcci 
The  comic  sock  that  binds  thy  feci ' 
O  Humour,  thou  whose  name  is  known 
To  Britain's  favour'd  isle  alone. 
Me  too  amidst  thy  band  admit. 
There  where  the  young-ey'd  healthful  Wit, 
(Whose  jewels  in  his  crisped  hair 
Are  plac'd  each  other's  besms  tn  share. 
Whom  no  delights  fr»m  thee  divide) 
In  latu;hter  loos'd  attends  thy  side. 

By  old  Mdeius  *,  whoso  lone; 
Has  rtas'd  b>»  love-inwoven  song  , 
By  all  you  taught  the  Tuscan  maids, 
In  chang'd  Iialia's  modern  shades  ; 
By  him  T  whoHe  knight's  disiingnish'd  name 
Hefin'd  a  nation's  lust  of  fame  ; 
Whose  tales  e'en  now,  with  echoes  sweet, 
Casiilia's  Moorish  hills  rq^eat; 
Or  him  1,  whom  Seine's  blue  nvmphs  deplore. 
In  wau  net  weeds  on  Gullii's  snore. 
Who  drew  the  sad  Sicilian  maid 
By  virtues  in  her  sire  betrav'd  : 

O  Natnre  boon,  from  whom  proceed 
£ach  forcef\il  thought,  each  prompted  deed  ; 
If  but  from  thee  I  hope  to  feel. 
On  all  my  heart  imprint  thv  seal ! 
l,et  some  retreating  Cynic  find 
Tliose  off-tum*d  scrolls  I  leave  behind. 
The  Snorts  and  I  this  hour  agree 
To  rove  ihy  scencful  woHd  with  thee  ! 


An  Odtfnr  Music. 

Collins. 
V--  '    '•  -,s  young, 

ling, 


§  1.^8.    The  FtusioHi, 

\T7Hrw Music,  heaven' 
^^    Whilr  \-et  in  earl  V  ' 
The  Passions  oft,  to  heai  ;.  i    .... 
Thrfing'd  around  her  magic  cell, 
Exulting,  tremblin^^,  rjji,inc:,  fainting, 
Possest  beyond  tb'  i  nting  ; 

Bv  turn*  they  fell    ,  i,  mind 


IV 

n 

The 


•  lighted,  r.;i  ■  (1,  refin'd  : 
said,  when  :dl  were  fir'd, 

round 
-  ..w  u»  of  sound  : 

And,  as  they  oft  had  lieard  apart 
Sweet  lessons  of  her  forceful  art. 
Each,  for  Madness  rul'd  the  hour. 
Would  prove  his  own  expressive  pow'r. 


Book  IV.      SENTIMENTAL,  LYRICAL,  and  LUDICROUS. 


74^ 


But,  O  how  alter'd  was  Its  sprijyhtlicr  tone  ! 
When  Cheerfulness,  a  nvniph  of  healthiest  hue. 

Her  bow  across  her  shoulder  slung, 

Her  buskins  gemm'd  with  morntnc;  dew. 
Blew  an  aspiring  air,  that  dale  and  thicket  rung, 

The  hunter's  call  to  Faun  and  Dryad  known ; 

Tlie  oak-orown'd  sisters,  and  their  chaste- 
eyed  queen, 

SatyTs  and  sylvaTi  bovs,  were  seen 

Peeping  from  forth  their  alleys  green  ; 
Brown  Exercise  rejoic'd  to  hear,  [spear. 

And  Sport  Icap'd  up  and  sciz'd  his  beechcn 

Last  came  Joy's  ecstatic  trial. 
He,  with  viny  crown  advancing, 

First  to  the  lively  pipe  his  hand  addrcss'd. 
But  soon  lie  saw  the  brisk-awakening  viol. 
Whose  nwcet  cntrunciug  voice  he  lov'd  the 
best.  [strain 

They  would  have  thought,  who  heard  the 
They  saw  inTempe's  valt*  her  native  maids 
Amidst  the  festal  sounding  shades, 
To  some  unwearied  minstrel  dancing, 

While,  as  his  tlying  fingers  kiss"d  the  strings, 
Love  fram'd  with  Aiirtha  gay  fantastic  round ; 
Loose  were  her  tresses  seen,  her  zone  un- 
And  he,  amidst  his  frolic  plav,         [bound 
As  if  he  would  the  charming  air  repav. 
Shook  thousand  odours  from  his  dewy  wings 

()  Music,  sphere-descended  maid. 
Friend  of  pleasure,  wisdom's  aid  ! 
Why,  Goddess,  why  to  us  denied, 
Lay'st  thou  thy  ar.cient  lyre  aside  ? 
As  in  that  lov'd  Athenian  bow'r 
You  learn'd  an  all-commanding  pow'r; 
Thy  mimic  soul,  O  nvmph  endeard  ! 
Can  well  recall  what  thea  it  heard. 
Where  is  thy  native  simple  heart. 
Devote  to  virtue,  fiuuy,  art? 
Arise,  as  in  that  elder  lime, 
Warm,  energetic,  chaste,  sublime ! 
'i'hy  wonders  in  that  godlike  age. 
Fill  thy  recordiug  sister's  page — 
'Tis  said,  and  1  believe  the  tale. 
Thy  (lumblest  rtcd  could  more  prevail. 
Had  nmre  of  strength,  diviner  rage. 
Than  all  which  cliarms  this  iaggurd  age, 
Hv'n  all  at  once  together  found 
Cecilia's  mingled  world  of  sound — 
O,  bid  our  vam  endeavours  cease. 
Revive  the  just  designs  of  Greece, 
Return  in  all  thy  simple  state, 
Contirm  the  tales  her  sons  relate  ! 


§  KOO.  Jtn  Epistle,  addressed  to  Sir  Thomas 
JJnTtmtr,  on  his  Edition  of  Hhakxpearc's 
ff'orhs.  Collins. 

HiLE,  born  to  bring  the  Muse's  happier 
days, 
A  patriot's  hand  protects  a  poct'y  lay-:  ; 

*  1  he  Oedipus  of  Sophecles. 


W 


While,  nuTs'd  by  you,  she  sees  htr  myrtlfes 

bloom, 
Green  and  unwithcr'd,  o'er  his  honour'd  torab: 
Kxcusc  her  doubts,  if  yet  she  fears  to  tell 
What  secret  transports  in  her  bosom  s-well ; 
With  conscious  awe  she  hears  the  critic's  fame* 
And  blushing  hides  her  wreath  atShakspeare's 

name. 
Hard  was  the  lot  those  injur'd  strains  endirr'd, 
Unown'd  by  science,  and  by  years  obscur'd. 
Fair  Fancy  wept;  and  cchomg  sighs  confess'^ 
A  fix'd  despair  in  every  tuneful  breast. 
Not  with  more  s;rief  th'  afHictcd  swains  appear. 
When  wintry  winds  deform  the  plenteous  year; 
When  lingering  fros.s  the  ruiii'd  seats  invade 
Where  Peace  resorted,  and  the  Graces  play'd. 

Each  rising  art  by  just  gradation  moves. 
Toil  l)«iilds  on  toil,  and  age  on  age  improves : 
The  Muse  alone  unenual  dealt  her  rage. 
And  grac'd   with  noblest  pomp   her  earliest 

stage.  [part 

Preserv'd  through  time,  the  speaking  scenes  im- 
Each  changeful   wish   of  Phaedra's    tortnr'd 

heart :  X"^*^'-^"  *  ' 

Or  paint  the  curse  that  mark'd  the  Thebau'"* 
A  bed  incestuous,  and  a  father  slain. 
With  kind  concern  our  pitying  eyes  o'erflow. 
Trace  the  sad  talc,  and  own  another's  woe. 

To  Rome  rcmov'd,  with  wit  secure  to  please. 
The  comic  sisters  keep  their  native  ease. 
With  jealous  fear  declining  Greece  beheld 
Her  own  Menander's  art  almost  excell'd  I 
But  every  Muse  essay'd  to  raise  in  vain 
Some  labour'd  rival  of  her  tragic  strain  ; 
flissus'  laurels,  though  transferr'd  with  toil, 
Droop'd  their  fair  leaves,  nor  knew  the  un- 
friendly soil. 

As  arts  expir'd,  resistless  Dulness  rose  ; 
Goths,    Priests,  or  Vandals — all  were  learn- 
ing's foes. 
Till  t  Julius  first  recaU'd  each  exil'd  maid. 
And  Cosmo  own'd  them  in  th'  Etrurian  shade. 

theme, 
pass  to  Arno's  stream  : 
With  graceful  ease  the  wanton  lyre  he  strung. 
Sweet  How'd  the  lays — but  love  was  all  he  sung. 
The  p;ay  description  could  not  fail  to  move ; 
F'or,  led  by  nature,  all  are  friends  to  love. 

But  heaven,  still  various  in  its  works,  decreed 
The  perfect  boast  of  time  should  last  succeed. 
Tho  beauteous  union  must  appear  at  length    . 
Of  Tuscan  fancy  and  Athenian  strength  : 
One  greater  Muse  Eliza's  reign  adorn, 
And  e'en  a  Shakspeare  to  her  fame  be  born  ! 

Yet  ah  !  so  bright  her  morning's  opening  ray. 
In  vain  our  Britain  hop'd  an  ef|ual  day  ! 
No  second  growth  the  western  isle  could  bear. 
At  once  exhausted  with  too  rich  a  year. 
Too  nicely  Jonson  knew  the  critic's  part ; 
Nature  iu  him  was  almost  lost  in  art. 
Of  softer  mold  the  gentle  Fletcher  came, 
order,  as  the  next  in  name: 


Then,  deeply  skill'd  in  love's  engaging 
The  soft  Provencal  pass  to  Arno's  stre 


riie  next  ii 
t  Juliue  II.  the  immediate  predcctjsor  of  I.cu  X 
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ELEGANT    EXTRACTS. 
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With  plcas'd  tttentinn  'midst  bi»  scenes  we  find 
Each  glo«rtug  thought  that  warms  the  femulc 

mind  ; 
Each  nicUiug  sigh,  and  «nery  tender  tear. 
The  lonr'i  \  i  Iks.  and  the  virgin's  fear. 
His  •  Smiles  ami  Graces  own  ; 

Bui  ^  ,    >»rc  flit  for  man  alone  : 

Drawn  Ijv  liis  pea,  our  ruder  p.isiions  bland 
Tb'anriv'all'd  picture  ol'hit  early  hand. 

With  tjiradual  steps,  and  slow ,'c\acicrFrance 
5>awr  Art's  fair  empire  o'er  her  shores  advance  ; 
By  lenj^th  of  toil  a  bright  perfcciifni  knew. 
Correctly  bold  and  just  in  all  she  drew. 
TUl  late  Corneille,  with  X  Lucan's  s|)irit6r'd, 
Bicath'd  the  free  ilrain,  a«  Home  and  he  in- 

«plr*d, 
And  1  V  '         iL  gain*d  to  s\ve«'t  Racine 

I'h*  h  ofMaro'scliasicrline. 

Bui  W1IM..I  i.ii  wiv  Briii&h  laurel  spread, 
And  wreaths  le»s  artful  crown  our  puet's  head. 
Yet  he  alone  to  every  scene  could  give 
Til*  historian's  truth,  and  bid  tlu-  manners  live. 
Wak'dat  his  call,  I  view  with  glad  sur|)rise 
Miljotic  forms  of  mighty  monarchs  rise. 
There  Henry's  trumpets  spread  their  loud  a- 

brms. 
And  laurcH'd  Conquest  wails  her  hero's  arms. 
Here  gentler  tdward  claims  a  pitying  sigh, 
Scarce  bom  to  honours  and  so  soon  tu  die  ! 
Yet  shall  thy  throne,  unhappy  infant,  bring 
No  beam  of  cmnfori  to  the  guilty  king  : 
The  time  shall  come  whenGlo'sier'^  heart  shall 

bleed. 
In  life's  last  hours,  with  horror  of  the  deed  : 

Whr-   ' -     .    shall  at  last  present 

Th\  in  the  midnight  tent ; 

Tliy   ._ ..1-,  sec»el  death  shall  hear, 

Bluoi  the  weak  sword,  and  break  tii'  oppressive 

spear. 
Where'er  we  turn,  by  fancy  charm'(l,we find 
Some  sweet  illusion  of  the  cheate<l  mind. 
Oft  wild  «  r  K  calls  the  soul  to  rove 

With  hr.i  « ,  in  the  rural  grove  ; 

\Vh'""  '  •■  '  own  the  (juict  scene, 

Ant!  rUe  circlcil  ^>,reen  : 

Drt  ^  i(»d8and\alliessmile, 

And  spring  duiusi^e  decks  th'  enchanted  isle. 
O,  more  than  all  in  powerful  KMiiuH  blest, 
Come,  take  thine  empire  o'er  the  uiilingbreast! 
W  hate'er  the  w  uunds  this  youthful  heart  shall 

feel, 
Thy  songs  support  mc,  nnd  thy  morals  heal ! 
There  e%  cry  thought  the  poet's  warmth  may 

raise. 
There  native  rousic  dwells  In  all  the  lays. 
C>,  might  some  verse  with  happiest  .«tkill  persuade 
Expressive  picture  to  adopt  thine  aid, 


What  wondrous   draughts  might   rise  from 

every  page  ! 
What  other-  Raphaels  ciiarm  a  distant  age  ! 

IVIethinks  e'en  now  I  view  some  free  design. 
Where  breathing  Nature  lives  in  every  line; 
Chaste  and  subdued  the  ntodesl  lights  decay. 
Steal  into  shades,  and  mildly  melt  away. 
— .\nd  sec,  where  §  Anthony  in  tears  approv'd 
Guards  the  pale  relics  of  ihe'chief  he  lov'd  : 
O'er  the  colli  corse  the  warrior  seems  to  bcud. 
Deep  sunk  in  grief,  and  mourns  his  murderld 

friend  ! 
Still  as  they  press,  he  calb  on  all  around, 
Lifis  the  torn  robe,  and  points  the  bleeding 
wotjnd. 

But  II  who  is  he  whose  1;rows  exalted  beat 
A  wrath  impatient,  and  a  fiercer  air  ? 
Awake  to  all  that  injur'd  worth  can  feci. 
On  his  own  Home  he  turns  th'  a\enging  steel. 
Yet  shall  not  war's  insatiate  fury  fall     , 
(So  heaven  ordains  it)  on  the  desiin'd  wall. 
Sec  the  fond  mother,  'midst  the  plaintive  train. 
Hang  on  his  knees,  and  prostrate  on  the  plain! 
'I'oueh'd  on  the  soul,  in  vain  he  strives  to  hide 
The  son's  affection  in  the  Roman's  pride: 
O'er  all  the  man  conflicting  passions  rise. 
Rage  gras|)s  the  sword,  while  pity  melts  the 
eyes. 

Thus,'  generous  Critic,  as  thy  bard  inspires. 
The  sister  Arts  shall  nurse  their  drooping  tires; 
Kach  from  his  scenes  her  stores  alternate  l)ring. 
Blend  the  fair  tinus,  or  wake  the  vocal  string : 
Those  Sybil-leaves,  ih->  ^poti  of  every  wind, 
(For  poets  ever  were  a  careltss  kind) 
By  thee  dispos'd,  no  farther  toil  dcnj.md, 
liiit,  just  to  nature,  own  thy  forming  hand. 

So  spread  o'er  Greece,  the  harmonious  whole 
unknown,  [alone  , 

Kv'n    Homer's    numbers'    charm 'd  by    part 
I'heir  own  L'lysscs  scarce  had  wandcr'd  mure. 
By  winds  and  waters,  cast  on  every  shore  : 
\Vhen,   rais'd  by  fate,  some  former  llanmer 

join'd 
Each  beauteous  image  of  the  botmdless  mind  ; 
And  b  ide,  like  thee,   his  Athens  ever  claim 
A  fond  alliance  with  the  Poet's  name. 


§  1  Go.     Dirge iti  Cymlelinct  sung  It/  Guideru 
and  Arviragus  over  Fidek,  supposed  to  Le 
diad.  Coll  IN  R. 

nPo  fair  Fidi'le's  grassy  tomb 
-■■    Soft  maids  and  village  hinds  shall  bring 
E;ich  opctiing  sweet,  of  earliest  bloom. 
And  rifle  all  the  breathing  Spring. 


•  The  ehancten  are  thus  distinguished  by  Mr.  Dryden. 

t  About  the  rime  of  Shakupcare,  the  poet  Hardy  was  in  prcat  repute  in  France.  He  wrote,  ac- 
cording to  sir  hundred  plays.  The  French  puets  after  him  applied  themselves  in  general 
to  the  cor:  •  mcnt  of  the  stage,  which  was  almost  totally  disregarded  by  those  of  our  owa 
country,  Juii>uii  liiiptcd. 

X  The  favourite  author  of  the  Elder  Corneille.  §  See  the  tragedy  of  Julius  Cxsar. 

S  Coriolaaus.    See  Mr.  Spcncc's  Dialogue  on  the  Odvstey. 
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No  wailing  ghost  shall  dare  appear 
To  vex  with  shrieks  this  ouiet  grove  j 

But  shepherd  lads  assemble  nere, 
And  melting  virgins  own  their  love. 

J^n  withcr'd  witch  shall  here  be  seen. 

No  goblins  lead  their  nightlv  crew  ; 
The  female  fays  shall  haunt  the  green. 

And  dress  tny  grave  with  pearly  dew. 
The  red-breast  oft  at  evening  hour 

Shall  kindly  lend  his  little  aid, 
With  hoarv  muss,  and  gather'd  flow'rs. 

To  deck'tbe  ground  where  thou  art  laid. 

When  howling  winds,  and  beating  rain. 
In  tempests  shake  thy  sylvan  cell ; 

Or  'midst  the  chace  on  everv  plain, 

The  tender  thought  on  thee  shall  dwell ; 

Eich  lonely  scene  shall  thee  restore. 
For  thee  the  tear  be  duly  shed  ; 

Belov'd,  till  life  can  charm  no  more  ; 
And  mourn'd,  till  Pity's  self  be  dead. 


§  1 6l .     Ode  on  the  Death  of  Mr.  Thomson. 

Collins. 
The  Scene  of  the  folloic'mg  Stanzas  is  supposed 
to  lie  on  the  Thames,  near  Richmond. 

Tn  yonder  grave  a  Druid  lies, 
■*■  Where  slowly  winds  the  stealing  wave  : 
The  year's  best  sweets  shall  duteous  rise 
To  deck  its  Poet's  sylvan  grave. 

In  von  deep  bed  of  whispering  reeds 

His  airy  liarp  *  shall  now  l>e  laid. 
That  he,  whose  heart  in  sorrow  bleeds. 

May  love  through  life  the  soothing  shade. 
Then  maids  and  youths  shall  linger  here. 

And,  while  its  sounds  at  distance  swell. 
Shall  sadly  seem  in  Pity's  ear 

To  hear  the  woodland  pilgrim's  knell. 
Remembrance  oft  shall  haunt  the  shore 

When  Thames  in  summer  wreaths  is  drest, 
And  oft  suspend  the  dashing  oar 

To  bid  his  gentle  spirit  rest! 

And  oft  as  Ease  and  Health  retire 

To  breezy  lawn,  or  forest  deep. 
The  friend  shall  view  yon  whitening  f  spire. 

And  'mid  the  varied  landscape  weep  : 

But  thou,  who  ovvn'st  that  earthy  bed. 

Ah  !  what  will  everv  dirge  avail  ? 
Or  tears,  which  Love  and  Pity  shed. 

That  mourn  beneath  the  gliding  sail  ! 
Yet  lives  there  one  whose  heedless  eye 

Shall  scorn  thy  pale  shrine  glimmering  near? 
With  him,  sweet  bard,  may  Fancy  die. 

And  Joy  desert  the  blooming  year ! 
But  thou,  lorn  stream,  whose  sullen  tide 

No  sedge-crown'd  sisters  now  attend, 


Now  waft  me  from  the  green  hill's  side 
Whose  cold  turf  hides  the  buried  friend  ! 

And  see,  the  fairy  valleys  fade, 

Dun  night  has  veil'd  the  solemn  view; 
Yet  once  again,  dear  parted  shade. 

Meek  nature's  child,  again  adieu! 

The  genial  meads  assi^u'd  to  bless 

Thy  life  J,  shall  mourn  thy  early  doom  I 

Their  hinds  and  shepherd  girls  shall  dress 
With  simple  hands  thy  rural  tomb. 

Long,  long,  thy  stone  and  pointed  clay- 
Shall  melt  the  musing  Briton's  eyes  : 

O  vales  and  wild  woods,  shall  he  say, 
lu  yonder  grave  your  Druid  lies  1 


§  l6i 


Verses  written  on  a  Paper  which  con: 

tained  a  Piece  ofSride  Cake. 

Collins. 

TTe  curious  hands,  that,  hid  from  vulgar  eyes, 
■*•  By  search  prophane  shall  find  this  nallow'd 

cuke. 
With  virtue's  awe  forbear  the  sacred  prize. 
Nor  dare  a  theft,  for  love  and  pity's  sake! 

This  precious  relic,  form'd  by  magic  pow'r^ 
Beneath  the  shepherd's  haunted  pillow  laid. 

Was  meant  by  love  to  charm  the  sdent  hour. 
The  secret  present  of  a  matchless  maid. 

TheCyprian  queen,  at  Hymen's  fond  request. 
Each  nice  ingredient  chose  with  happiestart; 

Fears,  sighs,  and  wishes  of  th'enamour'd  breast. 
And  pains  that  please,  are  mix'd  i  n  every  part. 

With  rosy  hand  the  spicy  fruit  she  brought, 
FromPaphian  hills, and  fairCytherea's  isle; 

And  lemper'd  sweet  with  these  the  melting 
thought. 
The  kiss  ambrosial,  and  the  yielding  smile. 

Ambiguous  looks,  that  scorn  and  yet  relent ; 

Denials  mild,  and  firm  unaltcr'd  truth; 
Reluctant  pride,  and  amorous  faint  consent. 

And  meeting  ardours,  and  exulting  youth. 

Sleep,  wayward  god,  hath  sworn,  while  these 
remain,  [tear ; 

With  flattering  dreams  to  drv  his  nightly 
And  cheerful  Hope,  so  oft  invok'd  in  vain. 

With  fairy  songs  shall  soothe  his  pensive  ear. 

If,  bound  by  vows  to  friendship's  gentle  side. 
And  fond  of  soul,,  thou  hop'st  an  equal  grace. 

If  youth  or  maid  thvjoys  and  griefs  divide, 
0  much  entreated  leave  this  fatal  place. 

Sweet  Peace,  who  long  hath  shunn'd  my  plain- 
tive day. 

Consents  at  length  to  bring  me  short  delight; 
Thy  careless  steps  may  scare  her  doves  awav. 

And  Grief  with  raven  note  usurp  the  night. 


*  The  Harp  of  ^olus,  of  which  see  a  description  in  the  Castle  of  Indolence. 

+  Mr.  Thomson  was  buried  in  Richmond  church. 

i  Mr.  Thomson  resided  ia  the  neighbourhood  of  Richmond  some  time  before  his  death. 

§163. 
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§  iftl.  To  M  UTowtr,  en  laming  ^^"  «/»  "•  **^ 
M»/  ttUktkt  Plough^  Novnuler,  17R5. 

Tirct,  tlcck  it,  cotriin,  lim'rous  hiastic, 
^^    O,  what  a  pannic*»  in  ihy  brcostic  ! 
Thou  need  na  start  4\va  sae  hasty, 

\Vi'  bickcrinp  bratilt* ! 
I  w»d  be  laiih  to  rin  an'  chase  thcc, 

WV  tnurd'ring  patllc  ! 
I'm  tnilv  torry  man's  dominion 
Has  broken  nature's  social  union. 
An' justifies  that  ill  nninion. 

Which  makes  thee  startle 
At  me,  thy  poor  earth-born  companion. 

An'  felloH-mortitL 

I  doubt  na,  wbylcs,  but  thou  may  thieve  ; 
What  then  ?  poor  bcaslie,  thou  niauii  live  ! 
A  iiameu-ickn  in  a  thravc 

S  a  sma*  request  ;\ 
111  girt  a  blessing  wi*  the  lave. 

An'  ncA-er  miss  'i ! 
TVv  r  r-  Sit  housir,  too,  in  ruin  ! 

>  the  wins  are  strewing  ; 
A./  i^L.i.ui;^,  now,  to  big  a  nc\v  anc 

O*  fopgagc  gryen ! 
Ao*^i>leak  December's  wind,  ensuinj;, 

Baith  sncH  and  keen  I 
Thou  saw  the  field  laid  bare  and  w.isfe. 
An'  weary  winter  coming  fast. 
An'  cozic  here,  beneath  the  blast. 

Thou  thought  to  dwell. 
Till,  crash  !  the  cruel  coulter  past 

Out  thro'  thy  cell. 

That  wee  bit  hcnp  o'Icaves  an'  ^tibble 
Ha*  cost  thee  nionie  a  weary  nibble  ! 
Now  thou's  turn'd  out,  for  a*  thy  trouble, 

Biit  house  or  hald, 
To  ihole  the  winter's  sleety  dribble. 

An  crtnreuch  cauld  i 

I^If.  "M  iMslc,  thou  art  no  thy  lane, 
In  proving /orrjrj;/!/  may  he  vain  : 
The  best-bid  schemes  o*  mice  an'  men 

Gau^  aft  a-glcy. 
An'  Ica'c  os  nought  but  grief  an'  pain. 

For  promis'tljoy  ! 

^     "  t,  compar'd  wi' mr  .' 

louchcth  thcc : 


cast  my  c  c 
is  drear  1 


An'  fnrtvar 


.iuna  tec, 
as  an'  fear. 


\  l6l.  To  a  yTMintuin  Daisu,   on  turnine  one 
down  with  the  Plough,  tn  April,  1780. 

Burns. 
1 V""'  modest,  crimson- tipped  flow'r, 

Thou's  me'  me  in  ai)  evil  hourj 
For  I  maun  rnish  dtnan^  the  stoure 

Thy  «lcudcr  Item : 
'X'o  spare  thcc. now  is  past  nru*  pow'r. 
Thou  bouic-gcm ! 


Alas!   its  no  thy  nccbor  sweet 
The  bonie  lark,  companion  meet ! 
Iknding  thee  'mang  the  dewy  wect ! 

Wi'spreckl'd  breast. 
When  upwards  springing,  biythe,  to  greet 

'Hie  purpling  cast : 

Cauld  blew  the  bitter  biting-north 
Upon  thy  early  humble  birth; 
Yet  cheerfully  thou  glinicd  forth 

Amid  the  storm. 
Scarce  rear'd  above  the  parent-earth 

Thy  tender  form. 

The  flaunting  flow'rs  our  gardens  yield. 
High  sheltering  woods  an'  wa's  maun  shield  j 
But  thou,  beneath  the  random  bield 

O'  clod  or  stane. 
Adorns  the  histie  stihhlc-Jicld, 

Unseen,  alane. 

There  in  thy  scanty  mantle  clad. 
Thy  snawic  bosom  sunward  spread. 
Thou  lifts  thy  unassuming  head 

In  humble  guise ; 
But  now  i\\c  sliare  up  tears  thy  bed. 

And  low  thou  lies! 
Such  is  the  fate  of.irlless  maid, 
9s\\'tcX  flow  ret  of  the  rural  slutfc 
By  love's  simplicity  betrny'd, 

And  guiltless  tru>t. 
Till  she,  like  thee,  all  soil'd,  is  laid 

Low  j'  the  dust. 

Such  is  the  fate  of  simple  bard. 

On  life's  rough  ocean  luckless  slarr'd! 

Unskilful  he  to  note  the  card 

O^  prUiUnt  lore. 
Till  billows  rage,  and  gales  blow  hard. 

And  whelm  him  o'er  ! 
Such  fate  to  suffering  ll'orlh  is  giv'n, 
Who  long  with  wains  and  woes  has  slriv'n. 
By  human  pride  or  cunning  driv'ii 

To  Mis'ry's  brink, 
Till  wrench'd  ofev'ry  slay  but  Heaven, 

lie,  ruiii'd,  sink! 
Ev'n  thou  who  mourn'st  the  D;'.isy's  fate, 
Thatfulc  is  tliinc — no  distant  <late  : 
Stern  ruin's  plough-share  drives  date, 

ImUI  on  thv  !)lo(»ni, 
Tdl,  crush'd  beneath  the  furrow's  weight. 

Shall  be  thy  doom  ! 


§  165.     An  Essay  upon  unvalural  Flights  in 
Poelry.  Landsdowne. 

A  8  when  some  image  of  a  charming  face, 
-^^  In  living  paint,  an  artist  tries  to  trace. 
He  carefully  consults  each  l>cauteou3  line. 
Adjusting  to  his  object  his  design  ; 
We  praise  the  niece,  and  give  the  painter  fame. 
But  as  the  bjtlgnt  resemblance  speaks  the  dame : 
Poets  arc  limners  of  another  kmd. 
To  copy  out  ideas  in  the  mind ;  [shewn. 

Words  are  the  paint  by  which  their  thoughts  arc 
And  Nature  is  their  object  to  be  drawn : 

The 


Book  IV. 


SENTIMENTAL,  LYRICAL,  anb  LUDICROUS. 


?4* 


lit    off 

cious  J 
■3  lie,     *1 

iHgb.        [ 

St  die."  J 


The  written  picture  we  applaud  or  blame 
But  as  the  just  proportions  arc  the  same. 
Who,  firiveu  with  uneovcrnable  fire. 
Or  void  of  art,  beyond  these  bounds  aspire, 
tjiganlic  forms  and  monstrous  births  alone 
Produce,  which  Nature  shock'd  Uisdain^i  to 

own. 
Bv  true  reflection  I  would  see  my  face, 
\Vhy  brings  the  fool  a  magnifying  glass  ? 
**  But  poetry  in  fiction  takes  delight, 
*'  And   mounting   in  bold    figures   out 

sight,  [fl 

**  Leaves  Truth  behind  in  her  audaci 
**  Fables  and  metaphors,  that  always  lie, 
"  And  rash  hyperboles  that  soar  so  '  " 
'*  And  ev'ry  ornament  of  \ersc,  must 
Mistake  me  not :  no  figures  1  exclude, 
And  but  forbid  intemperance,  not  food. 
Who  would  with  care  some  happy  fiction  frame, 
So  mimics  truth,  it  looks  the  very  same  ; 
Not  rais'd  to  force,  or  feigned  in  Nature's  scorn. 
But  meant  to  grace,  ilUistrate,  and  adorn. 
Important  truths  still  let  your  fables  hold. 
And  moral  mysteries  with  art  unfold  : 
Ladies  and  beaus  to  please,  is  all  the  task  ; 
But  the  sharp  critic  will  instruction  ask. 
As  veils  transparent  cover,  but  not  hide. 
Such  metaphors  appear,  when  right  applied; 
When  thro'  the  phrase  we  plainly  see  the  sense, 
Truth  with  sucn  obvious  meanings  will  dis- 
pense. 
The  reader  what  in  reason's  due  believes. 
Nor  can  we  call  that  false  which  not  deceives  : 
Hyperboles,  so  daring  and  so  bold. 
Disdaining  bounds,  are  yet  by  rules  controul'd; 


ih  Truth,  and  make  a  tow'ring 
'  Ible  to  view,   [flight: 


Above  the  clouds,  hut  vet  with 

They  Uiouni  wit 

Presenting  things  impossi 

They  wander  thion;;h  incredible  to  true 

Falsehoods  thus  mix'd  like  metals  are  refin'd; 

And  Truth,  like  silver,  leaves  the  dross  behind. 

Thus  Poetry  has  ample  space  to  soar. 

Nor  needs  forbidden  regions  to  explore  ; 

Such  vaunts  as  his,  who  can  with  patience 

read, 
Who  thus  describes  his  hero  when  he's  dead — 
"  In  heat  of  action  slain,  yet  scorns  to  fall, 
*'  But  still  maintains  the  war,  and  fio-hts  at — 

All?" 
The  noisy  culvcrin,  o'ercharg'd,  lets  fly, 
And  bursts,  unaiming,  in  the  rended  sky; 
Such  fratnic  flights  arc  like  a  miKlman's  dream, 
And  nature  suners  in  the  wild  extreme. 
The  captive  cannibal,  opprest  with  chains. 
Yet  braves  his  foes,  reviles,  provokes,  disdains ; 
Of  nature  fierce,  untameable,  and  proud, 
lie  bids  det'ianee  to  the  gaping  crowd  ; 
And  spent  ai  last,  and  speechless,  as  ha  lies, 
A'V'iib  fiery  glances  mocks  their  rage,  and  dies, 
'i'iiis  is  the  utmost  stretch  that  nature  can. 
And  all  beyond  is  fulsome,  false,  and  vaiu. 
'\'\v  Roman  wit,  who  impiously  divides 
Hk  herp  undhii  goJs  lo  diflcr.^nt  sides. 


I  would  condemn,  but  that,  in  spite  oPsense. 
Theadmiring  world  still  stand^^  in  his  defence : 
The  gods  permitting  traitors  to  succeed. 
Become  not  pailies  in  an  impious  deed  ; 
And,  by  the  tyrant's  murder,  we  may  find 
That  Cato  and  the  gods  were  of  a  mind. 
Thus  forcing  truth  with   sinrh  prcposterouii 

]>  raise. 
Our  characters  we  lessen  when  we'd  raise  ; 
Like  castles  built  by  magic  art  in  air. 
That  vanish  at  approach,  such  thoughts  appear; 
But,  rais'd  on  truth  by  some  judicious  hand. 
As  on  a  rock  they  shall  for  ages  stattd. 
Our  king  return'd,  and  banish'd  peace  restor'd. 
The  Muse  ran  mad  to  sec  her  exil'd  lord  ; 
On  the  crack'd  stage  the  Bedlam  heroes  roar'd. 
And  scarce  could  speak  one  reasonable  word: 
Dryden  himself,  to  please  a  frantic  age, 
Was  forc'd  to  let  his  judgment  stoop  to  rage; 
To  a  wild  audience  he  conform'd  his  voice. 
Complied  to  custom,  but  not  err'd  thro'  choice. 
Deem  then  the  people's,  not  the  writer's  sin, 
Almansor's  rage,  and  rants  of  Maximin  ; 
That  fury  spent  in  each  elaborate  piece. 
He  vies  for  fame  w  i  th  ancien  t  Home  and  Greece. 
Roscommon  first,  then  Mulgrave  rose,   like 

light. 
To  clear  our  darkness,  and  to  guide  our  flight; 
With  steady  judgment,  and  in  lofty  sounds. 
They  gave  us  patterns,  and  they  set  us  bounds. 
The  Stagyrite  and  Horace  laid  aside  : 
Inform'd  by  them,  we  need  no  foreign  guide. 
Who  seek  from  poetry  a  lasting  name. 
May  from  their  lessons  learn  the  road  to  fame; 
But  let  the  bold  adventurer  be  sure 
That  ev'ry  line  the  test  of  truth  endure  ; 
On  this  foundation  may  the  fabric  rise. 
Firm  and  unshaken,  till  it  touch  the  skies. 
From  pulpits  banish'd,  from  the  court,  from 

love, 
Abandon'd  Truth  seeks  shelter  in  the  grove; 
Cherish,  ye  Muses,  the  forsaken  fair,     [derer. 
And  take  into  your  train  this  beauteous  wan- 


§  l6(5.     To  Mr.  Spcnce,  prefixed  to  the  E^say 
on  Pope's  Odyssey.  PiTr. 

iHpis  done — restor'd  by  thy  immortal  pen, 
*■    The  critic's  noble  name  revives  again  ; 
Once  more  that  great,  that  injur'd  name  we   ee 
Shine  forth  alike  in  Addison  and  thee. 

Like  curs,  our  critic*  haunt  the  poet's  feast. 
And  feed  on  scraps  refus'd  by  ev'ry  guest  ,- 
From  the  old  Thracian  *  dog  they  Icarn'd  the 

way 
To  snarl  in  want,  and  grumble  o'er  their  prey: 
As  though  they  grudg'd  tliemseiyes  the  joys 

they  feel,  [will.; 

Vex'd  to  be  charm'd,  and  pleas*d  against  their 
Such  their  inverted  taste,  that  we  expect  [k<M« 
For  faults  their  thanks,  for  beauties  their,  ncg- 
So  the  fell  snake  rejects  the  fragrant  flow ':s. 
And  ev'ry  poison  of  the  field  devours, 


Zoiluj,  so  called  by  th?  ancient^. 


L 
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Like  boW  Longinus  of  immortal  fame. 
You  read  your  poet  with  a  pot- t's  rt.wnc  ; 
With  his.vnur  Kcn'rous  raptiiri'<;  >iill  ospire; 
Tlic  critic  kindles  when  the  barely  on  fire. 
But  when  some  Ume,  some  limping  line  de> 

mands 
The  friendly  succour  of  your  henlinp  hands; 
The  feather  of  your  pen  drop*.  V):ilm  around, 
Andjilays .ind  tickles,  while  it  cnn.  ■;  i  h<  wound. 

^\  hile  Pope's  immortal  labour  wr  survey, 
Wc  stand  all  dazzled  with  excess  of  diy ; 
Blind  with  the  glorious  blaze — to  vulgar  si^ht 
*Twa5  one  bright  massof  undistiriLuii^h'd  light; 
But,  like  thu  towVing  eagle,  you  nlone 
Discern'd  the  spots  and  spletidors  of  the  sun. 

To  point  our  faults,  yet  never  to  ntlt'nd  ; 
To  play  the  critic,  vet  preser\e  the  fritnd  : 
A  life  well  spent,  that  never  lost  a  day  j 
An  easy  spirit,  innocently  {r:ay'» 
A  strict  integrity,  devoid  of  art; 
The  sweetest  manners,  and  smcrr«'St  heart; 
A  soul,  where  depth  of  sense  and  fancy  meet; 
A  judgment  brightcn*d  by  the  beams  of  wit — 
Were  ever  yours :  be  what  you  wt  re  hrfore. 
Be  still  yourself  J  the  world  can  abk  no  more. 


§  lfi7.  T^r Enquiry.  Writteninthcln'<l  Century. 

A  VONGST  the  myrtles  as  I  walk'd, 
*^  I.oveand  my  sighs  thus  intcrialk'd : 

•  Tell  me,  said  I,  in  deep  distre-.s, 

•  Where  may  I  find  my  8hcp|jcT(U-.-.s?* 

**  Thou  fool,  said  I/)ve',  know'st  tliou  not  this? 

*'  In  every  thing  that's  good,  ^he  is ; 

•'  In  yonder  tulip  go  and  seek, 

••  There  thou  mav'si  find  her  lip,  her  cheek; 

*'  In  yon  enamelled  pansy  by, 

*'  Tliere  tliou  shall  have  her  curious  eye; 

••  In  bloom  of  peach,  in  rosy  btvl, 

*'  There  wave  th«»  streamers  of  her  blood ; 

*•  In  brij;btest  lilies  that  there  stand, 

«*  The  emblems  of  her  whiter  hand ; 

•*  In  yonder  rising  hill  there  smell 

••  Such  5>weots  as  in  her  bosom  dwtll : 

*•  Ti*  true,"  said  he.    And  thereupon 

I  went  to  pluck  them  one  by  one. 

To  isake  of  parts  an  union; 

But  on  a  sudden  all  w.-^s  gone. 

With  that  I  sioppM.  Safd  l^ve,  "  These  be, 

•*  Fond  man,  resemblances  of  thcc  ; 

•*  And  as  these  flow'rs  thy  joy  shall  die, 

*•  E'en  in  the  twinkling  ot  an  eye ; 

••  And  all  thy  hojjcs  of  Ijer  shall  wither, 

••  Like  these  short  sweets  that  knit  together." 


I  168      TTir  hh'rrt] 
shncing 
andean: 


Ifi. 


■'nj  nfjohn  Gilpin; 
•r  than  he  intended, 

I.  COWPFR. 


JonicGlMTN  was  a  citizen 
Of  eredit  and  renown, 
A  trriin-lmnd  capinin  eke  was  he 
Ot  umous  Lond.^in  town. 


John  Gilpin's  spouse  said  to  her  dear,         , 

Thougn  wedded  we  have  be«'n 
These  twice  ten  tedious  years,  yet  we 

No  holiday  have  seen. 

To-morrow  is  our  wedding-day. 

And  we  will  then  repair 
Unto  the  Bell  at  Edmonton, 

All  in  a  chaise  and  pair. 

Mv  sibtcr  and  my  sister's  child, 

IVIvsclf  and  children  three, 
Willfill  the  chaise,  so  you  miist  ride 

On  horseback  after  we. 

He  soon  replied,  I  do  admire 

Of  woman  kind  but  one  ; 
And  you  are  she,  my  dearest  dear. 

Therefore  it  shall  be  done. 
I  am  a  linen-draper  bold. 

As  all  the  world  doth  know, 
And  my  good  friend  the  cal lender 

Will  lend  his  horse  to  go. 
Quoih  Mistress  Gilpin,  that's  well  said; 

And,  for  that  wine  is  dear. 
We  will  be  furnislt'd  with  our  own. 

Which  is  both  bright  and  clear. 
John  Gilpin  kiss'd  his  loving  wife; 

O'erjoy'd  was  he  to  find 
That,  though  on  pleasure  she  was  bent. 

She  had  a  frugal  mind. 
The  morning  came,  the  chaise  was  brought. 

But  yet  was  not  allow'd 
To  drive  up  to  the  <loor,  lest  all 

Should  say  that  she  was  proud. 

So  three  doors  off  the  chaise  was  stay*d. 

Where  they  did  all  get  in. 
Six  precious  souls,  and  all  agog 

To  dash  through  thick  and  thin. 
Smack  went  the  whip,  round  weiu  uj».  umtis. 

Were  never  folks  so  glad ; 
The  stones  did  rattle  xui»lcrncaih 

As  if  Cheapsidc  were  mad. 
John  Gilpin  at  his  horse's  side 

.Scix'd  fast  the  Howing  mane; 
Aiul  up  he  got  in  haste  to  ride, 

But  soon  came  down  again  : 
For  saddle-tree  scarce  rcach'd  ha<l  he. 

His  journey  to  begin. 
When  turning  round  his  head,  he  saw 

Three  customers  come  in. 

So  down  he  came;  for  loss  of  time. 

Although  it  griev'd  him  sore. 
Yet  loss  of  pence,  full  well  he  knew, 

Would  trouble  him  much  more. 
Twas  long  before  the  customers 

Were  suited  to  their  mind  ; 
When  Beltv  screaming  came  down  si  air'. 

"  Tire  wine  is  left  behind  1" 

Good  lack  !  quoth  he— -yet  bring  it  me. 

My  leathern  Ik'U  likewise, 
In  wliich  I  bear  n\\  trusty  sword 

When  X  do  eKcrci>c. 

Now 
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JNovv  Mistress  Gilpin,  careful  soul ! 

Hud  two  stone  bottles  found. 
To  hold  the  liquor  that  she  lov'd,  , 

And  keep  it  safe  and  sound. 

Eadi  bottle  had  a  curlinf^ear, 

Through  which  the  belt  he  drew. 
And  hung  a  bottle  on  each  side. 

To  make  his  balance  true; 

Then  over  all,  that  he  might  be 

Kquipj)'d  from  top  to  toe. 
His  long  red  cloak,  well  brush'd  and  neat. 

He  manfully  .lid  throw. 
Now  see  him  mounted  once  again 

Upon  his  nimble  steed, 
Full  slowly  pacing  o'er  the  stones 

With  caution  -dnd  good  heed. 


751 


But  finding  soon  a  smootlicr  road 

"Beneath  his  well-stiod  feet, 
The  snorting  beast  began  to  trot. 
Which  gali'd  him  in  his  seat. 

So,  fair  and  softly,  John,  he  cried. 

But  John  he  crie  1  in  vain  ; 
That  trot  became  a  gallop  soon, 

Jn  spite  of  curb  and  rein. 

So  stooping  down,  as  needs  he  must 

Who  cannot  sit  upriglit, 
Hfe  grasp'd  the  mane  with  both  his  hands, 

And  eke  with  all  his  might. 

,  His  horse,  who  never  in  that  sort 
Had  handled  been  before. 
What  thing  upon  his  back  had  got 
Did  wonder  more  and  more. 

Away  went  Gilpin,  neck  or  nought. 

Away  went  iiat  and  wig; 
He  little  dreamt,  when  he  sat  out. 

Of  running  such  a  rig. 

The  wind  did  blow,  ihe  cloak  did  fly,    . 

Like  streamer  long  and  gay. 
Till,  loop  and  button  failing  Wh, 

At  last  it  flew  away. 

Then  might  all  people  well  discern 

The  bottles  he  had  slung:  ♦ 
A  bottle  swinging  at  each  side,  ' 

As  hath  been  said  or  sung. 

The  dogs  did  bark,  the  children  scream'd. 

Up  flew  the  windows  all ; 
And  ev'ry  soul  cried  out,  Well  done  I 

As  loud  as  he  could  bawl. 
Away  went  Gilpin — who  but  he  j 

His  fame  soon  spread  around — 
He  carries  weight  1  he  rides  a  race! 

Tis  for  a  thousand  pound. 
And  still  as  fast  as  he  drew  near 

.  'Twas  wonderful  to  view 
Hovv  in  a  trice  the  turnpike-men 

Their  gates  wide  (),jen  threw. 
And  now  as  he  went  bowing  dovvft 

His  rei'king  head  fjll  low. 
Tile  bottlos  twain  behind. his  back 

Were  shattex'd  at  »  blpw. 


Down  ran  the  wine  into  the  road, 

Most  piteous  to  be  seen, 
Which  made  his  horse's  flanks  to  smoke 

As  they  had  basted  been. 
But  still  he  seem'd  to  carry  weight. 

With  leathern  girdle  brac'd  ; 
For  all  might  see  the  bottle  necks 

Still  dangling  at  his  waist.  « 

Thus  all  through  merry  Islington 
"  jls 


These  gambols  he  did  play. 
And  till  he  came  unto  the  Wash 
Of  Edmonton  so  gay. 

And  there  he  threw  the  wash  about 

On  both  sides  of  the  wav. 
Just  like  unto  a  trundling  mop. 

Or  a  wild-goose  at  play. 

At  Edmonton  his  loving  wife 

From  balcony  espied 
Her  tender  husband,  wond'ring  much 

To  see  how  he  did  ride. 

Stop,  stop,  John  Gilpin !  here's  the  house— 

They  all  at  once  did  cry  : 
The  dinner  waits,  and  we  are  tir'd : 

Said  Gilpin — So* am  I. 

But  yet  his  horse  was  not  a  whit 

Inclin'd  to  tarry  there  ; 
For  why  ?  his  owner  had  a  house 

Full  ten  miles  off",  at  Ware. 
So  like  an  arrow  swift  he  flew. 

Shot  by  an  archer  strong ; 
So  did  he  fly — which  brings  me  to 

The  middle  of  my  song. 

Away  went  Gilpin,  out  of  breath. 

And  sore  against  his  will. 
Till  at  his  friend's  the  callender's 

His  horse  at  last  stood  still. 
The  callender,  amaz'd  to  see 

His  neighbour  in  such  trim. 
Laid  down  his  pi|)e,  flew  to  the  gate^ 

And  thus  accosted  him : 

What  nevvs !  what  nevys !  your  tidings  tell. 

Tell  me  you  must  and  shall — 
Say  whv  bare-headed  you  are  come. 

Or  why  you  come  at  all  ? 
Now  Gilpin  h^d  a  pleasant  wit. 

And  lov'd  a  timely  joke; 
And  thus  unto  the  callender 

In  merry  guise  he  spoke : 

I  came  because  your  hor3e  would  come. 

And,  if  I  well  forebode. 
My  hat  and  wig  will  soon  be  here, 

They  arc  upon  the  road. 
The  callender,  right  glad  to  find 

His  friend  in  merry  pin, 
Returii'd  liim  not  a  single  word. 

But  to  the  house  went  in. 
When  straight  he  came  with  hat  and  wig, 

A  wig  that  flow'd  l)chind, 
A  hat  not  much  the  worse  for  wear. 

Each  comely  iu  its  kind. 


H« 
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He  li  ' '  ^  ^^  np.  and  in  hi«  turn 

Til  lii$re»dy  wil: 

Mv  lu.u  ..  ;  A  ICC  ••  big  M  yours, 
'flicy  ihcrctore  needs  must  fii. 
But  let  nie  scrape  the  dirt  awoy 

'Vhat  han^s  ujwn  your  hem-, 
And  Slop  and  cat,  for  well  you  may 

Be  in  a  hungry  case. 
Said  John,  It  is  my  wedding  day  ; 

And  all  the  world  would  siarc. 
If  wife  should  dine  at  Edmonton, 

And  I  should  dine  at  Ware. 
So  turning  to  his  horse,  he  said, 

1  am  in  haste  to  dine: 
TTwas  for  your  (Jeasurc  yon  came  here, 

You  shall  go  back  for  mine. 
Ah  luckless  speech,  and  bootless  boast ! 

For  which  he  paid  full  dear; 
For  while  he  spake  a  brayinB>^ss 

Did  xlng  most  loud  and  clear ; 
Whereat  his  horse  did  snort,  as  he 

Had  heard  a  lion  roar ; 
And  gallop'd  off  with  all  his  mighty 

AsTie  had  done  l>cf<»re. 
Away  went  Gilpin,  and  away 

Went  Gilpin's  hat  and  wi^; 
He  lost  them  sooner  than  at  fir'it. 

For  why?  they  were,  too  big. 
Now  Mistress  Gilpin,  when  she  saw 

Her  husband  posting  down 
Into  tlie  country  for  away. 

She  puU'd  out  half  a  crown  ; 
And  thus  unto  the  youth  she  ^aiil 

That  drove  them  to  the  Bell, 
This  shall  Ijc  yours  when  you  brin^,  back 

My  husband  safe  and  well. 
The  youth  did  ride,  and  5oon  did  meet 

John  coming  back  amain, 
Whom  in  a  trice  he  tried  to  stop 

By  catching  at  his  rein  ; 

But  not  perfWrmino;  what  he  m^ant. 
And  glarlly  would  have  done, 

Tlic  frightccl  steed  he  frighted  more. 
And  made  him  faster  rnn. 

Awav  went  Gilpin,  and  away 

Went  post-boy  at  his  heels. 
The  post-boy's  hor^  right  glad  to  miss 

The  lumb'ring  of  the  wheels. 

Six  ttcntremen  upon  the  road 

Tims  seeing  Giljiin  fly. 
With  post-boy  sranip'ring  in  the  rear. 

They  rais'd  the  hue  and  cry  : 

Stop  thief!  stop  thief! — a  highwayman! 

Not  one  of  tlicm  was  mute  ; 
And  all  and  each  that  pass'd  that  way 

Did  join  in  the  pursuit. 
And  now  the  turnpike  gates  again 

¥\tw  0[>en  in  short  space  ; 
The  toll-nien  thinking,  .is  before. 

That  Gilpin  rode  a  race. 


And  so  he  did,  and  won  it  too, 

For  he  got  first  to  town. 
Nor  stopp'd  till  where  he  fint  got  up 

He  did  iigain  get  down. 
Now  let  us  sing.  Long  live  the  king. 

And  Gilpin,  long  live  he; 
And  when  he  next  doth  ride  abroad. 

May  1  be  there  to  see ! 

§  169.  An  Evening  Conlcmjilation  in  a  Collryr  j 
in  Imilation  of  Gray's  Elegy  in  a  Country 
Church-yard.  Duncomue. 

'T^HE  curfew  lolls  the  hour  of  closing  gates ; 
■^   With  jarring  sound  the  porter  turns  the  key; 

Then  in  his  dreary  mansion  slumbVing  waits. 
And  slowly,  sternly,  quits  it  though  for  mc. 

Now  shine  the  spires  l>cncath  the  paly  moon. 
And  thro'  the  cloisters  peace  and  silence  reign; 

Save  where  some  fidler  scrapes  a  drowsy  tunc, 
Or  copious  bowls  inspire  aif)vial  strain  ; 

Save  that  in  yonder  cobwrb-niaiiikd  room. 
Where  sleeps  a  student  in  profound  repose, 

Opjiress'dwitnalc,  wide  echoes  thro'  the  gloom 
The  droning  music  of  his  vocal  no.sc. 

Within  those  walls,  where  through  the  glim- 
mering shi^de 

Appear  the  pamphlets  in  a  mouldering  heap, 
Rarh  in  his  narrow  bed  till  niorning  laid. 

The  peaceful  fellows  of  the  college  sleep. 

The  tinkling  bell  proclaiming  early  pray'rs, 

The  n«)isv  ser^•ants  rattling  o'er  their  head, 
The  calls  of  business,  and  domestic  cares,  fl^. 

Ne'er  rouse  ihe-ie  sleepers  from  their  downy 
Xo  chattering  females  crowd  their  social  fire. 

No  dread  have  they  of  discord  and  of  strife  ; 
Unknown  the  names  of  husband  and  of  sire, 

Unfclt  the  plagues  of  matrimonial  life. 
Oft  have  they  bask'd  beneath  the  sunny  walls. 

Oft  h.i\o  the  benches  bow'd  beneath  their 
weight,  \ 

How  jocund  arc  their  looks  when  dinner  call*  I     | 

How  smoke  thecutleis on  thcircrowded  plate! 

O!  let  not  temperance,  too  disdainful,  hear 
How  long  their  feasts,  how  long  their  dinnci 
last  : 

Nor  let  the  fair,  with  a  contenintuous  sneer. 
On  these  unmairied  men  reflections  cast! 

The  splendid  fortune  and  the  beauteous  face 

(I'hcmsclves  confess  it,  and  their  sires  be- 
moan) 
Too  soon  are  caught  by  scarlet  and  by  lace  ; 

These  son*  of  science  shine  in  black  alone. 
Forgive,  ye  fair,  th"  involuntary  fault, 

If  these  no  feats  of  gaiety  displav, 
Where  thro'  proud  Ranelagh'i  wide-echoing 
vault 

Melodious  Frasi  trills  her  quavering  lay. 

SiiV,  is  the  sword  well  suited  to  the  band  ? 

t)oe3  broidcr'd  coat  agree  with  sable  gown  ? 
Can  Mechlin  laces  shade  a  churchman's  hand? 

Or  learning's  votaiicj  ape  the  bcaus  of  town  ? 

Pcrbapa 
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perhaps  in  these  time-tottering  walls  reside 

Some  who  were  once  the  clurlinj;  of  the  fair, 
Some  who  of  old  could  tastes  and  fashions  uuidc, 

Control  the  manager,  and  awe  the  player. 
But  Science  now  has  fiU'd  their  vacant  mind 

With  Home's  rich  spoils  and  truth's  exalted 
views, 
Fir'd  them  with  transports  of  a  nohk-r  kind, 

And  hdde  them  sliiiht  all  females— but  the 
muse. 

Full  many  a  lark,  hij;l>  towering  to  the  sky, 
Unheard,  unheeded,  greets  th'  ai)proacli  of 
lights 

Full  many  a  star,  unseen  by  mortal  eye,  [night. 
With  tWinkling  lustre  glimmers  through  the 

Some  future   Herring,   who,    with   dauntless 
breast. 
Rebellion's  torrent  shall  like  him  ojjpose, 
Some  mute,  unconscious  Hardwicke  ncre  may 
rest, 
Some  Pelham,  dreadful  to  his  country's  foes. 

From  prince  and  people  to  command  applause, 
'Midst  ermin'd  peers  to  guide  the   iiigh  de- 
bate. 
To  shield  Britannia's  and  Religion's  laws, 
And  steer  with  steady  course  the  helm  of  state — 

'Fate  yet  forbids  j  nor  circumscribes  alone 
Their  growing  virtues,  but  their  crimes  con- 
fines ; 
Forbids  in  Freedom's  veil  t' insult  the  throne 
Beneath  her  mask  to  hide  the  worst  designs 
To  fill  the  madding  crowd's  perverted  mind 

With  '*  pensions,  taxes,  marriages,  and  Jews ; 
Or  shut  the  gates  of  heaven  on  lost  mankind. 
And  wrest  their  darling  hopes,  their  future 
views. 

Far  from  the  giddy  town's  tumultuous  strife. 
Their  wishes  yet  have  never  learn'd  to  stray  ; 

Content  and  happy  in  a  single  life. 

They  keep  the  noiseless  tenor  of  their  way 

v'n  now  their  books  from  cobwebs  to  protect, 
Inclos'd  bv  doors  of  glass  in  Doric  style. 
On  polish'd  pillars  rais'd  with  bronzes  deck'd 
Tliey  claim  the  passing  tribute  of  a  smile : 

Oft  are  the  authors'  names,  tho'  richlv  bound. 
Mis-spelt  by  bhmdering  binders'  want  ofcarej 

And  many  a  catalogue  is  strew'd  around. 
To  tell  the  admiring  guest  what  books  are 
there. 

For  who,  to  thoughtless  ignorance  a  prey, 
Neglects  to  hold  short  dalliance  with  a  book? 

Who  there  but  wishes  to  jirolong  his  stay. 
And  on  those  cases  casts  a  lingering  look  ? 

Re 'ports  attract  the  lawyer's  parting  eyes, 
Novels  Lord  Fopling  and  Sir  Plume  require ; 

For  songs  and  plays  the  voice  of  Beauty  cries. 
And  bense  and  Nature  Grandison  desire. 

For  thee,  who,  mindi*ul  of  thy  lov'd  compeers. 
Dost  in  these  lines  their  artless  tale  relate. 

If  chance,  with  prying  search,  in  future  years, 
Some  antic^uiuian  should  inquire  thy  fate  ; 


Ilaplv  some  friend  may  shake  his  ho'Siry  head' 
And  say,  '*  Each  morn  unchill'd  by  fro9t$  \\t 
♦♦ran, 
"  With  hose  ungarter'd,  o'er  yon  turfy  bed, 

**  To  reach  the  chapel  ere  the  psalms  began  j 
**  There,  in  the  arms  of  that  lethargic  chair, 

*'  Which  rears  its  old  moth-eaten  back  so  high, 
"  At  noon  he  quafl'd  three  glasses  to  the  fair, 

*'  And  por'dupon  the  news  with  curious  eye. 
"  Now  by  the  fireengag'd  in  serious  talk, 
*'  Or  mirthful  converse,  would  he  loitcting 
"  stand, 
"  Then  in  tlie  a;arden  chose  a  sunny  walk, 
"  Or  launch'd  the  polish'd  bowlwiih  sleadj 
hand. 
"One  morn  wemiss'd  him  at  the  hour  of  prayer, 
*'  Nor  in  the  hall,  nor  on  his  faw)uriie  green : 
"  Another  came,  nor  yet  within  the  chair, 

•'  Nor  yet  at  bowls  or  chapel  was  he  seen. 
**  The  next  we  heard  that  in  a  neighbouring 
**  shire, 
**  That  day  to  church  he  led  a  blushing  bride, 
"  A  nymph  whose  snowy  vest  and  maiden  fear 
♦'  Improv'd  her  beauty  while  the  knot  vva« 
"  tied. 

*'  Now,  bv  his  patron's  bounteous  carercmov'd, 

♦•  He  roves  enraptur'd  thro'  the  fields  of  Kent  j 
**  Yet,  ever  mindful  of  the  place  helov'd, 

*•  Read  here  the  letter  which  he  lately  sent." 
The  Letter, 
In  rural  innocen.ce  secure  T  dwell. 

Alike  to  fortune  and  to  fame  unknown  : 
Approving  conscience  cheers  my  humble  cell. 

And  social  quiet  marks  me  for  her  own. 

Next  to  the  blessings  of  religious  truth. 

Two  gifts  my  endless  gratitude  engoge — 
A  wife,  the  joy  and  transport  of  my  youth  : 

Now  with  a  son,  the  comfort  of  my  age. 
Seek  not  to  draw  me  from  this  kind  retreat. 

In  loftier  spheres  unfit,  untaught  to  movej 
Content  with  calm  domestic  life,  where  meet 

The  sweets  of  friendship,  and  the  smiles  of 
love.  ' 


§  170. 


The  Three  JVarnin2,s.     A  Tale. 
By  Mrs.  Thrale. 

THE  tree  of  deepest  root  is  fijund 
Least  willing  still  to  quit  the  ground  j 
'Twas  therefore  said  by  ancient  sages. 

That  love  of  life  increas'd  with  years 
So  much,  that  in  our  latter  stages. 
When  pains  grow  sharp,  and  sickness  rages^ 

The  greatest  love  of  life  appears. 

This  great  affection  to  believe. 
Which  all  confess,  but  few  perceive. 
If  old  assertions  can't  prevail. 
Be  pleas'd  to  hear  a  modern  tale. 

When  sports  went  round,  and  all  were  gay. 
On  neighbo'tir  Dobson's  v,redding-day. 
Death  call'd  aside  the  jocund  groom 
With  him  into  another  room  j 
And  looking  grave — '  You  must,'  says  he, 
♦  Quit  youi?  sweet  bride,  and  come  with  m^.' 
ii  C  *  W  iih 
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*  Willi  you  ?  md  quit  my  Suwti"--  side  ? 

*  NViihyou?'  the  hapless  husl)'j!i<l  cncd: 

*  ^  "'I  am,  'lis  monstrous  hard  ! 

;i  truth,  I'm  not  prrp.uM  : 

*  :. .  : „Uts  on  other  matters  f;o  ; 

*  J  ni«  IS  my  wrdJinp;  night,  you  kiu>w.* 
What  more  lie  uru'd  I  have  not  It    ird, 

HUrea  oiiscuuld  not  well  be  stronger} 
So  Death  the  poor  delinqnetit  spar'd. 

And  left  to  live  a  liiile  longer. 
Yet  eallinj;  up  a  serious  look, 
His  honr-i;lass  trembled  while  he  spoUe— . 
'  NVii;ljb.)-ir,'  he  said,  *  farewell :  no  more 

*  Shall  1)  MtU  disturb  vour  minhful  hour: 

*  And  farther,  to  avoid  all  blame 

*  or  cruelly  upon  my  name, 

*  To  ^iveyou  time  for  nreparalion, 

'  And  fit  you  for  your  tuture  station, 

*  Three  several  warnings  vou  shall  liave, 
'  Hitoro  you're  &ummun'<I  to  tU^-  i;:a\e  : 

'  ^\'illin5  ^•^'"  ^^^^^'  1'''  M"'^  "^y  t""^) » 

*  And  crant  a  kind  reprieve; 

*  In  hopes  you'll  have  no  more  to  sav, 

*  But  when  I  call  again  this  wae, 

•  Well  pUasM  the  world  will  leave' 

To  these  conditions  both  conseutcil, 
And  narted  perfectly  contented. 

Wliat  next  the  hero  of  our  tale  btTtI, 
How  long  he  liv'd,  how  wise,  how  well. 
How  roundly  he  pursu'd  his  course, 
And  ^mok'd  his  pipe,  and  strok'd  liii  horse. 

The  willing  muse  shall  tell : 
lie  clialferd  then,  he  bought,  he  ^old. 
Nor  once  pcrceivVl  his  growinj:  old, 

Nor  thought  of  death  m  near  ; 
Hii  friends  not  false,  his  wife  no  ^lircw, 
M.11V  h\'  lains,  his  ehildrcn  few, 

ill-  !      ^  (1  his  hours  in  peace  : 
Hi.     •.  Ill  •  he  vicw'd  his  wealth  increase. 
While  thus  a  long  life'i  dusty  road 
The  beaten  track  content  he  trod, 
(nd  Tune,  whose  hantcno  mortal  spares, 
rncall'd,  «mhecde<l,  unawares 

Drought  on  his  eightieth  year. 

And  now,  one  night,  itrmusiii,T  mootl, 
And  all  alone,  he  sale, 
Th'  unwelcome  mcsscngf  r  of  Ivtr 

Once  more  before  him  stood. 

Half  kili'd  with  anger  and  surpri'Q, 

*  So  soon  return'd  !'  old  Dobsou  cries. 

*  So  soon,  d'ye  cUI  it !'  Death  replies ; 
« i>nri-ly,  my  friend,  you're  but  in  jesi  j 

*  Sii'iee  I  >vas  here  before 

*  "lis  six-.ind-thirty-yeirs  at  hat, 

*  And  you  are  now  lour-.i ore.* 

*  So  much  the  worse,'  the  clown  rejoined  j 

*  To  spare  the  agc<l  v(»vild  tie  kind  ; 

'  Howc\cf,  »ce  vfinr  senrrh  be  lethal ; 

*  -\nd  your  auih'ority — is  t  reg;d  ? 

*  l-'lse  you  arc  come'on  a  fool>  erraiid, 

*  With  but  a  secretary's  warnnt. 

*  Bt-ide-s,  von  promis'd  me  threr  warnings, 

*  Which  I  have  look'd  for  nights  ami  mornings ! 

*  Rut  for  that  i»Ms  of  n'nie  and  ca^e, 
'  lean  recover  do  m.ij-:-  ' 


•  I  know,*  cries  Death,  *  that,  at  the  best,  "1 

*  I  seldom  am  a  welcome  {juest ;  >• 

*  But  don't  be  captious,  fnend,  at  least :        j 

*  I  little  thought  you'd  still  be  able 

*  To  stump  about  your  farm  and  s>table  ; 

*  Your  years  have  run  to  a  great  length  ; 

«  1  wish  you  jov,  tho',  of  your  strenj»ih  1' 

•  Hold','  savs'thc  faruur,  '  not  so  fust ! 

*  I  have  been  lame  these  four  years  past.' 

•  And  no  great  wonder,'  Death  replies  : 

*  However,  you  still  keep  your  eves ; 

'  And  sure  to  see  one's  loves  and  friends, 

*  For  legs  and  arms  would  make  amends.* 

•  Perhaps,'  says  Dobson,  *  so  it  might, 

*  But  latterly  I'm-  lost  my  sight.' 

•  This  is  a  shocking  story,  faith  j 

'  Yet  there's  some  comfort  still,'  says  Death  : 
'  Kach  strives  your  sadness  to  anmse  j 
'  I  warrant  yoii  hear  all  the  news.' 

•  There's  none, 'cries  he  ^*  and  if  there  were, 

*  I'm  grown  so  diaf,  1  could  not  hear.* 

•  iS'av,  then  !'  the  spectre  sterii  rejoin'd, 

♦  These  arc  unjusiifiable  \earnings  ; 
'  If  you  are  lame,  and  deaf,  and  blind, 
'  Vou  have  had  vour  three  sufticient  wariungs. 
'  So  come  along,  no  more  Ave'll  narl :' 
He  said,  and  touch 'd  him  with  liis  durtj 
And  now  old  Dobson  turning  jwle, 
Yields  to  his  fate — so  ends  my  lale. 


§  171.  The  Cit's  Country  Box.      Llotd. 

Vos  sapcrc,  et  solos  aio  bene  vivere,  quorum 
Conspicitur  nitidis  fundau  pccunia  villis.  HoR" 

'^"pHK  wealthy  cit,  grown  old  in  trade, 
-*    Now  wishes  for  the  rural  shade. 
And  buckles  to  his  one-horse  cluiir 
f  )ld  Dobbin,  or  the  founder'd  mare  ; 
A\'hile  wedg'd  in  chjsely  by  his  side. 
Sits  Madam,  his  unwieldy  bride. 
With  Jacky  on  a  stool  before  'em. 
And  out  they  jog  in  due  decorum. 
Scarce  j)ast  the  turnpike  half  a  mile. 

*  How  all  the  country  seems  to  smile  I* 
And  as  they  slowly  }<»g  together, 

The  cit  eommend.s  the  road  and  weather  : 
While  Madam  doais  upoi»  the  trees. 
And  longs  for  ev'ry  house  she  sees  i 
A(hniresits  views,  its  situation. 
Ami  thus  she  opens  her  oration  : 
*  What  signihes  the  loads  of  wealth, 

*  \\  Ithout  that  richest  jewel,  health? 
'  I'Acuse  the  fondness  of  a  wife, 

*  \N  ho  doats  \i\ion  your  precious  life  I 

*  Such  ceaseless  toil,  such  constant  care, 

'  Is  nuire  than  human  strength  can  bear . 
'  One  utay  observe  it  in  your  face — 

*  indeed,   my  dwir,  you  break  apare  ; 

*  And  nothing  can  your  health  repair, 

*  But  exercise  and  country  air. 

'  SirTrallic  has  a  house,  you  know, 

*  AboKt  a  mile  from  ("heney-row  : 

*  He's  a  good  man,  indeed,  'tis  true; 

*  But  not  so  warm,  my  dear,  as  you  : 

*  And  folks  are  always'ant  to  sneer — 

*  One  would  not  be  ounioue,  mv  dear !' 
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Sir  Traffic's  name, .  so  well  applied, 


Awuk'J  his  broihcr-merrl 


laiu^i  pritic  j 


And  Thritiy,  who  had  ail  his  life 
Paid  iitniost  det'rciiee  to  his  wife, 
Coiifcss'd  her  argimicnts  had  reason  ; 
And  by  tU' approaching  sucniiier  season 
l>a\vs  a  few  hundreds  froui  tlic  stocks. 
And  purchases  his  country  box. 

Some  three  or  tour  miles  out  of  town 
(An  hour's  ride  will  bring  you  down) 
He  fjxes  on  his  choice  abode. 
Not  half  a  furlong  from  the  road  ; 
And  so  convenient  does  it  lay. 
The  stages  pass  it  cv'ry  day  : 
And  then  so'snng,  so  miiihty  pretty. 
To  have  a  house  so  near  the  city  ! 
Take  but  your  places  at  the  Hoar, 
You're  set  down  at  the  very  door. 

Well  then,  suppose  them  lix'd  at  last. 
White  wasliing,  paijiting,  scrubbing  past: 
Hugging  thcinselves  in  ease  and  clover. 
With  all  the  fuss  of  moving  over; 
Lo,  a  new  heap  of  whims  are  bred. 
And  wanton  in  my  lady's  head  ! 

*  Well !  to  be  sure,  it  must  be  own'J, 
'  It  is  a  charming  spot  of  ground  : 

*  So  sweet  a  distance  for  a  ride, 

*  And  all  about  so  countrytied  ; 

*  'T would  conic  but  to  a  trifling  price 
'  To  make  it  quite ,1  paradise! 

*  I  cannot  bear  those  nasty  rails, 

*  Those  ugly,  broken,  mouldy  pales: 

*  Suppose,  my  dear,  instead  of"  these, 

*  We  buikl  a  railing  all  Chinese  j 

*  Altho'  one  hates  to  be  expos'd, 

'  'Tis  dismal  to  be  thus  incios'd  ; 

*  One  hardly  any  objects  sees — 

*  I  wish  you'd  fell  those  odious  trees. 

*  Objects  continually  jia^-sing  by, 

*  Were  something  to  amuse  the'  eye  ; 

*  But  to  bo  pent  within  the  walls, 

*  One  might  as  well  beat  St.  Raul's, 

*  Our  house  beholders  would  adore,  . 

*  Was  there  a  level  lawn  before, 

*  Nothing  its  views  to  incomnu)de, 

*  But  (pjite  laid  open  to  the  rf)ad  j 

*  While  every  trawller  in  amaze, 

*  Should  on  our  little  m.msion  gaze ; 
'  And,  pointing  to  the  choice  retreat, 

*  Cry.  "  That's  Sir  Thrifty's  country-seat !" 

No  doubt  her  arguments  prevail. 
For  Madam's  ta-Ste  can  never  fail. 

Blest  age!  wlien  all  men  may  procure 
The  title  of  a  co.moissour  ; 
When  noble  and  ignoble  herd 
Are  govern'd  by  a  siny;le  word  ; 
Tho',  like  the  royal  German  dames. 
It  l>cars  an  hundred  Christian  names — 
As  Genius,  Fancy,  Judgment,  Gout, 
AVhim,  Caprice,  Je  ne  scais  quoi,  Virtii.    ■ 
Which  appellations  all  describe 
Tastk,  and  the  modern  tasteful  tri'be. 

Now  bricklayers,  carpenters,  and  joiuer.=. 
With  Chinese  WtKts  and  dcsigncr-s, 


Produce  their  schemes  of  altcraiion, 

'lo  work  this  wondrous  reformation. 

Th*- useful  dome,  which  secret  st()od, 

Embojom'd  in  the  yew  tree's  wood, 

The  traveller  with  iunazcinent  aces 

A  temple  Gothic  or  Chinese, 

W^ith  many  a  bell  and  tawdy  rag  on. 

And  crested  with  a  sprawling  dragon; 

A  wooden  arch  is  bent  astritlc 

A  ditch  of  water,  four  feet  wide. 

With  angels,  curves  and  zig-zag  lines. 

From  Halfpenny's  exact  design*; 

In  front  a  level  fawn  is  seen. 

Without  a  shrub  upon  ilic  green  ; 

Where  Taste  would  want  its  first  great  law. 

But  for  the  skulking  sly  lui-ha; 

Hy  whose  miraculous  assistance 

You  gain  a  prpsijcct  to  fields  distance. 

And  now  from  Hyde-park  Corner  come 

The  gods  of  Atlu*ns  and  of  Rome. 

Here  squabl)y  Cuj)ids  take  their  places. 

With  v'enus,  and  the  clumsy  Graces } 

Aj.ollo  there,  with  aim  so  clever. 

Stretches  his  leaden  bov\-  forever; 

And  there,  without  the  pow'r  to  fly. 

Stands  fix'd  a  tijj-toe  Mercurv. 

The  villa  thus  completely  grac'd, 
All  own  that  Thrifty  lias  a  taste  ; 
And  Madam's  female  friends  and  cousins, 
\yiih  conunon-council  men  by  dozens, 
I'lock  cv'ry  Sunday  to  the  scat. 
To  stare  about  them  and  to  eat. 


§  1/2.     ItcpnTt  of  an  cc/judgcJ  Case,  not  to  le 

foundinany  of  the  Iiou/:s.  Cowper! 

np.iWEEN  Nose  and  Eyes  a  strange  contest 

arose ; 

The  spectacles  set  them  unhai)j)ilv  wrong  j 

The  point  in  dispute  was,  as  all  the  world  knows. 

To  which  thesaid  spectacles  ought  to  belong. 

So  the  tongue  was  the  lawyer,  and  argued  the 
cause 
Will)  a  great  deal  of  skill,  and  a  wig  full  of 
learning ; 
While  chief  baron  Ear  sat  to  balance  the  laws, 

So  fam'd  for  his  talent  in  nicely  discerning. 
In  behalf  of  the  Nose,  it  will  quicklv  appear. 
And  your  lordship,  he  said,  will  undoubtedly 
find. 
That  the  Noselias  had  spectacles  always  in  wear. 
Which  amounts  to  possession  time  out  of 
mind. 

Then  holding  the  spectacles  up  to  the  court — 
Your  lordship  observes  they  iic  ra;uic  wiiha 
straddle. 
As  wide  as  the  ridge  of  tlic  Nose  is;  in  short 
Design 'd  to  sit  close  to  it,  just  like  a  sad<ll<?. 
Again  would  your  lordship  a  ninmcnt  suppose 
(' lis  a  case  that  has  Imppen'd  and  ni jv  be 
again) 
That  the  vjs;jgccn" countenance  hnd  nota^osc, 
Pray  who  would  or  who  could  wc»r  spectacles 

'  theri  ?  ' 

.     3  C  2    '  Oa 
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On  the  whole  it  appetrt>  and  my  arpiment 
shews,     •  '       [dcmh. 

With  •  nrasoninp;  the  court  will  never  con- 
That  the  tpectaclci  plainly  were  made  for  the 
Nose, 
And  the  Nose  was&s  plainly  intended  for  them. 

Then  shiftinc his  side,  as  alawyor  knows  how, 
He  pleadea  again  in  behalf  of  the  i-vis  ; 

But  whiU  u-crc  his  arguments  few  people  know. 
For  the  court  did  not  think  ihcy  u  ereequally 
wise. 

So  his  lordbhlp  decreed,  with  a  grave  solemn 

lone. 

Decisive  and  clear,  without  one  ;>*or  t»/^— 

That  whenever  the  Nose  put  his  ^piciacles  on. 

By  day-U>;ht  or  candle-light — Eyes  >liould  be 

shuti 


f  173.     On  the  Birth  Day  of  S-kchpcare.    A 
Cantn.  Taken  from  kit  Works.    Berbnoeu. 

Natura  Japsa  valerc,  et  mentis  viribus  pxcitari,  et 
<|uasi  qtiodam  divine  spiritu  afH.tri. 

Pl'ACK  to  tJiis  meeting! 

Joy  and  fair  time,  heiilth  and  good  wishes  : 
Now,  worthy  friends,  ihe cause  why  we  arc  met 
Is  in  cclrbration  of  the  frlay  that  p;a\e 
Immortal  Shaksorare  to  this  faro'.ir'd  isle, 
The  most  replenished  sweet  work  of  nature. 
Which  from  the  prime  creation  c'»  r  she  fram'd. 
O  thou  divincsl  Nattire!   how   thvbclf  thou 

hlazon'st 
In  this  ihvson  1  form'd  in  thv  prodigalfty. 
To  hold  thy  mirror  up,  and  jrivc  the  time 
Its  very  foru»  and  presburc  !  When  lie  bpeaks 
K»ch  aVd  oar  plays  tnunt  at  his  f.iK  -., 
And  Nounfttr  hearings  are  quite  r.ivibhcd, 
.So  roluhle  is  his  discourse—ciiiiK- 
As  Zephvr  blowing hf!ncath  tnc  violet. 
Not  waRpingits  sweet  head — yet  as  rough 
f  His  noble  blood  enchaf'd)  as'  ilii-  riidu  wind, 
Thai  by  thr  top  doth  lake  the  inujinijiin  pine, 
And  make  him  sloop  to  tli*vale. —  lis  won- 
derful 
That  .1n  tiivisibk  instinct  should  frame  him 
To  loyalty,  iinlearn'd;  honour,  niuaughtj 
riviliiv,  riot  seen  iu  others  j  knowledge 
'  us  in  him,  but  yields  a  crop 

own.    What  a  piece  of  work  1 
!  iufmitc  in  reason  1 
form  indeed, 
,     *....  ...^  seem  to  set  his  seal  ? 

.  him  now — yet  let  o\jr  idolatrous 
MtV  his  relics:  and  this  day      [fancy i§ 
Siiuui  avc  disfincul.Hh'd  in  the  kidondar 
To  the  last  syllable  of  recorded  time  : 
For,  if  wc  t.ike  him  but  for  all  in  all. 
We  ne'er  sluill  look  upon  his  like  again. 


With  bodie?  how  to  cloth  ideas,  taught ; 
And  how  to  dr,iw  ihe  picture  of  a  ihoughf : 
Who  taught  the  hand  to  speak,  ih^eye  to  hear 
A  silent  languajievovinp;  far  and  near  j  [sotuid. 
Whose  softcit  nahc  oUi^frips  loud  thunder's 
And  spreads  her  accents  thro'  the  worid'i  vast 

round  ; 
A  voice  heard  by  the  deaf,  spoke  by  thcdnmb. 
Whose  echo  reaches  long,  lone  ti(ne  to  cou:r  ; 
Which  dead  men  speak, as^velTas  those alvp  — 
Tell  me  what  Genius  did  this  an  contrive. 


§175.     The  Am w cr . 
n^HF.  noble  art  to  Cadmus  owes  its  rise 
-■•    Ofpijintirig  words,  and  speaking  to  ihe  eye? ; 
He  first  in  wond'rous  magic  felfer*.  bound  ' 
The  airy  voice,  and  stopp'd  the  flying  sound  , 
The  various  figures,  bv  his  pencil  wrought. 
Gave  colour  form,  and  body  to  ilie  thought. 


§174.     On  the  Invention  qf  Ldlers. 
'T'ell  me  w  hat  (Genius  did  the  art  invent, 
^    The  lively  image  of  the  voice  to  |»aint ; 
Who  first  the  secret  how  to  colour  sound, 
Auti  to  give  shape  to  reason,  wiKly  found ; 


§  176.     On  a  Spider. 

A  RTiST,  who  underneath  niy  table 
^^  Thy  curious  texture  hast  display 'd! 
Who,  if  we  may  believe  the  fable, 

Wert  once  a  fovely  blooming  maid  ! 
Insidious,  restless,  watchful  spider, 
^  Fear  no  olficious  damsel's  broom  ; 
Extend  thy  artful  fabric  wider. 

And  spread  thy  banners  round  my  room. 
Swept  from  the  rich  man's  costlv  ceiling, 

Thou'rt  welcome  to  my  homciv  roof; 
Here  niay'st  ihon  find  a  peaceful  dwelling. 

And  undisiurb'd  attend  thy  woof: 
Whilst  I  thy  wond'rous  fabric  stare  at. 

And  think  on  hapless  poel's  fate  ; 
Like  thee  confin'd  to  lonely  garret. 

And  rudely  banislrd  rooins  of  state. 
And  lis  from  out  thy  tortur'd  bodv 

1'hou  draw'bt  thy  slender  striiij^  with  pain; 
So  doeu  he  labour,  like  a  noddv, 

'Jo  spin  materials  from  his  b'rnin  : 
He  for  some  fluttering  tawdy  creature. 

That  spreads  her  charms  before  liis  eve  ; 
/\nd  that's  a  conquest  little  Ijetter 

Thau  thine  o'er  captive  buiierfly. 
Thus  far  'tis  plain  we  both  agree, 

lVrha])8  our  deaths  may  better  shew  it— 
"Tis  ten  to  one  but  peuurv 

Finds  both  the  spider  atid  the  poet. 

Thf  Extait  nf  Cookery.  Si?p\rTON«. 
Aliusqtie  et  idem. 

'IITHF.N  'J'oni  to  Cambridge  first  war.  ^cnt, 

A  plain  brown  h<jh  he  wore, 
Head  much,  and  look'd  as  iho*  he  nie^t 
To  be  a  fop  no  more. 

See  him  to  l/meoln's  Inn  repair, 

Mis  resolution  flag  } 
He  cherishes  a  fengin  of  hair. 

And  tucks  it  iaa  bag. 


Nor 
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Nor  Coke  nor  Salkcld  he  regar<3s. 

But  gels  into  the  house  ; 
And  soon  a  Judge's  rank  rewards 

His  pliant  votes  and  bows. 
Adieu,  ye  hohs !  ye  hapy  give  place! 

Full-loll'.ims,  coine  instead  1 
Good  Lord  !  to  see  the  various  ways 

Of  dressing — a  caffs-head. 


§    178.       Slendcr's  Ghost.  Shenstone. 

Cura:  leves  loquuntur,  iugentes  stupcnt. 
"Deneath  a  church-yard  yew, 
-*-^  Decay'd  and  worn  with  age. 
At  dusk  of  eve,  meihought  1  spied 
Poor  Skndcr's  ghost,  that  whimpering  cried, 
O  sweet !  O  sweet  Anne  Page! 

Ye  gentle  bards,  give  car! 

Who  talk  of  amorous  rage. 
Who  spoil  the  lily,  rob  the  rosej 
Conic  learn  of  me  to  weep  your  woes! 

O  sweet !  O  sweet  Anne  Page  ! 

Why  should  such  lahoufd  strains 

Your  formal  Muse  engage? 
I  never  dreamt  of  flame  or  dart. 
That  fir'd  my  breast,  or  pierc'd  my  heart. 

But  sigh'd,  O  sweet  Anne  Page ! 

And  you,  whose  love-sick  minds 

No  medicine  can  assuage. 
Accuse  the  leech's  art  no  more, 
But  learn  of  Slender  to  deplore, 

O  sweet !  O  sw«et  Anne  Page ! 

And  you,  whose  souls  are  held 

Like  linnets  in  a  cage. 
Who  talk  of  fetters,  links,  and  chains. 
Attend,  and  imitate  my  strains  : 

O  sweet!  O  sweet  Anne  Pagei 

And  you,  who  loasl  or  grieve. 

What  horrid  wars  ye  wage, 
Of  wounds  receiv'd  from  many  an  eyej 
Yet  mean  as  I  do  when  1  sigh, 

O  sweet !  O  sweet  Anne  Page ! 

Hence  every  fond  conceit 

Of  shepherd,  or  of  sage! 
'Tis  Slender's  voice,  'tis  Slender's 
Expresses  all  you  have  to  say — 

O  sweet !  O  sweet  Anne  Pa^e! 


-'ay, 


For  to  what  class  a  writer  m;jy  W  dootn'd,   ■  U 
When  he  hath  shuffled  off'  some  paltry  stuff. 
Must  give  us  pause.   There's  the  respect  ihaf 
makes  * 

Th'  unwilling  poet  keep  his  piece  nine  years. 
For  who  would  bear  th' impatient  thirst  of  fame^ 
The  pride  of  cdhscious  merit,  and,  'bore  all. 
The  tedious  importunity  of  friends, 
Wi)enas  himself  might  ^is  quietus  make         ♦. 
With  a  bare  inkhorn  ?  Who  would  fardels bev^ 
To  groan  and  sweat  under  a  load  of  wit,   *  :  ♦. 
But  that  the  tread  of  steep  Parnassus'  hill     ''  V^ 
(That  nndiscover'd  couojtry,  with  whose  bays 
Few  travellers  return)  puzzles  the  will. 
And  makes  us  rather  bear  to  live  unknown. 
Than  run  the  hazard  to  be  known  and  damn'd  ? 
Thus  critics  do  make  cowards  of  us  all ;      ^ 
And  thus  the  healthful  face  of  many  a  poem 
Is  sicklied  f>'er  with  a  pale  manuscript  j 
And  enterprises  of  great  fire  and  spirit 
With  this  regard  from  Dodsley  turn  away; ' 
And  lose  the  name  of  Authors.  *^ 


§   179.     JlamlcVs  Soliloquy  imitated.      Jago. 
nPo  print,  or  not  to  print — that  is  the  question. 
-*■    Whether  'tis  better  in  a  trunk  to  bury 
The  quirks  and  crotchets  of  outrageous  fancy. 
Or  send  a  well-wrote  copy  to  the  press, 
And, by  disclosing, end  ihem.  To  print,  to  doubt 
jS'o  more ;  and  by  one  act  to  say  we  end 
Thehead-ach,  and  a  thou8.uid  natural  shocks 
or  scribbling  phrcnsy — 'tis  a  consummation 
Devoutly  t«  b*  wish'd.    To  print — to  beam 
From  the  same  shelf  with  Pope,  in  calf  well 
bound :  [the  rub- 

To  sleep,  perchance,  with  Quarks — Ay,  there's 


§  180.  To  the  Memory  of  George  Lewis  Lnngton, 
Esq .  who  died  on  hisTravcls  to  Rome.  Sh  i  r  LEt«. 
T  ANGfON,  dear  partner  of  mv  soifl, 
^  Accept,  what  pious  passion  meditates 

To  grace  tliy  fate.    Sad  memory. 
And  grateful  fove  and  impotent  regret, 

Shall  wake  to  paint  thy  gentle  mind, 
Tlie  wise  good-nature,  triendship  delicate; 

In  secret  converse,  native  niirih 
And  sprightly  fancy,  sweet  artificer 

Of  social  pleasure;  nor  forgot 
The  noble  thirst  of  knowledge  and  fair  fume 

That  led  thee  far  through  i''oreign  climes     " 
Inquisitive :  but  cliief  the  pleasant  banks 

Of  Tiber,  ever-honoui'd  streajn, 
Detain'd  thee  visiting  the  last  remains 

Of  ancient  art  j  fair  forms  exact 
In  sculpture,  columns,  and  the  mould'ringbulk 

Of  ilieatres.     In  deep  thought  wrapp'd      •  ' 
Of  old  renown,  thy  mind  survey 'd  the  scenes  • 

Delighted  where  the  tirst  of  men 
Once  dwelt,  familiar:  Scipio,  virtuous  chief,  , 

Stern  Cato,  and  the  patriot  mind 
Of  faithful  Brutus,  best  philosopher. 

W«'ll  did  the  gencrotis  search  employ  [douh 
Thv  blooming  years  by  virtue  erown'd,  thougli 

CnsCcn  oppress'd  thee,  far  from  home, 
A  helpless  stranger.     No  familiar  voice. 

No  pitying  eye,  cheer'd  thy  last  pangs. 
O  worthy  longe8t  days !  for  thee  shall  now 

The  pious  solitary  tear,  C"'"'^- 

And  thoughtful  friendship  sadden  o'er  ih\ie 


§   181.     The  Brewer's  Coachman.      Taylor. 

HONRs'r  William,  an  easy  and  good-nalur'd 
fellow. 
Would  a  little  too  oft  get  a  little  too  mellow. 
Body  coachman  was  he  to  an  eminent  brewer-— 
N  o  better  e'er  sat  on  a  box,  to  be  sure. 

a  03  His 
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Ht$  CiMch  mTis  kept  clean*  and  no  mothrrs  or 

nunrs  fliis  horsM. 

T     ■  '    'r  babes  that  he  UM>k  of 

1  fly  gooJ  o  ual  1 1  ics  more; 

•^  '■•'?•  cvnild  uffr  be  got 

icdtht.  iraitcr[ocn 

aothi Hi;  but  water. 

jrti.  savs  lie,  you  sec  thr  plain  case  ; 

...  Ilk  as  he  docs,  you  had  kept  a  good 

place         .  [done  so, 

r>rink  %*iter !  quoth  William— bad  all  men 

You'd  never  lia\c  wanted  a  coachman.  I  trovv. 

Tlie\*re  soakers,  like  me,  whom  you  load  with 

reproachos, 
That  enable  you  brewers  to  ridein  yrmr  coaches. 

§  Iflt.  Odeon  the  Death  oj  Mat z  el,  ufai^ouritr 
BuUJinck.  Addremrd  to  Phillip  S^auliopf, 
Esq.  (natural  Son  tu  the  Earliif  (  '      ,) 

to  whnm  the  /iuthar  had  given  '  n 

e/tt  when  he  Itft  Dresden.         V»  i  ui^i^^a. 

nntY  not,  my  Stanhope,  'tis  in  vain, 
•*    Tn  atop  your  tears,  to  hide  your  pain. 
Or  check  your  honest  rage ; 

Otve  sorrow' aad  rcvence  their  scope, 

Mv  pr«r<cnt  joy,  your  future  hope. 
Lies  murder 'd  in  lijs  cage. 

Mattel's  no  more!  Yc  grace*,  loves. 

Ye  linnets,  nightingales,  and  duvc:>. 
Attend  th'  untimely  bier; 

Let  every  sorrow  he  expressed, 

Beat  with  your  win^>  each  mournful  breast, 
And  drop  the  natral  tear. 

In  height  of  song,  in  l>eauty*9  pride. 

By  fell  (jriujalkin's  claws  he  died — 
But  vengeance  shall  have  way  ; 

On  pains  and  tortures  1*11  refine ; 

Yet.  MaUel,  tluit  one  death  of  thme 
\\\s  nine  will  ill  re|)ay. 

For  thee,  my  l>ird,  the  .nacred  Nine, 

Vho  lov'd  tny  tuneful  notes,  shall  join 
In  thv  funereal  verse  : 

j^l^.pj. ;.•..!  ...I.  .\,A\  1....^  ^vritc 

tW  C'  .■  indite. 

And        ,._,  _     I  '•. 

Jn  rain  I  lov'd »  in  vam  1  mourn » 
Mv  bird,  who  ncvrr  to  return 

ti  fl4*d  to  happier  shades, 
Where  I^tbia  snail  for  him  prepare 
The  jilacc  most  charming  and  most  fair, 

Oratl  th'  Elysian  glades. 

'    "  • '  rove 

>r  love; 


l.lUI   1  rf> 

To  I'r  :. 

And  mWicm  iitdo'9  pain: 

shall  hear 
dl  her  care, 
•And  love  the**  with  mv  love; 
"VVhil-  '         (m\  shall  praise 

T'i-   II  tuneful  lay*, 

Acu .-  ov,.^.   ..uarove. 


Till  Proserpint  by  chance  iY 
Thy  notes,  and  make  thee  al 


§  183.     To-morrow.  Cotton. 

Percunt  ct  imputatitur. 

TO-MORHOw,  didst  thou  say?  [""OW* 

Methout^ht  I  heard  Horatio  say,  To-mor- 
Go  to — 1  will  not  hear  of  it — ^To-morrow  ! 
Tis  a  sharper,  who  stakes  his  ]>enury 
\goinst  thv  plenty — who  takes  tliy  ready  cash, 
And  pavH  thee  nought  but  wishes,  hopes,  ar»d 

promises. 

The  currency  of  idtots— injurious  banlstiipt. 
That  gulls  tne  easy  creditor! — To-morrow  ! 
It  is  a  period  no  where  to  be  found 
In  all  the  hoary  registers  of  Time, 
Unless  perchance  in  the  fool'-;  calendar. 
Wisdom  disclaims  the  word,  iu)r  li<d(ls  society 
With  those  who  own  it.    No,  my  Horatio, 
'Tis  Fancy's  child,  and  Folly  is  iisVaiher ;  [less 
Wrought  of  such  siiiffas  dreams  arc,and  as  base- 
As  the  fantastic  visions  of  the  evening. 
But  soft,  mv  friend— arrest  the  pR'Scnt  mo- 
ments ; 
For  be  assur'd  they  all  are  arrant  tell-tales ; 
And  iho'  their  fliglit  be  sile^it,  and  their  path 
Trackless,  as  the  wing'd  couriers  of  the  air. 
They  post  to  heaven,  and  there  record  thy  follv. 
Because,  tho'  staiion'd  on  the  imporianl  watch, 
Thou,  hkc  a  bleei>ing,  faithless  sentinel, 
Didst  let  them  pass  imnotic'd.  unimpro\M. 
And  know,  for  that  thou  slumb'redst  on  the 
Thou  shaltbc  luadetoanswerat  the  bar    [guard 
For  every  fugitive;  and  when  thou  thus 
Shalt  stand  impleaded  at  the  high  iribunnl 
Ofhood-wink'dJustice,uhosliall  tell  thv  audit? 
Then  stay  the  present  instant,  dear  Horatio, 
Imprint  the  mark"=  of  wisdom  on  its  wings. 
'Tis  of  more  \\orth  than  kingdoms!  far  more 
precious  ^   i 

Th.nnall  the  crimson  treasures  of  life's  fountain. 
()!  let  it  not  elude  thv  grasp;  but,  like 
Tlie  i;ood  old  patriarch  upon  record. 
Hold  the  fleet  angel  fast,  until  he  bless  ibcc. 


§184.    On  Lord  Cnbham's  Gardens.  Cottos. 

Tt  puzzles  much  the  ^.-iges'  brahis, 
■■  Where  l:den  stood  of  yore: 
Some  place  it  in  Arabia's  plains; 

Some  say,  it  is  no  more. 
But  Cobhain  can  these  talcs  confute. 

As  all  the  curious  know; 
For  he  has  pi<»v'il  beyond  di^[>utc 

That  Paradise  is  Siowe. 


§  IH.O.    ToaChildfieVeartold.     Cotton, 
n^AiRF.sT  flow'r,  all  flow'rs  excelling 

Which  in  Kdeu's  garden  grew, 
hlow'rs  of  live's  cmbower'd  dwelling 

Are,  my  fair  one,  In  pes  of  you. 
Mark,  my  Polly,  how  the  roles 

Emulate  thy  damask  cheek  ; 
How  the  bud  its  sweets  discloses; 

Buds  ihv  opening  bloom  bespeak. 

Lihcs 


Book  IV.        SENTIMIINTAL,  LYRICAL,  and  LUDICROUS. 

Lilies  arc,  by  plain  direction, 

luuhleins  oi";i  double  kind; 
LiiiLlcnis  of  tliy  <air  complexion, 

Einl)lems  of  thy  fairer  mind. 
Ijut,  dear  j;irl,  both  How'rs  and  beauty 

Blossom,  fade,  and  die  away: 
Then  puri^uc  pood  sense  and  duty, 

Lv<irgrcens  iliat  ne'er  decay. 


rS9 


§  \SG.   To  Miss  Lucy  Fijr fescue.  Lytteltox- 

/^xcE,  bv  the  Muse  alone  inspir'd, 

^^^   I  sunf^  my  am'mi^s  strains  : 

No  serious  love  my  bosonj  fir'd  ; 

Yet  every  tender  maid,  ileceiv'd. 

The  idly  mournful  tale  heliev'd. 

And  wept  my  fancied  pains. 
I3ut  Venus  uoav,  to  punish  me. 

For  havinc^  feign'd  so  well. 
Has  made  mv  heart  so  fond  of  thee. 
That  notthe'whole  Aonian  quire 
Can  accents  soft  euou<ih  inspire 

Its  real  flame  to  tell. 


Tiiere,  lingering  round  the  rosy  gate, 

riiey  view  their  fragrant  cell ; 

Unwilling  to  di.'part  that  mouth 

Where  all  the  Graces  dwell. 

Some  tuneful  accents  strike  the  sense 

With  soft  iujpcrfect  .sound  ; 

Wliile  thousand  oihrrs  die  within. 

In  their  own  honey  drown'd. 

Vet  thro'  this  cloud,  distinct  and  clear. 

Sweet  sense  directs  its  dart ; 

And,  while  it  seems  to  shun  the  ear. 

Strikes  full  upon  the  heart. 


^187.     To  Mr.  WeU*y  at  Wkkham\.     1 740. 

Lytteltox. 
T^AiR  Nature's  sweet  simplicity, 
■*•    With  elegance  retin'li, 
Wi'll  in  thv  seat,  my  friend,  I  see. 

But  belter  ia  thy  mind. 
To  both  from  courts  and  all  their  state 

Eager  I  fly,  to  i)rove 
Jovs  far  above  a  courtier's  fate. 

Tranquillity  and  love. 

§   188. 


To  the  Co 


The  Temple  of  the  Muses, 
trss  Tenijtle. 
''T^HE  Muses  and   Graces   to  Phabus  com- 
•*:         plain'd, 

*'  That  no  more  on  the  earth  a  Sappho  remain'd: 
**  That  theif  empire  of  wit  was  now  at  an  end, 
*'  And  on  beauty  alone  the  Sex  must  de])ond  : 
*'  To  the  jVIen  hehadgiv'nall  his  fancv  and  fire, 
•*  Art  of  healing  to  I  Armslroug,  as  weil  as  his 

"  lyre;' 
When  Apollo  replied,  '*  To  make  you  amends, 
»•'  la  one  Fair  you  shall  see  wit  and  virtue,  good 

friends  : 
**  The  Grecian's  high-spiril  and  sweetness  I'll 

"join 
*'  With  a  true  Roman  virtue,  to  make  it  divine: 
*•  Your  pride  and  my  boast,  thus  form'd,  would 

"  you  know, 
^*  You  must  visit  the  earthlyElysium  of Stowe." 


§    190.    To  Miss  ffUkrs,   on  her  Sirth-datj, 
Aug.  16th,  i7G7.    ff-'rittcn  in  France. 

Wilkes. 
A  GAIN  I  tune  the  vocal  lay 
"**■  On  dear  Maria's  natal  day. 
This  happy  day  I'll  not  deplore 
My  exile  from  my  native  shore. 
No  tear  of  mine  io-dny  shall  flow 
For  injur'd  England's  cruel  woe. 
For  impious  wounds  to  Frecilocn  given. 
The  first,  most  sacred  gift  of  Ueavcn  : 
The  Muse  with  joy  >hall  prune  her  wing; 
Maria's  ripen'd  graces  sing: 
And,  at  seventeen,  with  truth  shall  own 
Tiie  bud  of  beauty's  fairly  blown. 
Softness  and  sweetest  innocence 
Here  shed  their  gentle  influence  ; 
Fair  modesty  comes  in  their  train. 
To  grace  her  sister  virtue's  reign. 
Then,  to  give  spirit,  taste  an<l  ease, 
'Die  sov'reign  art,  the  art  to  please  ; 
Good-huniour'd  w  it,  and  fancy  gay. 
To-morrow  cheerful  as  to-d  ly, 
The  sua-shiuc  of  a  mind  serene. 
Where  all  is  peace  within,  are  seen. 
What  can  the  grateful  Muse  ask  more? 
The  gods  have  lavish'd  all  their  store. 
Ma;ia  shines  their  darling  care ; 
Still  keep  her,  Heaven,  from  every  snare: 
May  still  unspotted  be  her  fame. 
May  she  remain  through  life  the  same, 
11 — exce|)t  in  name  I 


13().  To  a  Lady  who  sun^r  in  too  loir  a  J'oicc. 
'hen  beauteous  Laura's  gentle  voice 
Divides  the  yielding  air, 
Fix'd  on  her  li|)s,  the  fauli'iaig  sounds 
E.xcess  of  joy  declare. 


W 


(. 


§    lyi.     To  Miss  Tfillces,   on  her  Birth- Jay, 
Jug.  iGth,  \7(SS.     Written  in  Prison. 

Wilkes. 
rjow shall  the  !Musc  in  prison  sing, 
*^  How  prune  her  drooping  ruffled  wing? 
Maria  is  the  j)otei\t  spell, 
Fa'u  in  these  walls,  all  grief  to  quell; 
To  clieer  the  heart,  rapture  inspire. 
And  wake  to  notes  of  joy  the  lyre. 
The  tribute  verse  again  to  pay 
(.)n  this  auspicious  festive  day. 
When  doomd  to  quit  the  patriot  band. 
And  exil'd  from  my  native  land, 
Maria  was  mv  sure  relief; 
Her  presence  baaisli'd  c\ery  grief. 


*   Gilbert  "West,  Esq.  the  author's  coufin.  f  Near  Croydon. 

X  Dr.  John  Armstrong,  author  of  The  Art  of  Preserving  Health,  &c.     • 
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iv.^m. :.  u 


*T  tram, 
iin. 
1  •urr, 

Thcrnsy  »bnpr,  the  licav'nly  fire 
Tluifrom  ih  ise  modest  beaming  cjta 
The  captive  heart  at  once  surprise. 
A  Father's  u  anotl.er  part; 
I  pra;  ujofthc  heart. 

And  ^  ;it  and  free, 

Atter.i, Vii  t  with  niodesty. 

And  may  kind  Heaven  a  lover  send 
Of  sense,  of  honour,  and  a  friend. 
Those  virtues  always  to  prqjlcci, 
Thoic  beauties — never  to  neglect! 


.  §  ip2.     yin  Ode  in  imitation  of  Alccpu^. 

Sir  William  Jokes. 

TXThat  con^titiites  a  state?  [mound, 

*  '     Not  hi^h-raiii'd  battlements  or  labour'd 

Thick  wall  or  moated  jraie ;  [{•i?JTv;_n'd ; 

Not    citjfts  protul,    with    spires   and   turrets 

Not  bays  and  broad-arm'd  pons, 
\Vhere,laui2,hinpai  thestorm,rich  navies  ride ; 

Not  starr'd  and  spangled  courts,         [pride. 
%^"here  low-brow'd  baseness  wafts  perfume  to 

No — MEN,  hi^h-minded  mkn. 
With    po«rer$  as  far  above  dull  brure.^  cndoed 

In  forest,  brake,  or  <lcn. 
As  beasts  excel  cold  rocks  and  brambles  rudt-: 

Men  who  their  duties  know. 
But  know   their  rights,   and,  knr-wing,  dare 
ni.untain; 

Prevent  the  long-aim'd  blow. 
And  crush  the  tyrunt  while  they  rend  .lie  chain  : 

These  constitute  a  state  y 
And  ^or'reign  Law,  that  State's  collected  will. 

O'er  thrones  and  c;lobcs  elate 
Sits  empress,  crownm^^  ):;ood,  repressing  ill : 

Smjt  bv  bcr  sacred  frown, 
The  tiend  Discretion  •  like  a  vapour  sinks, 

And  e'en  the  all-dazzling  on)wn 
Hides  hi.*  faint  ravs,  and  at  her  bidding  shrinks. 

Sm'!'  ••  -  '»-•  •-•■••'■,  i'-''i ;  '••, 

7  f  •'.  )  «.liorc  ! 

Shall  Britons  languish,  i|nu  be  men  no  more? 

Since  all  must  life  resign, 
Tho«c  sweet  rewards  which  decorate  the  brave 

Tis  folly  to  decline. 
And  steal  iof^lorious  to  the  silent  grave. 


§  19s.      The  Choice  of  a  Wife  hi  Cherse. 

Captaiv  Thompson. 
'T'Kr; RE  liv'd  in  York,  an  age  ajo, 
"*    A  man  wbo^e  nnmr  wa<  Pimlico: 
Hr  IrvM  th  ,  well, 

Tiut  which  not  tell. 

7'hcse^istci-  vi.i  v.M>.M.'   >  r.iir. 
Shew 'd  Pimlico  their  tendcrest  care  : 
For  each  was  elegantly  bred, 
/.ad  all  were  much  incUn'd  to  wed ; 

•  D'fi.retUmnry  Of  arbitrary  power. 
bc.'.utiful  Hdui. 


And  all  made  Pimlico  their  choice. 

And  prais'il  him  with  their  sweetest  voice. 

Young  Pim,  the  gallant  and  the  gay, 

Like  ass  divided  'tween  the  hay. 

At  last  resolv'd  to  gain  his  ease, 

And  choose  his  wife  by  eating  cheese. 

He  wrote  his  card,  he  seal'd  it  up. 

And  said  with  them  that  night  he'd  supj 

Desir'd  that  there  might  only  he 

Good  Cheshire  cheese,  and  but  ihcm  three; 

He  was  resolv'd  to  crown  his  life, 

And  by  that  means  to  fix  hiswifc. 

The  girls  were  pleas'd  at  his  conceit ; 

Each  dress'd  herself  divinely  neat; 

^^'ith  faces  full  of  peace  and  plenty. 

Blooming  with  roses,  imdcr  twenty. 

For  surely  Nancv,  Ifetsy,  Sally, 

Were  sweci  as  lilies  of  the  valley  : 

But  singly  surely  buxom  Bet 

Was  like  ncwhav  and  miguionct; 

But  cacii  surpass'd  a  poet's  fancv. 

For  that,  of  truth,  was  said  of  Koncy : 

And  as  for  Sal,  she  was  a  Donna, 

As  fair  as  those  of  old  Crctona,  f 

Who  to  Apelles  lent  their  faces 

To  make  up  madam  Helen's  graces. 

To  those  the  gay  divided  Piui 

Came  eleganily'smari  and  trim  : 

W  henev'ry  smiling  maiden,  ceriaiti. 

Cut  of  the  cheese  to  try  her  fortune. 

Nancy,  at  once,  not  fearing — caring 

To  shew  her  saving  ate  the  paring; 

And  Bet,  to  shew  hcrgen'rous  mind, 

Ctit,  and  then  threw  away  the  rind  ; 

While  prudent  Sarah,  sure  to  please, 

IJkea  clean  maiden,  srrap'd  the  cheese. 

This  done,  young  Pimlico  replied, 

*•  Sally  I  now  declare  my  bride  r 

*•  VVith  Nan  I  can't  my  welfare  put, 

•*  For  she  has  prov'd  a'dirly  slut : 

"  And  Bctsv,  who  has  par'd  the  rind, 

'*  Would  give  my  fortune  to  the  wind. 

"  Sallv  the  happy  mcdiuni  chose, 

•'  And  I  with  Sally  will  repose; 

*'  She's  prudent,  cleanly;  and  the  man 

"  Who  iixcs  on  a  nuptial  plan 

"  Can  never  err,  if  he  will  choose 

•*  A  wife  by  cheese — before  he  tics  the  noose. 


§194.     The  Choice .         Pompret. 

If  Heaven  the  grateful  liberty  would  give, 
'-  That  J  might  choose  my  method  how  tolive. 
And  all  those  hours  proj)itioiiK  fate  should  lend. 
In  bliss.ful  case  and  satisfaction  spend  : 

Near  some  fair  town  I'd  have  a  private  seat. 
Built,  uniform,  not  little,  nor  too  great : 
i'>ettcr,  if  on  a  rising  ground  it  strtod  ; 
On  this^idcfields,  on  ihaia  neighbouring  wood. 
It  should  wiiliin  no  other  things  contain, 
Hut  what  are  useful,  necessary,  plain: 
Meihinks  'tis  nauseous,  and  I'd  ne'er  endure 
The  needless  pvimp  of  gaudy  furniture. 

t  Apellcs,  from  five  btautifiU  virgins  of  Cretona,  drew  the 
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A  little  garden,  gratcfitl  to  theeyc. 
Where  a  cool  rivulet  ru?is  imirjmirlng  by : 
On  whose  delicious  banks  a  stately  row 
Of  shadv  lime?,  or  sycamores,  should  grow. 
At  th*  end  of  which  a  silent  study  plac'd 
Should  be  with  all  the  noblest  authors  grac'd  : 
Horace  and  Virgil,  in  whose  mighty  lines 
Immortal  wit,  and  solid  learninK  sHines; 
Sharp  Juvenal,  and  amorous  Ovid  too. 
Who  all  the  turns  of  love's  wft  passion  knew. 
He  that  with  judgment  reads  his  charming 

linesj,  [joins, 

In  which  strong    art  with    stronger  nature 
Must  grant  his  fancv  does  the  besi  excel ; 
His  thoughts  so  tender,  and  express'd  so  well  i 
With  all  those  moderns,  men  of  steady  sense, 
Esteem'd  for  learning  and  for  elonucnce. 
In  some  of  these,  as  fancy  should  advise, 
I'd  always  take  my  morning  exercise: 
For  sure  no  minutes  bring  us  more  content. 
Than  those  in  plea<«ing  useful  studies  s|xnt. 

I'd  have  a  clear  and  competent  estate, 
That  I  might  live  jj^^nteelly,  but  not  great : 
As  much  as  I  could  moderately  Bpend, 
A  little  moresomeiimes  t'  oblige  a  friend. 
Nor  should  the  sons  of  poverty  repine 
Too  much  at  fortune,  they  should  taste  of  mine. 
And  all  that  objects  of  true  pitv  were. 
Should  be  rclicv'd  with  what  my  wants  could 

spare : 
For  that  our  Maker  has  too  largely  given. 
Should  be  rcturn'd  in  gratitude  to  Heaven. 
A  frugal  plenty  should  my  table  spread  ; 
My  friends  with  no  luxurious  dishes  fed  : 
Enough  to  satisfy,  and  somcihing  more 
To  feed  the  stranger  and  the  neighbouring  poor. 
Strong  meat  indulges  vice,  and  pampering  food 
Creates  diseases,  and  inflames  the  blood. 
But  what's  sutlicient  to  make  nature  strong, 
And  the  bright  lamp  of  life  continue  long, 
I'd  freely  lake ;  and,  as  I  did  possess. 
The  bounteous  Author  of  rny  plenty  bless. 
I'd  have  a  little  vault,  but  always  stor'd 
With  the  best  wine  each  vintage  could  afford. 
Wine  whets  the  wit,  improves  its  native  force, 
And  gives  a  pleasant  ffavour  to  discourse  : 
By  making  all  our  spirits  debonair. 
Throws  off"  the  lees,  the  sediment  of  care. 
But  as  the  greatest  blessing  Heaven  lends 
May  be  debauch'd,  and  serve  ignoble  ends; 
So,  but  too  ofi,  the  grape's  refrcshingjuice 
Does  many  mischievous  eifects  produce: 
My   hotise    should    no   such   rude  disorders 

kno\v. 
As  from  high  drinking  consequently  flow ; 
Nor  would  I  use  what  was  so  kindly  given. 
To  thedishonour  of  indulgent  Heaven. 
If  any  neighbour  came,  he  should  be  free,   ^ 
Us'd  with  respect,  and  not  uneasy  be,  > 

In  my  retreat,  or  to  himself  or  me.  3 

What  freedom,  prudence,  and  right  reason 
All  men  may,  with  impunity,  receive:  [give. 
But  the  least   sv/ervmg  from  their  rule's  too 

ni  uch  ; 
For  what's  forbidden  us,  'tis  death  to  touch. 


That  life  may  be  more  comfortable  yet. 
And  all  my  joys  refin'd,  sincere,  and  great; 
I'd  choose  two  friendN,  whose  company  would 
A  grau  advance  to  my  felicity  :  [be 

Well-born,  of  humours  suited  to  my  own. 
Discreet,  and  men  as  well  as  books  have  known : 
Brave,  generous,  witty,  and  exactly  free 
From  loose  behaviour,  or  formality : 
Airy  and  prudent ;  merry,  but  notlij^ht; 
Quick  in  discerning,  and  in  judjjing  right : 
Secret  they  should  be,  faithful  to  their  trust; 
In  reasoning  cooi,  strong,  temperate,  and  just: 
Obliging,  open,  without  huiRng,  brave. 
Brisk  in  gay  talking,  and  in  sober,  grave: 
Close  in  dispute,  but  not  tenacious ;  try'd 
By  solid  reason,  and  let  that  decide  : 
Not  prone  to  lust,  revenge,  or  envious  bate  j 
Nor  busy  meddlers  with  intrigues  of  state: 
Strangers  to  slander,  and  swornfocs  to  spite; 
Not  quarrelsome,  but  stout  enough  to  fight  j 
Loyal,  and  pious,  friends  to  ('ae&ar  ;  true 
As  dying  martyrs  to  their  Maker  too. 
In  their  society  I  could  not  mhi 
A  permanent,  sincere,  substantial  bliss. 

I'd  be  cpncern'd  in  no  litigiousjar; 
Belov'd  by  all,  not  vaiidy  popular. 
VVhate'er  assistance  1  had  power  to  bring, 
T' oblige  my  country,  or  to  serve  mv  king. 
Whene'er  they  call,  I'd  readily  aflForJ 
My  tongue,  mypcn,  my  counsel,  or  my  sword. 
Law-suits  I'd  shun   wiih  as  much  studious 

care 
As  I  would  dens  where  hungry  lions  are ; 
And  rather  put  up  injuries,  than  be 
A  plague  to  him,  who'd  be  a  plague  to  me. 
I  value  quiet  at  a  price  too  great. 
To  give  for  my  revenge  so  dear  a  rate : 
For  what  do  we  bv  all  our  bustle  gain. 
But  counterfeit  delight  for  real  ])ain  I 

If  heaven  a  date  of  many  years  would  give. 
Thus  I'd  in  pleasure,  ease,  and  plenty  live. 
And  as  I  near  approach'd  the  verge  of  life. 
Some  kind  relation  (for  I'd  have  no  wife) 
Should  take  upon  him  all  my  worldly  care. 
Whilst  I  did  for  a  better  state  prepare. 
Then  I'd  not  be  with  any  trouble  vex'd. 
Nor  have  the  evening  of  my  days  perplex'd; 
But,  by  a  silent  and  a  peaceful  death. 
Without  a  sigh  resign  my  aged  breath. 
And  when  committed  to  the  dust,  I'd  have 
Few  tears,  but  friendly,  dropt  into  my  grave; 
Then  would  my  e.xit  so  propitious  be, 
All  men  would  wish  to  live  and  die  like  me. 


§  1.95.    To  rntj  Candle.    Peter  Pixdar. 

npHou  lone  companion  of  the  spectred  night, 
■*•    I  Wake  amid  thy  friendly-watchfullight. 

To  steal  a  precious  hour  from  liteless  sleep — 
Hark,  the   wild  uproar   of  the   winds!  and 

hark, 
IfeU'i  genius  roams  therep;ions  of  the  dark. 
And  swells  the  thund'ring  horrors  of  the 
dtep. 
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From  clon<J  to  cloud  ibc  pale  moou  "         i 
aics  : 

Nou-   '•'    -'  ■■••>      >    ■— •   ^     !».;>,;  i...u    M.i 

Bi:i  liv  iicara, 

1        _  .    -  i"  jiniise — 

l>or  who  would  siakm  duiiouiivioti's stream? 
Who  would  not  live  in  song?  of  distant  days? 
Thus  whrlc  I  wond'ring  pause  o'er  Ska/cs- 

pewrrs  p;igc, 
I  mark,  in  visions  of  (le!i<;ht,  the  .S>i?r, 
High  o'er  the  Mrrecks  of  man,  wlio  stand* 
snbliiTie; 
A  eo/irmft  in  the  melancho)y  \vn«te 
(Its  ci tit's  humbled,  and  its  ;:lori«'s  past). 

Majestic,  'mid  the  solitude  of  (ivir. 
Yet  now  ti»  sadrtcss  k-t  mc  vicld  thr  hoiir — 
Yes,  let  the  tears  of  purest  friendship  show'r. 

I  view,  alas  I  what  ne'er  should  die — 
A  form  ilut  wakes  my  deepest  >icli  ; 

A  form,  that  feels  o'f  death  ihe  leaden  sleep — 
Descending  to  the  re.dms  of  shade, 
I  rie%vtlie  pale-c)'d,  panting  maid, 

1  sec  iIh."  I^'ittues  o'er  their  favriic  weep. 

Ah  !  could  the  J/t/jf's  sin>ple  pray'r 

Command  the  envied  trump  ot"  faiikc, 
Obl'iPion  should  Eliza  spare  : 

A  world  should  eci>o  wiih  her  n.ime. 
Art  thou  drpartinj»  too,.my  trt  inhlinu;  friernl? 
Ah !. draws  thy  little  lustre  to  its  end  ? 

Yc$,  on  thy  fcame  Fate  loo  shall  fix  her 
seal — 
Olft  me,  jjensn-e,  watch  ihv  pale  decay  ; 
How  fast  that  frame,  so  tender,  wrarsaway  ; 

How  fa&t  thy  life  the  restless  minutes  steal! 

How  slender  nmv,  alas?  thv  tlmrad  of  fire! 
Ah  !  falFin;:;,  faHinir,  ready  to  expire  ! 

In  vain  thyatrupjcles — ciil  will  ><)0!i  be  o'er. 
At  life  thou  snatch'^:  -  ■'':  -     c  i^rr  leap: 
Now  roimd  I  «ee  t'  :<•.  i)U 

Faint, K-ss'ninK.ipi..  ...._.,  ^.unin'ri 

i»o  more ! 
Thus  shall  the  son%  of  Science  <«ink  away 

And  thus  of  beauty  fide  the  fairest  HowV — 
Ffti  whcrc'slhc  (uanf  who  to  'J'linr  shall  sav 

•*  Destructive  tyrant,  I  arrest  thy  pow'r?" 


ereep, 
ng— now 


§  )C)6.    Presented  together  ivith  a  Knife  Vy  the 

iif  r .  S  A  M  u  E  L  H I  .s  1 1  o  p,  Uca  d  Master  nj  Mcr- 

('      '  ''      '-'.»'  Sehool,    to  liiji  tf'{fc  on  her 

/  7,  which  happened  to  be  her  UirtU 

lJ~-, \i-ui  Year's  Dmj. 

A    nxiFR,  dear  girl,  ctits  love,  they  say-— 
••*   Mere  modish  lore  perhaps  it  m'ayj 
For  any  tool  of  any  kind 
Can  v'p'ratc  what  was  never  join'd. 
The  knife  that  ctifs  our  love  in  two 
Will  have  much  toucher  work  to  do  : 
Must  cut  your  softness,  worth,  and  spirit 
Down  to  tne  vulj]rir  size  of  merit ; 
To  level  yours  with  modern  taste. 
Must  cut  a  world  of  sense  to  waste; 
>\ndtrom  your  siucjie  beauty's  store, 
Clip  vvhai  would  dizcu  out  a  score. 


The  self-same  Wade  from  me  must  »ever 

'■(•nsjiilon, judgment,  sipljt  for  e>cr  j 

.\ll  mcrn'rv  of  endearnu'nts  past, 

AD  hope  of  comforts  lone;  to  last. 

All  that  makes  fourteen  yt-ars  with  y^u 

A  sunuuer — and  a  short  one  too  : 

All  thai  atleciirm  feels  and  fears, 

U  hen  hour.x,  without.  vr>u,  seem  hkt  years. — 

Till  thai  l>e  done  (and  I'd  as  soon 

Heheve  this  knife  will  clip  the  moon) 

Accept  my  present  undeicrr'd. 

And  leave  their  proverbs  to  the  herd. 

If  in  a  kiss — delicious  trf-at ! 

Your  lips  acknowledge  the  receipt  ; 

Love,  loud  of  bueh  substaiuial  fare, 

.Vnil  prouil  to  play  the  glutton  there, 

All  tliou«;hts  <•!' cutting  will  disdtlin. 

Save  only — •*  cut  and  come  again.** 


§  197.    By  the  same,  with  a  Ring, 

"  nnHKH,  Marv,  with  this  ring  I  wed," 

■*•  So  sixteen  venrs  ago  I  said— 
Behold  another  ring!  **  For  what?" 
♦•  To  wed  thee  o'er  again — why  not  ?'* 

With  the  first  ring  1  married  youth, 
Grace,  U'auty,  im>occnce,  and  truth  : 
Taste  long  admir'd,  sense  longrcvcrM  : 
Ai>d  ail  my  Molly  then  appcar'tl. 

If  ^he,  i>v  mrrit  sinrc,  disclos'd, 
Prov'il  twici*  the  woman  I  suppos'd, 
I  pU^ad  that  double  merit  now. 
To  justify  a  double  vow. 

Here  then  to-day  (with  faith  as  sure. 
With  ardour  as  intense  and  puvf. 
As  when  amidst  the  rights  divine 
I  took  tiiv  troth,  and  plighted  mine*) 
'J'o  thee,  sweet  |.',irl,  mv  see(»nd  riu}^, 
A  token  and  a  pledae  I  bvinj;; 
^Vith  this  I  wed,  till  death  us  part, 
Thy  riper  virtues  to  mv  heart ; 
These  virtues,  \vhif  h,  before  imtry*<l. 
The  wife  has  added  to  the  bride; 
Those  virtues,  whose  progressive  claim, 
Kndearinj^  wedlock's  very  naiuf, 
Mv  sonl  enjovs,  my  song  appr^^ves, 
For  consricncc  sake,  as  well  as  lovi-'s. 

For  whv? — Thev  shew  me  hour  by  hour 
Honour's  high  thought,  afleciion's  pow'r. 
Discretion's  deed,  sound  ntdgmeui's  sentence. 
And  teach  me  all  things — but  rcpeutaui-e. 


§  lijP.    The  Family  Fireside,       IJishop. 

"  T4*^*"i's  home,  however  houiely,"  wisdom 

•*■-*•  says. 

And  certain  is  the  fact,  tho'  coarse  the  phrase  : 
To  prove  it,  if  it  need  a  proof  at  all, 
Mark  what  a  train  attends  the  Muse's  call; 
And  as  she  leacN  the  ideal  group  along, 
I>:t  voor  own  feelings  realize  the  song. 

dear  then  the  stage!  no  scenery  we  recpiire. 
Save  the  snug  circle  round  the  parlour  fire; 
And  enter  marsliall'd  in  procession  fair 
il!iach  happierinUucnce  that  predominates ///rr^. 

First 
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§  lyy.     Flowers.  Uisiio?. 

rjNEQUAL  to  my  theme  with  desperate  feel 
^    I  sfni^jht  the' Muse's  bow'r  ; 


I'irsllovc,  bv  Irleivlship  tncllow'd  iruo  bliss, 
Lights  the  a}iiS  i^tow,  aiKl  sunctifics  the  kiss  ; 
When  foiidiy  welcom'd  to  th'  ace ustom'd  scat 
In    sweet   complaisance    wife    and   husband 

meet , 
Look  mutual  pleasure,  mutual  purpose  share, 
lleposc  from  lahdurs,  but  unite  in  care. 

Ambition i — docs  ambition  there  reside? 
Yes ! — when  the  boy  in  manly  mood  astride, 
Of  headstrong  prowess  innocently  vain, 
Canters,  the  jockey  of  his  father's  cane. 
While  emalation  m  the  daughter's  heart 
Bears  a  more  mild,  iho'  not  less  powerful  part: 
With    zeal    to   shine    her    fluttering  bosom 

watnw. 
And  \n  the  romp  the  future  housewife  forms. 
Or  both  perchance  to  uiraver  sport  incline. 
And  art  and  genius  in  their  pastime  join. 
IViis  the  cramp  riddle's  puzzling  knot  invents. 
That  rears  aloft  the  canl-built  tenements. 
Think  how  joyrmim  itcs  intense  tho'  meek 
The  fading  roses  on  the  graudame  check, 
When  jiroud  the  frolic  progeny  to  survey. 
She  feels  and  owns  an  intecest  in  their  play, 

each  wish  their  wavward  whims  un- 


Adopts 


fold. 


And  tells  at  evcrv  call,  the  story  ten  times  told. 

(iood-litunourcd  di;j;uity  endears  meanwhile 
Tl:o  narrative  grandsiie's  venerable  stvle. 
If  haj)lv  feats  atchiev'd  in  prime  of  youth. 
Or  pristine  anecdote,  or  liistoric  truth. 
Or  maxiui  shrewd,  or  admonitioti  bland. 
Affectionate  attention's  ear  command. 

To  such.soci-cty,  so  forin'd,  so  blest. 
Time,  Thought,  Remembrance,  all   impart  a 

7X'St, 

And  Expectation,  day  bv  day,  more  bright, 
Itound  every  prospect  throws  increasing  light. 
'J'he   simplest    comforts   act    with    strongest 

force ; 
Whatc'cr  can    give    them,    can  improve,   of 
course. 
All  this  is  coinmon-lilacc^yoviW  tcjl  me: — true! 
"What  j)ity  'lis  not  commonj'asldun  too. 
lioam  as  we  will,  plain  sense  at  last  will  find 
'Tisonly  st'ekiiig — what  we  Uj't  behind. 
If  ifidiviilual  good  engage  our  hope, 
]")()u»ostic  virtues  gives  the  largest  scope  ; 
if  plans ofp/<Z.7/c  ciiiuicnce  we  trace, 
Doin  Stic  virtues  are  its  surest  base. 
\\  ould  fereat  example  make  these  truths  more 
clear, 
he  greatest  of  examples  shall  appear. 
Ls  there  a  man  whom  general  suflVage  owns 
An  honour  to  the  majcsiy  of  thrones? 
Is  there  a  man  whoiu  ^incrid  love's  acclaim. 
Greets   with   each  iiobleit  and  each  dearest 
naqie?  [power, 

He  amidst  the  glare  of  state,   and   pomp  of 
Courts  the  soft  sympathies  of  the  fanulv  hourj 
J^Jotless  illustrious  at  his  own  fireside. 
By  private  merit's  sterliugstandard  tried. 
Than  when  the  cares  from  royal  worth  that 

soriiijr. 
Call  iorth  the  people's  father,  and  the  kln^. 


Anxious  to  see  t  ho' all  asham'd  to  racct 

Some  bland  inspiring  power; 
When  tleet  along  the  rising  gale 

The  queen  fair  Fancij  |)ast ; 
And  thro'  her  raiixbow-tiugcd  veil 

A  glance  benignant  cast ! 
Then  beck'ning  to  a  secret  glade, 

"  Oome  see,"  shecry'd,  •'  the  train, 
**  Who  own  beneath  this  mystic  shade, 

**  My  visionary  reign  1" 

Proud  to  obey  the  glad  command, 

I  took  with  awe  my  stand : 

Meanwhile,  in  mat'iy  a  varying  vest 
Of  rich  expression  aptlv  dress'd. 
Ideal  myriads  seem'd  to  rove 
Promiscuous  thro'  the  eultur'd  grove: 
And  each,  as  inbred  impulse  led, 
Fron\  every  How'r-embroidcr'd  bed 
Some  certain  plant,  whose  blosstmis  rose 
Significantly  pleasing,  chose. 
With  frank,  firm  look,  and  light  tho'  sieadjr 
tr -ad  [Rose ; 

Came  Courage  first,  and  cropta  dcw-charg'd 
For  in  the  tender  rose  might  best  be  read 

His  very  essence — bloom  that  gently  glows 
Impell'd  by  gentle  breath — prone  to  disj^ense 

To  all,  sweetness,  yet  alert  to  shew. 
If  nsh  invasion  ruder  deeds  commence. 

That  warm  resentment  points  a  thorn  IkIow. 


Retiring  from  the  public  eye 

The  maiden  meek  Ihmiility 

Was  seen  to  turn  with  mildest  grace 

To  hcav'n  her  thoughts,  to  earth  her  face; 

And  all  unconscious  what  fair  fame 

Merit  like  hers  might  well  assume, 
Prefer'd  to  every  justcr claim 

Ti»e  lowly  Daisy's  simple  bloom. 

Some  bauble  each  moment  arranging. 
Admiring,  exploding,  or  changing  V^Y* 

The  cocpiettc   Affectation  j^kimm'd  wantoidy 
On  her  breast  a'Narcissus  she  bore. 

As  if  with  Narcissus  of  yore. 
Heedless  of  the  scorner's  joke. 
Smiling  at  the  rnllian's  stroke. 
Persevering  Patieyce  stood. 
Conquering  evil  still  with  good ; 
Binding  for  her  brow  the  while 
Artless  wreaths  of  Camomile, 
Hardy  plant  whose  vig'rous  shoot 
Sjirings  beneath  the  tramplcr's  foot. 


Pure  constant  Lovi 


hallowM  fires 


Time  still  exalts,  and  truth  inspires, 
In  spite  of  absence,  grief,  or  pain) 
Approv'd  the  faithful  Marigold, 
W  hose  leaves  their  saffron  blaze  unfold. 
When  first  the  sun  asserts  his  rei^n. 
Hail  his  glad  progress  thro*  the  day. 
Close,  gradual  Aviili  his  ])arting  ray. 
Nor  opCTi,  till  he  sir.uG.^  iijuJi:. 
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Superstition  etme  telling  htr  steps  and  her 

beads,  [green  } 

Like  Jack-in*a-6ush  hung  all  over  with 

Agnus  Castas   by  wholesale  she  cull'd    from 

the  meadi,  [iwecn  : 

And  stuck  wiih  due  care  Holy  Thistle  be 

A  duplet  of  Monkshood  she  pluck'd  for  her 

head, 
Aod  Ro&cinary  sprigs  for  the  graves  of  the  dead. 

Tiptoe  o'er  the  level  plain, 

Ardent  Hf>peall  panting  flew  ; 
Prompt  her  eager  eye  lo  sirain 

Far  beyond  the  present  view; 
Quick  from  hint  to  hint  to  «trav. 

She  the  Primrose  held  most  dear  ; 
First-born  of  returning  May, 

Promise  of  the  future  year. 

ilNnatnre  to  a  corner  stole. 

And  taught  her  bloodshot  eyes  to  roll;^ 

As  if  she  long'd  to  blight 
Each  flower  of  happier  Rccntand  hue, 
For  none  she  chose  of  all  that  grew 

Save  pois'nous  Aconite. 

Hand  in  hand,  for  they  never  asunder  arc  seen. 

All  cheerful  their  features,  all  casv  their  mien, 

Contentment  and  Innocence  iript  it  along; 

By  the  soft  virgin  Snow-drop  was  Innocence 

known:  [own; 

Contentment  took  Heart-ease,  arul  cali'd  it  her 

Nor  envied  llic  great,  nor  the  ^iv  in  the 

throng. 

The  throng!   just  hint  to  wild  conceit  like 

mine; 
Why.  what  a  wreathe  had  I  begun  to  twine! 
]ndul;;cntas  she  was,  niethinks'I  hear 
Kv'n  Fancy's  self  now  whispers  in  my  ear, 
oit  ere  *iis  tedious,  quit  the  flowin;?  road, 
or  what  was  meant  a  noscp;i\,  make  a 
load." 
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§  fiOO.    To  a   Youfi^  Lady,  with  a   Copy  of 

Moort's  h'allrs.  B i   nop. 

nooKa,  my  dear  girl,  when  veil  designd, 
^^  Arc  moriil  maps  of  human  kind  ; 
Where,  sketch'd  btfr>re  judicious  eyes. 
The  toad  to  wor^h  and  wisdom  lies. 
Strf  nr  I'liiiosopln  pourlrays 
Tnr  sttTp.  ti.e  roM^rli,  the  thorny  wav!» : 
(  rn':.  uf.n.K  ;,n''  ••   '  i^    •' r  learned  tribe, 
A  fl;uk  arui  rl-.r  ^'.escribe: 

O'er  level  |aw^^.,  and  verdant  mends  ; 
And  if,  prrrli.inre,  in  Sportful  vein. 
Thro'  Fal  he  guides  her  trai». 

All  IS  at  f  'd  ground, 

All  Fancy  >  ;4a-rii.n  <4iiiirr»  rouud. 
I,  Sallv  !  (who  shall  lonc^  to  see. 
In  vou,  how  good  your  sex  can  be,) 
Before  you  range  with  curious  speed, 
V  hcjeVr  that  g:irden*s  beauties  lead  ; 


And  mark  how  Moore  could  once  display, 
A  scene  so  varied,  and  so  gay  I 
Beg  you,  tor  introduction's  sake, 
A  short  excursive  trip  lo  take, 
O  cr  one  poor  plat,  uitiike  the  rest, 
VV^hich  my  more  humble  care  haih  drest  j 
VVhereif  a  little  flowret  blows, 
From  pure  affection's  root  it  grows. 

A  virgin  rose,  in  all  the  pride 
Of  spring's  luxuriant  blushes  dy'd. 
Above  the  vulgar  flow  'rs  was  rais'd. 
And  wich  excess  of  lustre  blaz'd. 
In  full  career  of  heedless  nluy. 
Chance  brought  a  Butterfly  that  nay  j 
She  stopp'd  at  once  her  giddy  flight. 
Proud  on  so  sweet  a  spot  to  lii^iit ; 
Spread  wide  her  pluui.igc  to  the  sun. 
And  thustn  fancy-sirain  begun  : 
*'  Why  but  to  soften  my  repose, 
'*  Could  nature  rear  so  bright  a  rose  ? 
*'  Why  but  on  roses  to  recline, 
**  Make  forms  so  delicate  as  mine? 
•*  Imic  destin'd  l)y  the  same  decree, 
"  Me  for  the  rose — the  rose  for  me !" 

A  tiny  Bug,  who  close  between 
Th'  nnlolding  bloom  had  lurk'd  unseen. 
Heard,  and  in  angry  tone  addresj'd 
This  rude  invader  ollus  rest: 
'*  For  thee,  consummate  fool,  the  rose! 
"  No — 10  a  nobler  end  it  blows  : — 
"  The  velvet  o'er  its  foliage  spread, 
'•  Secures  t(»  me  a  downy  bed  : 
•*  So  thick  its  crowding  leaves  ascend 
**  To  hide,  to  warm  me,  and  defend. 
**  For  me  those  odours  they  exhale, 
'•  Which  scent  at  second-hand  the  gale  j 
*'  And  give  such  thui'^is  as  thee  to  share 
•*  W  iiui  my  superior  claim  can  spare  l" 

While  thus  the  (juarrel  they  pursu'd, 
A  Bee  the  piity  tritiers  view'd; 
For  once  rclnciant  ruis'd  her  head 
.'V  moment  from  her  toil,  and  said  j 
•*  Cease,  ahjen  an'mals,  to  coute&i ! 
**  'I'licy  claim  things  most  who  use  ihem  b«st 
••  Would  nature  finish  works  like  these, 
**  That  butterflies  might  bask  at  ease? 
"  Or  bugs  intrcnoird  in  splendor  he, 
"  B(»rn  but  to  crawl,  and  dose,  and  die? 
"  'J  he  rose  you  vainly  ramble  o'er, 
•*  lireathes  balmy  dews  from  cv'rv  perc; 
••  VV'hirh  \ield  itieir  ircasur'd  sweets  alone 
'•  To  s'Kill  and  labour  like  mv  own; 
••  VViih  sense  as  keen  as  )ou'rs,  I  trace 
"  Th'  expanding  blossom's  glossy  grace  j 
•*  its  shape,  iis  fragrance,  and  its  hue, 
"  But  while  1  trace,   improve  them  too  : 
••  Still  taste  ;  but  still  from  hour  u>  hour, 
••  Bear  home  new  honey  from  the  flow'r." 

Conceit  may  read  for  mere  pretence. 
For  mere  amusement,  indolence; 
True  spirit  deems  no  study  right. 
Till  protit— dignify  delight, 

§201. 
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§201.    The  Library. 


Bishop. 


TTail  !  Contemplation  I  grave  majestic  tlame, 
■■^  In    thee    glad  Science  greets  a   parent's 

name:  [strain 

Thine  is  each  art  of  speech,  each  rapt'rous 
The  Graces  lead,  the  Virtues  fill  thy  train ! 
From  yll  oievil,  life  or  dreads  or  knows. 
Its  real  triHes,  and  its  fancied  n-oes, 
O  lead  thy  votary!  j)enbive,  vet  serene, 
To  some  lone   seat,    thy   favorite,    hallow'd 

scene,  [ploy, 

Where  his  calm  breast  may  every  pow'r  em- 
Feel  Stflf-horn  peace  and  indejjendant  joy. 
And  see !  tile  Library  my  steps  invites  ; 
Fraught  with  true  profit  and  with  pure  de- 
lights : 
Calls  to  a  feast,  which  elegance  and  love. 
The  man  must  relish,  and  the  heart  approve. 
How  awiul  is   the  spot!— each  honour'd 

name, 
F.ach  theme  of  modern  praise,  and  early  fame  ; 
liards,    statesmen,    sages,  iov'd,   rever'd,   ad- 

mir'd,  [fir'd. 

Whom  sense  enlightened,   and  whom  glory 
Rise  to  mv  view,  still  sweet,  still  great,  still 

bold. 
Alive  in  pow'r,  and  active,  as  of  old. 
Ves !  wasteful  time !    here,  here,  thy  rage  is 

vain  i 
Awov!  fond  boaster!  Genius  scorns  thy  reign. 
Tiic  poet  here,    whom  gen'rous   transport 

raised, 
Survives  coeval  with  the  worth  he  prais'd. 
If  deeds  exalted  gave  his  breast  to  glow. 
Or  pity  bade  him  sympathise  with  woe ; 
if  sweetly  soft  he  chose  the  lover's  part, 
(Jr  truth  to  satire  urg'd  his  honest  heart ; 
His  verse  still  lives,  his  sentiment  still  warms. 
His  Ivre  still  warbles,  and  his  wit  still  charms. 

Here  by  the  past  to  form  the  rising  age. 
The  grave  historian  spreads  his  ample  page  ; 
Vv'hose  faithful  cave  preserves  the  hero's  fame,  i 
Or  damns  to  infiimy  the  traitor's  name  ; 
Whose  records  bid  fair  virtue  ever  live. 
And  share  immortal  in  the  life  they  give. 
Here  the   firm  patriot,  on  whose  winning 

tongue 
The  snow-soft  dows  of  mild  persuasion  hung, 
Who  knew  to  lead  in  spirit,  and  control 
The  dtictile  passions,  and  usurp  the  soul ; 
Still  pleads,  still  rules ;  now  lively,  now  severe. 
Exalts  the  purpose,   or  commands  the  tear. 

Here  the  firm  friends  of  science,  and  of  man. 
Who  taught  new  arts,  or  open'd  nature's  plan; 
Who  each  improv'd,  or  drew  from  both  com- 

bin'd, 
Health  to  the  body,  vigour  to  the  mind  ; 
Who  bade  mankind  to  nobler  aims  arise. 
More  good,  more  just,  more  happy,  or  more 

wise  ; 
Shine,  deathless,  as  the  bliss  their  toil  pro- 

cur'd, 
W'bUe  mem'ry  pays  th«  debt — desert  enst^r'd. 


In  such  Iov'd  spot  (if  fortune  deign'd   t« 
smile), 
Calm  let  mc  live,  and  cv'ry  care  beguile  ; 
Hold  converse  with  the  great  of  ev'ry  time. 
The  learn'd  of  ev'ry  class — the  good  of  ev'ry 

clime. 
There  better  still,  as  wiser  grow;  and  there 
(Tis  just  ambition,  tho'  'tis  hopeless  pray'r) 
Still  found,  like  them,  on  real  worth  my  claim. 
And  catch  their  merit  to  partake  their  ikine. 


§  202.     TFalcr, 


BiSHO?. 


Tf  right  apiVo»  tfJtif  Pindar  sings, 
■■  That  simple  Water  is  the  best  of  thing-*. 
Would  Water-poets  were  the  best  of  bards! 
But,  Oh  !  that  chance  is  rot  upon  the  cards! 
Vain  were  th'  attem]jt  such  logic  to  apply; 
My  verse  would  give  my  arguments  the  lie.— 
Yet  what  1  can  I  will : — not  he  whose  lyre. 
Leads  on  th' Aonian  mount  the  sister  choir, 
(Tho'  all  the  inspiring  potions  he  explore. 
From  Water  up  to  Nectar)  can  do  more. 
From  earth's  deep  womb — fqr  earth  their  store 

supplies — 
Thro'  countless  pores  the  moist  effluvia  rise. 
Distinct  below,  where  oozing  strata  shed 
Drop  afljcr  drop  ;  till  from  their  humid  bed 
Th'  emergent  vapours  steam  ;  and  as  they  go. 
Condense,  incorjiorate,  extend,  and  (low. 
— ^Thanks,  kind  Philosophy!  whose  lore  pro- 
found 
Thus  helps  me  b-ino;  mv  Water  above  groumil 
Henceforth  to  trace  it,  little  will  suHice, 
Obvious  to  common  sense,  and  common  eyes. 

If  in  the  mental  calm  of  joy  serene, 
I  seek,   thro'  fancy's  aid,  the  Sylvan  scene. 
There  Water  meeis  me,  by  the  pebbled  side 
Of  sedgy-fringed  brooks,  expanding  wide 
In  dimpled  eddies — or  vritb  murmurs  shrill,^ 
Jiunning  sweet  unisons,  where  responsive  still 
In  cadence  meet,  im()cnding  aspens  liail 
Heav'n's  mildest  breath,  soft  quiv'ring  to  the 
gale. 
Too  charming  visions  of  intense  delight ! 
Why?  whither  vanish  ye?  Her  eagle  flight 
Fancv  renews  ;  and  full  athwart  mine  eye 
Throws  an  enormous  cataract : — from  on  high. 
In  awful  stillness  deep'ning  Waters  glide. 
E'en  to  the  rude  rock':;  ridj^e  abrupt,  then  slide 
Poud'rous  down,  down,  the  void  j  and  pitch 
below  [know 

In  thunders. — Dash'd   to  foam,  awhile  they 
No  certain  current ;  till  again  combin'd, 
In  boiling  tides  along  the  waves  they  wind. 
Oh  !  bear  me  hence,  where  Water's  force  dis- 
plays 
More  useful  energy  ;  where  classic  praise 
Adorns  the  names  of  chiefs  long  dead,  who 
brought  [taught 

Thro'  channel'd  rocks  concent'ring  streams,and 
One  aqueduct  divided  lands  to  lave, 
And  hostile  realms  to  drink  Qne  common  wave. 

But 
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But  soft-i-tnetl  jinks  somehorri<l  -nunds  1  hear! 
Wliat  throbbing  passiort  speaks? — Tis  fear, 

'lis  fear. 
Wnter  where  yonder  sfwut  lolu'av'p  ascends, 
Hklis  III  trmintdmis  triumphs;  Ocean  bends; 
i\nd  ruin  raising  high  her  baltful  head, 
liruods  oVr  the  waste,  the  buisting  ina8»  will 

spread. 
Eno»iy:h  of  waiVv  wonders  : — lU-tlismny'd, 
KVu  F.incy  starts  at  ftmns  heri^cii  hath  made. 
Ia'I  ibfiii  whom  ti'rror  can  inspirv,  |)<irsuo 
Tlicmes  loo  tcrrirtc  :    I  with  humble  view, 
Rctin*  uner|u:il,nor  will  e'er  auaiti 
T<i  Water's  f^reater  works  devoit-  my  strain  ; 
Content  to  j»nii<;e  it,  when  with  p  uile  sway. 
Profuse  of  rich  increase,  it  winds  its  wav 
Thro'  Uu-  parch'd  glebe  j  or  fills  with  influence 

bland 
ITtc'cup  of  tcmpenncc,  in  ihcpcasimrs  hand. 


§  203.  On  In*tntvicnts  ofMtisic.     Bishop. 

"llTHEitR'hralihand  high  fpirits  awaken  the 
'^      morn. 

And  «liih  through  the  dews  that  impearl  the 
To  shouts  and  to  cries  [rou^li  tiiorn, 
$lirill  I'xho  replies,  [shout 

While  the  hotn  prompts  the  shout,  and  the 
Greets  the  horn. 

I.nnd  across  the  upland  jrrotnid, 
Sweetly  mellowing  down  the  \;»lt', 

The  changeful  bells  ring  jocund  round 
Where  joy  bestrides  the  gale  3 

Herald  eager  to  proclaim 

The  lover's  bliss,  or  hero's  fame. 

Shall  the  fiddle's  sprightly  strain 
In  picisure's  realms  our  ieet  j'eUiin, 
Where  youth  and  beauty,  in  iIk  (l.iure, 
Borrow'ncw  charms  from  clcgaticc? 

Or  shall  we  stray. 

Where  stately  ^hro'  the  pnblir  wav,  . 
Amidst  the  trumpet's  clangors,  and  (h'acclaini 

Of  civic  zeal,  in  long  procession  nmvc 
^*oblc4  and  chiefs  of  venerable  fune  ; 

Or  haplv  sovereign  majesty  dispLiys 

To  public  view  the  lustre  of  its  rovs, 
And  prt)ves  at  once,  mid  wins,  a  nil  ion's  love? 

Ibrk  1  how  the  solemn  occnn  rails 

Atteniion*s  soIkt  cars  lo  hallow'd  wnlls. 
Where  meek,  ycl  warm,  l)ene;ifh  the  temple's 

IXtotion  seeks,  with  stcdfast  eyes,    [shade, 
Tlte  G«h1  wh()^c  doricH  every  gloom  pervade. 

To  whom  for  ev.;r  prayer  is  made. 
And  daily  praises  rise. 

What  notes,  in  swiftcU  cadence  running. 

Thro'  many  a  nt.i/c  of  \aried  measure. 
Mingled  by  the  master's  cunning, 

Give  lir  alnrm  lo  festive  pleasure? 
Cambria, 'twas  thy  harps  of  old 

1*     '        "      I  heart**  recess  cxploi 'dp 
Ai!  Its  ofchicfiains  l>old, 

'iw„....x.  ..iv-  hoipiubk  board. 


Mark  how  the  soldier's  eve  [high. 

Looks   proud   defiance!  How  his  heart  beats 
Willi  glorious  expectation!  What  in6[)irca— 

What  fans  his  martial  fires? 

What  but  the  j»ower  of  sound? 
The  clam'rous  drumi>  his  a^ixious  ardour  raise, 

His  blood  flows  (luicker  round; 
At  once  he  hears,  he  feel.s,  enjoys,  obeys. 

^^'here  galh'ringslorniJ  incessant  lour, 
.■\nd  niggard  nature  chills  th'  abortive  grain, 

I'rom  her  bleak  heights  sec  Scotland  pour 
Blithe  luds  and  lai^sics  trim;  an  hardy  train, 

Dow  n  the  cra^,  and  o'er  the  tea. 

Following  still,  with  hearty  glee. 

The  bag-pipes'  mellow  minsirclsy. 
Where  cloudless  suns,  with  glowing  dies. 
Tinge  Italy's  serener  skies. 
Soft  the  winding  lawns  aUmg 

The  lover's  lute  complains; 
While  ling'ring  l*xho  learns  the  song. 
Gives  it  the  woods  ;  and,  loth  to  lo^e 
One  accent  of  th'  impasiimid  muse. 

Bids  wo(m1s  return  it  tu  the  plains. 
Time  was  when,  strctch'd  beneath  the bcechcn 
shade, 

The  simple  shephenl  warbled  his  sweet  lav, 
Lur'd  to  his  rustic  reed,  the  gentle  maid   [dav. 

Wclcom'd  the  morn,  and  carollVl  down  the 
Whv  do  our  swains  depart  from  ancient  lore? 
Wliv  sounds  no  pastoral  reed  on  Britain's  shore? 
— The  imiocencc  whicii  lun'd  it  is  no  morel 


§  204.     The  Art  o/Danntig.  Imcriled  to  the 
lit.  lion,  (he  Lcdy  I'auny  rieldiug. 

Tv  the  smooth  dance  to  move  with  graceful 
^     mien, 

I'.asy  with  care,  and  sprightly,  tlio*  serene, 
Vo  mark  th'  in>tructions  echoing  strains  con- 
vey, 
;\nd  w'ith  just  steps  each  tuneful  note  obey, 
I  teach  ;   be  present,  all  ye  sacred  choir. 
Blow  the  soft  lute,  and  strike  thcsouudinglvri . 
When  Fielding  bids,  your  kind  assistance  nruJg» 
And  at  her  feet  the  lowly  tribute  lling; 
Oh.  may  her  eyes  (lo  lur  this  verse  is  due) 
What  first  themselves  insjiir'd  vouchsafe  lo 

view. 
Hail,  loftiest  art !  thou  canst  all  hearts  ensnare. 
And  make  the  fairest  still  appear  more  fair  ; 
Beauty  can  little  cxectition  d«>,. 
Unless  she  borrows  half  her  charms  from  yon  ' 
Few,  like  Pygmalion,  <loat  on  lifeless  charms. 
Or  care  to  clasp  a  statue  in  their  arms ; 
But  breasts  of  flint  must  melt  withfiercedesire. 
When  art  and  motion  wake  the  sleeping  lire. 
A  A'enus  drawn  In  great  Apelles' liaixl. 
May  fora  while  our  woml'ringevcs command; 
Butslill,  tho'  form'd  with  all  th'  po\vcr»ofart. 
The  lifele?s  piece  can  never  warm  the  heart : 
So  fair  a  nvmph,  perhaps,  may  please  the  ev» , 
Whilst  all  her  beauteous  limbs  nnaeti\e  lie  ; 
But  when  her  charms  arc*  in  the  dance disphn'd, 
Theiuevery  heart  adores  the  lovtdv  muid  ;  • 
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This  sets  her  beauty  in  the  fairest  light. 

Ami  ilicwstMfh  ;^ace  in  lull  pcrtV'cti(»n bright  j 
Tlicti,  us  she  turns  around,  Iromrvcry  i»art. 
Like  porcupines,  she  sends  a  piercinji^  dart: 
In  vain,  alas!  the  fond  spectator  iries 
To  shun  ihe  pleasiu«j;  danpers  of  the  eyes. 
For,  Parlhiun-Ukc,  slie  wounds  as  sure  behind 
With  flowing  curls,  on  ivory  nee'.:  reclift'd. 
Whether  her  steps  the  minuet's  niazes  trace. 
Or  the  slow  Louvre's  more  majestic  pace  j 
Whcrhcr  the  rij^adoon  employs  her  care. 
Or  sprightly  jigg  displays  the  nimble  fairj 
At  ev'ry  step  new  beauties  we  explore. 
And  worship  now  what  we  admir'd  before. 
So  when  iEueas,  in  the  Tyrian. grove, 
Fair  Venus  met,  the  charming  tjueen  of  love, 
The  beauteous  goddess,   whilst  uumov'd  she 

stood,  [wood ; 

Scem'd  some  fair  nymph,  the  guardian  of  the 
But   when  she  aiov'd,   at  once  her  heavenly 

mien,  ^      queen ; 

And  graceful  step,  confessed  bright  Beauty's 
Kew  glories  oer  her  form  axch  moment  rise, 
And  all  the  goddess  opens  to  his  eyes,     [way ; 
Now  luisie,  niv  mu^e,    pursue  thy  desiin'd 
What  dresses  bes't  become  the  dancer  jayj 
The  rules  of  dress  forget  not  to  impart, 
A  lesson  precious  to  the  (lancing  art. 

Tlie  soldier's  scarlet,  glowing  from  afur. 
Shews  that  his  bloody  occupation's  war; 
Whilst  the  lawn  band,  Ix^ueath  thetloublechin, 
As  plainly  speaks  divinity  within;       [snows, 
The  milk-ma:d  safe  through  driving  rams  mnd 
Wrapp'd  in  her  cloak,  acjd  propp'd  on  paticns 

goes  ; 
Whilst  the  soft  belle,  injmur'd  in  velvet  chair, 
Needs  but  the  silken  shoe,  and  trusts  her  bosom 

bare.  [warm. 

The  vvoolley  drab,  and  F.n2;lish  br<vi»d-eloth 

Guard    well   the  horseman    from  tiie  beating 
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storm ; 
But  load  the  dancer  with  too  great  a  weight, 
And  call  from  every  pore  the  dewy  sweat. 
Ilather  let  him  his  active  limbs  display 
In  camblctthin,  or  glossy  paduasoy. 
Let  no  unwieldy  \n'idt  his  shoidders  press. 
But  airy,  light,  nud  easy  be  his  dress; 
Tliin  be  his  yielding  sole,  and  low  his  heel. 
So  shall  he  nimbly  bo  v.  s  id,  and  safely  wheel. 

Hut  let  not  precepts  known  my  verse  jirolong 
i'recepts  which  use  will  better  teach  than  song 


And  no%v,yc  youthful  fair,  1  sing  to  you. 
With  pleaiiing  sfniles  my  useful  labors  view: 
For  you   the  silk-worms  faie-wrougtil  wcWs 

(iisplay. 
And  lab'riiig  spirt  their  little  lives  away  ; 
bor  \  (>a  bright  gems  with  radiantcolour>  glow, 
Fair'as  the  dies  that  paint  the  heavenly  bi>w  ; 
Fur  vou  the  ^iu  tvi'iszns  its  pearly  store. 
And  earth  unlocks  her  mines  of  ina'^urd  orr^ 
In  vain  vet  nature  tlius  tier  gilts  U'stows, 
Unless  yourselves  with  art  those  gifts  dispose: 
Vet  tliink  not,  nvujphs,  tlwit  in  thegUii'riof; 

hall. 
One  form  tjf  dres-,  prescrib'd  can  suit  with  all; 
One  brightest  shines   when    wcaltli   and   art 

coiBbiuc 
To  make  the  finish'd  piece  completely  fine; 
When  K-.ist  adorn'd,  another  steals  out  lie;iris. 
And  rich  in  nativetK-auties,  wants  not  arts. 
In  some  are  such  resistless  graces  touiwl, 
Tlwt  in  all  dresses  they  are  sure  to  wound; 
Their  perfect  forms  all  foreign  aids  despise. 
And  gems  but  borrow  lustre  from  theirew*. 
Let  the  fair  nvmph,  in  whose  plump  cheek  is 

seen 
A  constant  blush,  l)c  clad  in  chetTful  green; 
In  such  a  dress  the  spor.ivc  .seu-nymnlis  go. 
So  in  their  gr.v^sv  beds  fresh  roses  Mow: 
The  lass  whose  skin  is  like  the  ha/.el  t)rown, 
\\'itli brighter vellowshotJid  o'ercomelierown; 
While   maids  grown   pule   with   sickness   or 

despair. 
The  sable's  mournful  dye  should  ch use  to  wear: 
S«)  the  pale  mnoa  still  shines  with  purest  hght, 
Cloth'd  in  thedusky  mantle  of  the  night. 
But   far  from  you  be  all  those  treach'rou* 

arts,  [hearts; 

That  wound   with    painted    charms    unwary 
DancitfgSra  touchstone  that  true  beautv  tries, 
Norsurters  charms  that  nature'-s  hand  denies: 
'1  ho'  iur  a  wliilev.e  riiay  with  wonder  view 
The  rosy  blush  and  skin  of  lovely  hue,  [glow. 
Yet  soon  the  dance  will  cause  the  cheeks  to 
And  ntelt  the  waxen  lips  and  neck  of  snow. 
So  shme  the  fieUh  in  icy  fetters  bound, 
Whil-t  frozen  gems  bespangle  all  the  ground; 
Thro'  the  clear  crystal  of  the  ghti'ring  snow. 
With    scarlet    dye    the   blushing   hawthorns 

glow. 
O'er  all  the  plains  unnumher'd  glories  rise. 
And  a  new  bright  creation  charms  our  eyes. 


ln)r  why  should  I  the  gallant  spark  command,  jTill  Zepiivr  brealltes,  then  all  ai  once  decay,. 

'    "       '"   The  splendid  sc;;nes,  their  glories  fadeaway; 


With  clean  white  gloves  to  ht  his  ready  hand? 
Or  in  his  fob  enlivening  spirits  wear, 
And  pungent  salts  to  raise  the  fainting  fair? 
Or  hint  the  sword  that  dangles  at  his  side, 
Should  from  its  silken  bandage  be  unly'd? 

Why  should  my  lays  ilic  vouthful  tribe  advise 
I-est  SHOwv  clouds  from  out  tlieir  wigs  arise  i 
So  shall  their  partners  mourn  their  lac(;s  «i>oj.r-tl; 
And  shining  silks  with  greasy  powder  soil'd. 
Nor  need  1,  snre,  bid  prudent  youths  beware, 
Lest wiUi erected  tongues  their  buckles  stare: 
The  pointed  steel  shall  oft  their  stocking  rend. 
And  oft  the  appcoacijipg  petticoat  offend. 


The  fields  resign  the  beauties  not  their  own. 
And  all  their  snowy  charms  run  tricklingdown. 

Dare  1  in  such  monientous  j)oints  advise, 
I  shoidd  coiwienm  the  hoop's  enormous  size 
Of  ills  I  speak  by  long  experience  found 
Oft  Itave  I  trod  th'  unmeasurable  round 
And  nionrn'd  inv  shins  bruisM  biack 

tnaijv  a  wound. 
Nor  should  the  tighten'dstavs.too  strailly  laofd 
In  whaiebvjae  btnidatie,  gall  tlie  •>lend-.r  waist  » 
liould  the  da'ncini  fair,-** 


and  :  ■% 
iund,  / 
k  with  I  -^ 
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Nor  wavirc*  !ap|;et 
Nor  rufilvs  ed>;ed 


ith  dan5!i:)g  fricgt^a  **vMr- 
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Nm  •        .  -ic 

When  onct  ih'  c«ur.al«.ti  tordun  ki.ot  h  ly'd 
$."»  the  unhappy  pair,  by  iMrmen's  pow'r 
Together joinij.  in  some  ill-fated  hour, 
The  more  thcv  strive  their  I'rculom  to  rcfftin 
The  faster  binds  th'  in'iissoliible  chain. 

Let  each  Tair  maid,  who  fears  to  be  di*grac'd, 
Ever  be  sur«  to  tie  her  garter  fusi, 
lirt*.  the  loose  »trlng,  amidst  the  puhllc  bull, 
Ji  wiiib'd  for  prize  to  some  proud  fop  should 

f;iU, 
Who  the  rich  treasiuc  shall  triumphant  shew. 
And  with  w;irm  blushes  cau$c  her   check  to 

plow. 
But  yet  (as  Fortune  by  the  sdt-same  way 
She  humbles  many,  some  delii;ht^  to  raise) 
It  happen'd  once,'  a  fair  illusirioos  dame, 
By  sucn  neglect  acquir'd immortal  fame: 
And  thence  the  radiant  star  and  ftarter-blue, 
Britannia's  nobler  grace,  if  fame  savs  true; 
Hence  still,  Plania^enet,  thy  bcautifs  bloom, 
Tho'    long  since    mouldw*d    in    the    du*ky 

tomb; 
Still  thy  lost  parter  i»  thy  soverci;in*5  care. 
And  what  each  royal  breast  is  prDud  to  wear. 

Btit  let  me  now  my  lovely  charfi;f^  remind. 
Lest  they  forgetful  leave  their  faii> behind: 
I^y  not,  ye  fair,  the  pretty  toy  aside, 
A  tovai  oncedisplayM  for  use  and  pride; 
A  wond'rous  cn<;ine,  thatby  mogic  charms, 
C'oolf  vour   own    brca«ts,  and  every  other's 

warnis. 
What  daring  harvd  shall  e'er  attempt  to  tell 
The  powers  that  in  this  little  weapon  dwell? 
What  verse  can  e'er  explain  its  various  parts, 
lt«  nunvrous  uses,  motions,  ch.Tnus,  and  arts? 
Its  painird  folds,  that  ofi  extended  wide, 
Th"  /"      '  '  '\'f  one's  hlubher'd  beauties  hide, 
W  \  rrowfi  her  sad  bosom  (ill, 

K .">-<('■•■'■■  '^  ^mkmd,  or  Shoci<  i-  ill  : 
I^s  Kiick^.  on  which  her  eyes  deji-ctrd  jioro. 
And  pointing  hnner.s  number  o(  r  .mdo'er. 
When  the  kind  virgin  burns  with  secret  shame. 
Dies  to  rou«»*»nt,  vet  fears  to  own  lierUamc; 
Jts  s.  r.phant,  its  vicLorio'is  clap, 

lis  ,  .,  and  its  wanton  tap.        f'*'"!?* 

l-"«.ri)« :ir,  luv  muse,  th'  cxtiri--ive  theme  to 
Xor  trust  in  such  .» Higltt  thy  icnd»r  wing ; 
Rather  do  you  in  humble  linc:^   proclaim. 
From  whence  this  engine  took  its  form  and 

name; 
Say  from  what  cause  it  first  deriv'd  its  birth, 
iiow  form'U  ill  hcav'n,  huw  ihencc  dcduc'd 

to  caril*. 
Oneeiu  Arcadia,  tliatfam'd  seat  of  love, 

Th'"    '••  •' -•■'•   <* -1-  Mf  all  thegrove, 

A  i  «  verv  grace, 

An  r  .  -^  'ing  face; 

Fanny  the  d,tmsei'»  name,  as  chaste  as  fair, 
Kach  virgin's  envy,  and  each  swain's  despair. 
Tocharn  her  ear  the  rivnl  .shepherds  sing. 
Blow  the  soft  lluie,  and  wake  the  trembling 

•ttuig  i 
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g  flocks  to    -^ 

[grove,     I 

ihro'  every     > 

)s'din  knots  I 


For  her  they  leave  the  wand'ring  flocks  to 

rove. 
Whilst  Fanny's  name  resounds  t! 
And  spreads  on  every  trec,cncloa 

of  love; 

As  Fielding's  now,  her  eyes  all  hearts  inflame, 
Like  l>cr  in  beauty  as  alike  in  name.       [l»iR''» 
'Tvvas'when  »hcsuminer's  sun,  now  mounted 
\Vith  fiercer  beams  had  srf)rch'd   the  glowin» 
Beneath  tjjc  covert  of  a  coolinL:  shade,     [^l<y, 
To  shun  thchtat  this  lo\ely  nymph  was  laid: 
The  sultry  weather  o'er  her  cheeks  had  spre.^d 
A  blush  tbat  added  to  her  native  red. 
And  her  fair  breast  as  polish'd  marl)lc  white. 
Was  half  conccard  and  half  expos'd  to  si^r.hl: 
/Eolus,  the  miojhiy  god  whom  winds  obey, 
Observ'd  the  beauteous  maid  :is  ilius  she  !;<y. 
O'er  all  her  charms  he  giz'd  wiih  fond  <!t.ii^:ii!, 
And  suck'd  in  poison  at  the  daiig'rous  siahi: 
He  sighs,  he  burns,  at  last  declares  his  pain. 
But  still  I-'  sighs,  and  still  he  woos  in  vain ; 
The  cruel  nymph,  regardlef.s  of  his  moan. 
Minds  not  his  Hatne,  uneasv  with  her  own, 
But  still  complains  that  he  who  rnl'd  the  air. 
Would  not  command  one  zephyr  to  repair 
Around  her  face  ;  nor  gentle  breeze  lo  play 
Thro'  the  dark  gtde,  to  sooth  the  sultry  day, 
Bv  love  incited,  and  the  hopes  of  joy, 
Tb'  ingenious  god  contriv'd  this  p.retty  toy. 
With  gales  incessant  to  relieve  her  flame; 
And  call'd  it  Fan,  from  lovdy  Fanny's  name. 


Now  sec  nrcpar'd  to  lead  the  sprightly  dance. 
The  lovely  nymphs  and   wcll-drcss'd  you  lb  h 

advance ; 
The  spacious  room  receives  its  jovial  guest. 
And  the  floor  shakes  with  pleasing  weight 

opprcsi-'d  ; 
Thick  rang'd  on  every  side,  with  various  dyes. 
The  fair  in  glossy  silks  our  sight  surprise: 
So  in  a  garden  Uiih'd  with  genial  show'rs^ 
A  thousand  sorts  of  variegated  (low'rs. 
Jonquils,  carnations,  pinks,  and  tulips  rise, 
And  in  a  gav  confusion  ch.irm  our  eyes. 
High  o'er  tlieir  heads  with  num'rous  candles 

bright,  '" 

Lar||e  sconces  shed  their  sparkling  hc' 
Their  sparkling  beams  that  itill  n^ore  un   uuv 

flow,  '      ' 

Reflected  back  from  gems  and  eyes  below. 
Unuumbcr'd  fans,  to  cool  the  crowded  fiir. 
With  breaihin*:^  zephyrs,  move  the  circling  air. 
The  sprightly  fiddle,  and  the  sounding  lyre, 
luich  youthful  breast  with  gen'rous  vvaimt; 

inspire; 
Franu;htwith  all  joys,  theblissful  moments  fly. 
Whilst  music  melisthccar,  and  beauty  charm> 

the  eye. 
Now  let  the  youth  to  whose  superior  place 
It  first  belongs' the  splendid  ball  to  grace, 
VV^ith  humble  bow,  and  ready  hand  prepare, 
I'orth  from  the  crowd  to  lead  his  chosen  fairj 
'Fhe  fair  shall  not  his  kind  regard  deny, 
Dut  to  the  pleasiii£  toil  with  ardour  llv'. 

•      But 
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But  stay,  rash  pair,   not  yet  untaught  ad-j 
vance, 
First  hear  the  musecre  you  attempt  to  dance. 
*By  art  directed,  oVr  the  foaming  tide 
Secure  from  rocks  the  painted  vessels  i!;Hde; 
Byartihc  chariot  scours  the  dusty  plain,  [rein  ; 
"t" Springs  at  the  whip,  and  hears  the  strait'ning 
To  art  our  bodies  must  obedient  prove. 
If  e'er  we  hope  with  graceful  ease  to  move. 

Long  was  the  dancing  art  untixM  and  free. 
Hence  lost  in  error  and  uncertainty — 
No  precepts  did  it  mind,  or  rules  obey. 
But  ev'ry  niaster  taught  a  diti'rent  way : 
Hence,  ere  each  new-born  dance  was  fullv  tried, 
1'hc  lovely  product,  e'en  in  blooming,  dy'd. 
Thro'  various  hands  in  wild  confusion  toss'd. 
Its  steps  were  alter'd,  and  its  beauties  lost; 
Till  I'uillet.J  the  pride  of  Gallia,  rose. 
And  di<l  the  dance  in  characters  coin|)ose; 
Kach  lovely  grace  by  certain  marks  he  taught. 
And  every  step  in  lasting  volumes  wrote: 
Hence  o'er  the  world  this   pleasing  art  shall 

spread, 
And  ev'ry  dance  in  ev'rv  clime  he  read — 
]W  distant  masters  shalf  each  step  be  seen, 
Tho'  mountains  rise,  and  oceans  roar  between  : 
Hence  with  her  sister  arts  shall  Dancing  claim 
An  equal  right  to  universal  fame; 
And  Isaac's  Rigadoon  shall  live  as  long 
As  Raphael's  painting,  or  as  Virgil's  song. 

Wise  Nature  ever  with  a  prudent  hand 
Dispenses  various  gifts  to  ev'ry  land. 
To  ev'ry  nation  frugally  imparts 
A  genius  tit  for  some  peculiar  arts.         [arms, 
To  trade  the   Dutch  incline — the   Swiss    to 
Music  and  verse  are  soft  Italia's  charms ; 
Britannia  justly  glories  to  have  found 
Lands  unexplor'd,  and  sail'tl  the  globe  around : 
But  none  will  sure  presume  to  rival  France, 
Whether  she  forms  or  executes  the  dance; 
To  her  exalted  genius  'tis  we  owe 
The  sprightly  Rigadoon  and  Louvre  slow; 
'i'he  Boree,  and  Courant,  unpractis'd  long, 
Th'immortal  Minuet, and  tlvesmooth  Bretagnc, 
AVithall  the  (lances  of  illustrious  fame. 
That  from  their  native  country  take  their  name ; 
Wall  these  let  ev'ry  ball  be  first  begun. 
Nor  country-dance  intrude 'till  tla-se  are  done. 
Each  cautious  bard  ere  he  attempts  to  sing, 
First  gently  Ihitt'ring  tries  his  tender  wing, 
Atid  if  he  llnds  that  with  uncf)mmon  lire 
1'he  muses  all  his  rapiur'd  soul  inspire. 
At  once  to  heaven  he  soars  in  lofiy  odes. 
And  sings  alone  of  heroes  and  of  gods  ; 
But  if  he  treuibling  fears  a  Hight  so  high. 
He  then  descends  to  soficr  elegv  ; 
And  if  in  elegy  he  can't  succeed. 
In  past'ral  he  may  tune  the  oaten  reed. 
So' should  the  dancer,  ere  he  tries  to  move. 
With  care  his  strength,  and  weight,  aud  genius 


Then,  if  he  finds  kind  nature's  gifts  impart 
Rndowments  proj)er  for  the  dancing  art. 
If  in  himself  he  imds  together  join'd 
An  active  body  and  ambitious  mind. 
In  nimble  rigadoons  he  may  advance. 
Or  in  the  Louvre's  sl(»w  majesiic  dance  : 
If  these  he  fears  to  reach  with  easy  pace, 
Ix-t  him  the  minuet's  circling  mazes  trace  : 
Is  this  too  hard  ?^ihis  too  let  him  forbear. 
And  to  the  couniry-daucc  confine  his  care. 

Would  you  in  dancing  ev'ry  fault  avoid. 
To  keep  true  time  be  first  your  thoughts  em« 

ploy'd; 
All  other  errors  they  in  vain  shall  nund. 
Who  in  this  one  important  noint  ofTend  ; 
For  this,  when  now  united  hand  in  hand. 
Eager  to  start  the  youthful  conj)le  stand, 
Let  them  awhile  their  nimble  feel  restrain. 
And  with  soft  taps  beat  lime  to  ev'ry  strain  : 
So  for  the  race  prepar'd  two  coursers  stand, 
And  with  impatient  pawings  spurn  the  sand. 

In  vain  a  master  shall  eniploy  his  care. 
Where  nature  once  has  fix'd  a  clumsy  air; 
Rather  let  such,  to  country  sports  confia'd, 
Pursue  the  flying  hare,  or  tim'rous  hind  : 
Nor  yet,  while  I  the  rural  squire  despise, 
A  mien  efi'eminate  would  I  advise; 
With  equal  scorn  1  would  the  fop  deride. 
Nor  let  him  dance — but  on  the  woman's  side. 

Andyou,  fair  nymphs,  avoid  with  equal  care 
A  stupid  dulness,  and  a  coquet  air  ; 
Neither  with  eyes  that  ever  love  the  ground. 
Asleep,  like  spinning-tops,    run   round   and 


eep, 
round  ; 

Nor  yet  with  giddy  looks,  and  wanton  pride. 
Stare  all  around,  and  skip  from  aide  to  side. 

True  dancing,  like  true  wit,  isbestexpress'd 
By  nature  only,  to  advantage  dress'd  ; 
'Tis  not  a  nimble  bound,  or  caper  high. 
That  can  pretend  to  please  a  curious  eye  ; 
Good  judges  no  such  tumblers'  tricks  regard. 
Or  think  them  beautiful  because  they're  hard: 
'Tis  not  enough  that  ev'ry  stander-by 
No  glaring  errors  in  your  steps  can  spy; 
The  dance  and  music  must  so  nicely  meet. 
Each  note  should  seem  an  echo  to  your  feet ; 
A  nameless    grace  must  in   each   movement 

dwell. 
Which  word.s  can  ne'er  express,  or  precepts  tell ; 
Nut  to  be  taught,    but  ever  to  be  seen 
In  Flavia'sair,  and  Chloe's  easy  mien  ; 
'Tis  such  an  air  that  makes  her  thousands  fall. 
When  Fielding  d.mces  at  a  birth-night  ball : 
Smooth  as  Camilla  she  skims  o'er  the  |)lain. 
And  flies  like  her  thro'  clouds  of  heroes  slain. 
Now  when  the  minuet,  oft  repeated  o'er, 
(Like  all  terrestrial  joys)  can  please  no  more. 
And  ev'ry  nymph,  refusing  to  expand 
Her  charms,  declines  the  circulating  hand. 
Then  let  the  jovial  country-dantc  begin. 
And  the  loud  fiddles  call  each  straggkr  inj 


prove  J 

*  Arte  citre  veloque  rates  reraoque  moventur 
Arte  ieves  currus. 

+ Nee  audit  currus  habenas. 

i  Fulllet  wrote  the  Art  of  DaBciuebv  Ctiuractcrs,  In  French,  sioce  tran*lat«d  ty  Wetvar. 
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Butere  tbey  come,  permit  me  to  disclose 
How  fir^t,  as  legends  tell, this  [xi«iiiinc  rose: — 
In  ancient  limes  (such  limesarc  now  no  more) 
When  Albion's  crown  illustrious  Arthur  wore, 
In  soine  fair  op<-ning  g'.ade,   caih   summer's 

night. 
Where  the  pale  moon  difliis'd  he-  silver  light. 
On  the  $oft  carpel  of  a  ^ssy  fiel.I, 
The  sj)orti»ig  fairies  their  assemblirs  'x  M  ; 
Some  lighily  tripping  with  their  jjiG;niv  t|ucen 
In  circhnp  ringlets  niark'd  the  level  green, 
$6me.  wirh  soft  notes  bade  mellow  pipes  re- 
sound. 
And  music  warbled  thro'  the  gro\cs  around: 
Oft  lonely  shepherds  by  the  fore>i  side. 
Belated  peasants  oft  their  revels  spy'd, 
And  home  rtrturning,  o'er  the  nu;-hrownalc. 
Their  guests  diverted  wiih  the  woiulrons  talc 
Inbirncted  hence,  throughout  ilic  Hriiish  isle, 
And  fond  to  imitate  the  pleasinj;  tftil,  _^ 
Round  wiKre  the  trembling  may- pole's -fixM 

on  hi^h. 
And  bears  its  flower\-  honours  to  the  sky. 
The  ruddy  maids  and  sun-burnt  swains  resort. 
And  practise  ev'ry  night  the  lovely  s[)orti 
On  ev'ry  side  u^olian  artists  stand, 
Whoseactivc elbows  swelling  winds  command} 
Tlie  swelling  winds  harmonious  j)!;  es  inspire. 
And  blow  in  eT'ry  breast  a  generous  fire. 

Thus  taught  at  first  the  country-dajite  began. 
And  hence  to  cities  ;ind  to  courts  it  ran; 
Succeeding  ages  did  in  time  impart 
Various  improvements  to  the  lovely  art: 
From  fields  and  groves  to  palaces  remov'd. 
Great  ones  the  pleasing  exercise  approv'd : 
Hence   the  loud  fiddle  and  shrill    trumpet's 

sounds. 
Are  made  companions  of  the  dancer's  hounds ; 
llcnce  genu  and  silks,  brocadci  aud  ribbouk 

join, 
To  make  the  ball  with  perfect  lustre  shine. 
Sofudeatfirsl  the  tragic  muse  anj  ..ird, 
Her  voice  alone  by  rustic  rabble  luanl 
Wh«sre  twisting  trees  a  coolinji  ilMuir  made, 
The  ideas 'd  sp«r;atnrs  s.it  Ixnt.iih  itie  shad*-. 
The  homely  sta';c  with  rushes  gr(«  i.  uas  strew 'd, 
And  in  a  cart  the  strolling  actors  mdc : 
Till  lime  at  length  improv'd  llu-  <;rrat  design. 
And  I^de  the  bcenei  with  painted  landskip.s 

shine. 
Then  art  did  all  the  bright  machines  dispose, 
And  theatres  of  Parian  marble  rose; 
Then  mimic  »h<inder  shook  the  canvass  skv, 
And  pwis descended  from  their  towers  on  ingh. 

With  caution  now  let  ev'ry  youth  prepare 
To  choose  a  partner  from  the  mingled  fair : 
Vain  would  be  here  th*  instructing  n.usc's  voice, 
If  she  f  tctcndfd  to  direct  his  choice: 
Beauty  alone  by  fancy  is  express'd,       [breast ; 
Aud  c'hartns  in  difl^cnt  fortas  each  dilTrcnt 
A  snowy  skin  this  am'rous  youth  adntiro, 
Whilst  fill  t-Urown  cheeks  ajiothers  bosom  fires. 
Small  waist« and  slender  limbs  some  hearts  in- 

snare. 
While  others  lovt  the  more  substantial  fair. 


But  let  not  outward  charms  your  judgment 
sway. 
Your  reason  rather  than  your  eyes  obey. 
And  in  the  dance,  as  in  the  marriage  noose, 
Rather  for  merit  than  for  beauty  choose: 
Be  her  your  choice,  who  knows  with  perfect 
skill  [be  still : 

When  she  should  move,  and  when  she  should 
VVhouninstrucled  can  perform  her  share. 
And  kindly  half  the  pleasing  burthen  bear. 
Unhappy  fs  that  hopeless  wretch's  fate 
Who,  feiter'd  in  the  matrimonial  slate. 
With  a  poor,  simple,   unexperienced  wife. 
Is  forc'd  to  lead  the  tedious  dance  of  life  ; 
And  such  is  his,  with  such  apartnerjoin'd, 
A  ino\  ing  puppet,  but  without  a  mind  :, 
Siill  must  his  hand  be  pointing  out  the  way. 
Yet  ne'er  can  teach  so  fast  as  she  can  stray  j 
Beneath  her  follies  he  must  ever  groan. 
And  ever  blush  for  errors  not  his  own. 

But  now  behold  united  hand  in  hand, 
Rang'd  on  each  side  the  well-pairM  counle  stand, 
Kach  youthful  bosom  bcatinu;  with  delight, 
Waits"  the  brisk  signal  for  the  pleasing  fight; 
While  lovely  eyes  that  flash  unnsual  rays. 
And  snowv  bosoms  seen  above  the  stays. 
Quick  busy  hands  and  bridling  heads  declare 
The  fond  impatience  of  the  starting  fair. 
And  sec  the  sprightly  dance  is  now  begun ! 
Now  here,  now  there,  the  giddy  ilia/c  they  run  ; 
Now  with  slow  steps  they  pace  the  circling  ring, 
Nowallconfusd  too  switifor  sight  they  spring  : 
So  in  awheeJ  with  rapid  fury  toss'd,         [lost. 
The  vnidistingiiish'd  spokes  are  in  the  motion 

The  dancer  here  no  more  requires  a  guide. 
To  no  strict  steps  his  nind)le  feet  are  ty'd  ; 
The  muse's  precepts  here  would  useless  be. 
Where  all  is  fancied,  uncctnfin'd,  and  frec^ 
l.et  him  but  to  the  music's  voice  attend. 
By  this  instructed  ht  can  ne*cr  offend. 
It  to  his  share  it  falls  the  dance  to  lead. 
In  well-known  paths  he  may  be  sure  to  tread  j 
If  others  lead  let  him  their  motions  view. 
And  in  their  steps  the  winding  maze  pursue. 

In  every  country-dance  a  serious  mmd 
Turn'd  for  reflection,  can  amoral  find. 
In  Hunt  the  s<piirrtl,  thus  the  nymph  we  view. 
Seeks  when  we  fly,  but  flies  when  we  pursue: 
Thus  in  round   dunces,  where  our  paitncrii 

changc- 
And  uncoimn'd  from  fair  to  fair  we  range, 
.As  soon  as  one  from  his  own  consort  flies. 
Another  seizes  ou  the  lovely  prize; 
.\while  the  fav'rite  youth  enjo\s  her  charms, 
Till  the  next  conier  steals  her  from  his  arms. 
New  ones  *ucce<d,  the  last  is  still  her  care: 
How  true  an  emblem  ofth*  inconstant  fair  ! 

Where  can  philosophers  and  sages  wise. 
Who  read  the  curious  volumes  of  the  skies, 
A  model  more  exact  than  dancing  name. 
Of  the  creation's  universal  frame?  [way. 

Where  worlds  unnumbered  o'er  the  atnereal 
In  a  bright  regular  confusion  stray ;  [sl^>« 

Now  here,  now  theie,  they   whirl   along  the 
Now  near  approach^  and  now  far  dJslairt  fly  : 

Now 
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Now  meet  in  the  same  order  they  begun. 
And  then  the  great  celestial  dance  is  done. 

Where  can  the  moralist  find  a  juster  plan. 
Of  the  vain  labours  of  the  lite  of  man? 
Awhile  thro'justlingcrowds  wetoil  and  sweat, 
i^nd  eagerly  pursue  uc  know  not  what; 
Then  when  our  trifling  short-liv'd  race  is  run. 
Quite  tir'd  sit  down  just  where  we  begun. 

Tiio'  to  your  arms  kind  fate's  indulgent  care 
Has  giv'n  a  partner  exquisilrly  fair, 
I  Ait  not  her  charms  so  much  cn^^age  your  heart. 
That  you  neglect  the  skilful  dancer's  part  j 
Be  not,  when  you  the  tuneful  notes  should 
Still  whls|)eringidlc  prattle  in  lier  ear;     [hear. 
When  you  should  be  emplo\'d  be  not  at  play. 
Nor  for  your  joys  all  others'  steps  delay  : 
But  when  the  finish'd  dance  you   once  have 

done. 
And  with  applause  -thro'  every  couple  run. 
There  rest  awhile :  there  snatch  the  fleeting 

bliss, 
The  lender  whisper,  and  the  balmy  kiss ; 
Each  secret  wish,  each  softer  iiope  confess. 
And  her  moist  palm  with  eager  fingers  press : 
With  smiles  the  fair  shall  hear   your  warm 

desires. 
When  mu>'ic  melts  her  soul,  anddancingfires. 
Tims  mix.'d  with  love,  the  pleasing  toil  pursue. 
Till  th*  unwelcome  morn  appears  in  view; 
Then  when  approachingdavits  beams  displays. 
And  the  dull  candle  shines"  with  fainter  ray's. 
Then  when  the  sun  just  rises  o'er  the  deep. 
And  each  bright  eve  is  ainjost  set  in  sleep. 
With  ready  hands,  obsequious  youths,  pre 

pare, ' 
Safe  to  her  coach  to  lead  each  chosen  fliir. 
And  guard  her  from  the  morn's  inclement 

air: 
JjCt  a  warm  hood  enwrap  her  lovely  head. 
And  o'er  her  neck  a  handkerchief  be  spread ; 
Around  her  shoulders  let  this  arm  be  cast. 
Whilst  that  from  cold   defends  her    slender 

waist; 
With  kisses  warm  her  balmy  lips  shall  glow, 
UnchiU'd  by  nightly  damps  or  wint'ry  snow. 
While  gen'rous  white  wine  muU'd  with  ginger 

warm. 
Safely  protects  her  inward  frame  from  harm. 

But  ever  let  my  lovely  pupils  fear  [beer; 
To  chill  their  mantling  blood  with  cold  small- 
Ah,  thoughtless   fair!   the  tempting  draught 

refuse,  [muse; 

When    thus    forewarn'd   by    my  experienc'd 
Let  the  sad  consequence  your  thoughts  employ. 
Nor  hazard  future  painsj  for  future  joy; 
Destruction  lurks  within  the  pois'nous  dose, 
A  fatal  fever,  or  a  pimpled  Jiose. 

Thus  thro'  each  precept  of  the  dancing  art, 
l*he  muse  has  plav'd  the  kind  instructor's  part. 
Thro'  ev'ry  maze  her  pupil  she  has  led. 
And  pointed  out  the  surest  paths  to  tread  : 
No  more  remains;  no  more  the  goddess  sings, 
But  drops  lier  pinions  and  unfurls  her  wings. 
On  downy  beds  the  weary  dancers  lie,     [eye; 
And  ileep's  silk  cords  tie  dowa  each  drowsy 


! 


Delightful  dreams  their  pleasing  sports  restore. 
And  e'en  ia  sleep  they  seem  to  dance  once 
more. 
And  now  the  work  completely  finish'd  lies, 
M^hich  the  devouring  teeth  of  time  defies. 
While  birds  in  air,  or  fish  in  streams  we  find. 
Or  damsels  fret  with  aged  partners  join'd. 
As  long  as  nymphs  shall  with  attentive  ear 
A  fiddle  rather  inan  a  sermon  hear. 
So  long  the  brightest  eyes  shall  oft  peruse 
The  useful  lines  of  my  instructive  muse. 
Each  belle  shall  wear  them  wrote  upon  bar  fan. 
And  each  bright  beau  shall  read  them — if  he  can. 

205.  iVhitsuntide.  IVritten  at  Winchester  Col^ 

lege,  on  the  immediate  Approach  of  the  Holiday  a, 

TjENCE,  thou  fur-clad  Winter,  fly; 

-"  Sire  of  shivering  poverty  ! 

Who,  as  thou  creep'st  with  chilblains  lame 

To  the  crowded  charcoal  flame. 

With  chattering  teeth  and  ague  cold. 

Scarce  thy  shaking  sides  canst  hold 

Whilst  thou  draw'st  the  deep  cough  out: 

God  of  foot-ball's  noisy  rout. 

Tumult  loud  and  boist'rous  play. 

The  dang'rous  slide,  the  snow-ball  fray. 
But  come,  thou  genial  son  of  Spring, 

Whitsuntide,  and  with  thee  bring 

Cricket,  nimble  boy  aud  light. 

In  sli!)pers  red  and  drawers  white; 

Who  o'er  the  nicely  measur'd  land 

Ranges  around  his  comely  band. 

Alert  to  intercept  each  blow. 

Each  motion  of  the  wary  foe. 
Or  patient  take  thy  quiet  stand. 

The  angle  trembling  in  thy  hand,, 

And  mark,  with  penetrative  eye. 

Kissing  the  wave,  the  frequent  fly ; 

Where  the  trout  with  eager  spring 

Forms  the  many-circled  ring. 

And,  leaping  from  the  silver  tide. 

Turns  to  the  sun  his  speckled  side. 
Or  lead  where  Health,  a  Naiad  fair. 

With  rosy  cheek  and  dropping  hair. 

From  the  sultry  noon-tidebeam. 

Dives  in  Itchin's  crystal  stream. 

Thy  vot'ries,  ran^'d'  in  order  due. 

To-morrow's  wisli'd-for  dawn  shall  vievr. 

Greeting  the  radiant  star  of  light 

With  matin  hymn  and  early  kite: 

E'en  BOW,  these  hallow'd  haunts  among, 

To  thee  we  raise  the  choral  song ; 

And  swell  with  echoino;  minstrelsy 

The  strain  of  joy  and  liberty. 
U  pleasures  such  as  these  await 
Thy  genial  reign,  with  heart  elate 
For  thee  I  throw  my  gown  aside. 
And  hail  thycomin'g,  Whitsuntide. 


H' 


§  206.     Christmas.  Roberts. 

NCB,  Summer,  indolently  laid 

To  sleep  beneath  the  cooling  shade  t 
Panting  quick  with  sultry  heat. 
Thirst  and  faint  fatigue,  retreat  1 

3  D  2  Come, 
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Come,  Clirtstmas,  falhrr  thou  of  rairlh. 
Patron  of  the  festive  hrarth, 

A' '  •■  '  ' -'    ocial  evening  flame 

I  he  winter  game, 
J  .  d  in  merry  lale, 

'J  he  irason':»  rarols  never  friil : 
Who,  tho'  ihc  winter  chill  the  skies, 
("i  i%t  catch  the  plow  of  exercise, 
I  .llowing swift  tile  foot-ball's  course; 
<  >r  with  unresistctl  force. 
Where  frost  arrests  the  hartlen'd  tide. 
Shooting  'crosi  the  rapid  slide  j 
Who,  ere  the  ruisty  morn  is  grey, 
To  some  high  covert  hark'staway. 
While  SjHirt,  on  lofty  courser  borr.r, 
In  concert  windi  his  echoing  horn 
With  the  deeply  ihund'ring  hoimds, 
^\'ho!.c  clanjiour  wild,  and  joyful  stuinds. 
While  echo  swells  the  doubling  try. 
Shake  the  wowls  with  harmony. 
Mow  doc*  my  eager  bosom  glow  ^^ 

'J'o  give  the  well-known  tally>ho! 
Or  shew,  with  cap  inverted,  where 
Stole  away  the  cautious  hare. 
Or,  if  the  blast  of  winter  keen 
Spangles  o'er  the  silvery  green, 
iioo'.ed  high  thou  lov'st  to  tread. 
Marking,  thro'  the  sedgy  mead, 
Whrrc  the  creeping  moor-hen  lies, 
Or  snipes  with  sudden  twittering  rise; 
Or  joy'si  the  early  walk  to  take 
Wiicrc  thro'  the  nheasant*haunted  brake. 
Oft  as  the  wcll-aim'd  gun  resounds. 
The  eager-dashing  spaniel  bounds. 

For  ihec  of  buck  my  breeches  light, 
ClatiKing  whip,  and  rowels  bright, 
Tlie  hunter's  cap  my  brows  to  guard. 
And  suit  of  sportive  greens  prepar'd  ; 
I'or  since  these  delights  are  thine, 
Chmtuias,  with  thy  bands  I  ^oin. 


§  «07.  An  Elegy  on  the  Death  of  it  mad  Dog. 
Goldsmith, 
Ooon  people  all,  of  every  sort, 
^^  Oire  ear  unto  my  song. 
And  if  you  find  it  wond'rous  shoit. 

It  caimot  hold  you  long. 
la  Islington  there  was  a  man, 

Of  whom  the  world  might  say, 
Tlial  still  a  godly  race  he  ran, 

Whene'er  he  went  to  pray. 
A  kind  and  gentle  heart  he  had. 

To  comfort  friends  and  foes; 
Tlie  naked  everyday  he  clad. 

When  he  put  on  his  clothes. 

And  in  that  town  a  dog  was  found. 

As  many  dogs  ilierc  oe, 
lioih  mongrel,  puppv,  whelp,  and  hound, 

Andcuri  of  low  degree. 

This  dog  and  man  at  first  were  friends; 

Hut,  when  a  pi(|ne  began. 
The  dog  to  gnin  his  private  ends 

WcQl  Ci*d  aod  bit  the  nan. 


Around  from  all  the  neighbouring  streets 
The  wondering  neighbours  ran, 

And  swore  tlic  dug  had  lost  his  wits. 
To  bite  80  good  a  man. 

The  wound  it  seem'd  both  sore  and  sad. 

To  cv'ry  christian  eye ; 
And  while  they  swore  the  dog  was  mad. 

They  swore  the  man  woulu  die. 
But  soon  a  wonder  came  to  light. 

That  shcw'd  the  rogues  they  ly'd  j 
The  man  recover'd  of  the  bite. 

The  dog  it  vyis  that  dy'd. 


f  208.     V Allegro;  or  Fuy,  a  Parody. 

lIUDDEtiFOa*. 

/^FP,  blubbering  Melancholy! 

^^  Of  the  blue  devils  and  book-learning  born, 

In  dustv  schools  forlorn; 

Aiuongst  black-gowns,  square  caps,  and  books 

unjolly, 
ITunt  out  some  college  cell,  [schemes, 

Where    mu/ziug    quizzes    mntter    monkish 
And  the  old  proctor  dreams  ; 
There,  in  thy  smutty  walls  o'errun  with  dock, 
As  ragged  as  thy  smock. 
With  rusty,  fusty  fellows  ever  dwell. 

But  come,  ihou  hai;gnge,  fat  and  free, 
Bv  gentles  call'd  Festivity, 
And  by  us  roiling  kiddies,  Fuic, 
Whom  mother  Shipton,  one  by  one, 
W^ith  two  Whipping  wenches  more, 
To  skipping  Ilarlequino  bore  : 
Or  w  hcihcr,  as  some  deeper  sa\-, 
Jack  Pudding  on  a  holiday 
Along  with  .fenny  I)i\er  romping, 
As  he  met  her  once  a  pumping. 
There  on  heaps  of  dirt  and  mortar. 
And  cinders  wash'd  in  cabbage-water, 
l-'ill'd  her  with  thee  a  strapping^lassie. 
So  spimky,  brazen,  bold,  and  saucv. 
Hip  !  here,  jade,  and  bring  with  thee 
Jokes  and  snipgering  jollity, 
C'hristjna.^  gambols,  waggisli  tricks. 
Winks,  wry  faces,  lieks  and  kicks, 
Such  as  fall  from  Moggy's  knuckles. 
And  love  to  live  about  her  buckles  ; 
Spunk,  that  hobbling  watchmen  boxes, 
.And  Ilorse-laugh  hugging  both  his  do.xies^ 
Come,  and  kicK  it  as  you  go. 
On  the  stumping  hornpipe-toe; 
And  in  th)  nght-liand  haul  with  thce^ 
The  Mtiuuimn  biim  Frrnch  liberty. 
.\nd  if  I  give  thee  puffing  due, 
I'un,  admit  me  of  thy  crew. 
To  pig  with  lier^  and  pig  with  thee, 
In  everlasting  frolicks  free  ; 
To  hear  the  sweep  Ix^in  hi^  beat, 
.And  squalling  startle  (he  dull  street, 
From  his  waiehbox  in  the  alley 
Till  the  watch  at  six  doth  sallv  ; 
Then  to  go,  in  spite  of  sleep, 
And  at  the  window  cry,  *'  .Sweep  !  sweep  1"- 
Through  the  street-door,  or  the  area, 
Ot,  ia  tiic  country,  through  the  dairy ; 
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While  the  dustman,  with  his  din. 

Bawls  and  rinps  to  be  let  in. 

And  at  the  ft>rc,  or  the  back-door. 

Slowly  plods  his  jades  before. 

Oft  hearing  the  sow-a;eldcr's  horn 

Harshly  rouse  iho  snoring  morn. 

From  the  side  of  a  large  square. 

Through  the  long  street  grunting  far. 

Somcluncs  walking  I'll  be  seen 

By  Tower- hill,  or  Moorfields  green, 

Right  against  Old  Bedlam-gate, 

Where  the  mock  king  begins  his  state, 

Crown'd  with  straw  and  rob'd  with  rags, 

Covcr'd  o'er  with  jags  and  tags, 

A\'^hile  the  keeper  ne;tr  at  hand 

Bullies  those  who  leave  their  stand  ; 

And  milk-maids'  screams  go  through  your  ears, 

And  grinders  sharpen  rusty  sheers. 

And  every  cryer  squalls  his  cry 

Under  each  window  he  goes  by. 

Straight  mine  eye  hath  caught  new  gambols, 
While  round  and  round  this  town  it  rambles  j 
Sloppy  streets  and  fogg\-  day, 
Where  the  blundering  "folks  do  stray; 
Pavements,  on  whose  slippery  flags 
Swearing  coachmen  drive  their  nags  j 
Barbers  jostled  '^^ainst  your  side. 
Narrow  streets,  and  gutters  wide. 
Grub-street  garrets  now  it  sees. 
To  the  muse  open  and  the  breeze, 
W^here,  perhaps,  some  scribbler  hungers. 
The  hack  of  neighbouring  newsmongers. 
Hard  by,  a  tinkers'  furnace  smokes. 
From  betwixt  two  pastry-cooks. 
Where  Dingy  Dick  and  Peggy,  met. 
Are  at  their  scurvy  dinner  set. 
Of  cow-heel,  and  such  cellar  messes, 
\Vhich  the  splay-foot  Rachacl  dresses  j 
And  tlicn  in  haste  the  shop  she  leaves. 
And  with  the  boy  the  bellows  heaves  j 
Or  if 'tis  late,  and  shop  is  shut. 
Scrubs  at  the  pump  her  face  from  smut. 

Sometimes,  all  for  sights  agog, 
Tn  t'  other  end  of  the  town  1  jog. 
When  St.  James's  bells  ring  round. 
And  the  royal  fiddles  sound, 
When  every  lord's  and  lady's  bum 
Jigs  it  in  the  drawing-room  ; 
And  young  and  old  dance  down  the  tune. 
In  honour  of  the  fourth  of  June  j 
Till  candles  fail  and  eves  are  sore. 
Then  home  we  hie  to  talk  it  o'er. 
With  stories  told  of  many  a  treat. 
How  I^dy  Swab  the  sweetmeats  eat ; 
She  v\as  pinch'd  and  something  worse. 
And  she  was  fobb'd  and  lost  her  purse  : 
Tell  how  the  drudging  Weltjee  sweat. 
To  bake  his  custards  duly  set. 
When  in  one  night,  ere  clock  went  seven. 
His  'prentice-lad  had  robb'd  the  oven 
Of  more  than  twenty  hands  put  in; 
Then  lies  him  down,  a  little  glutton, 
Stretch'd  lumbering  'fore  the  fire,  they  tell  ye, 
And  bakes  the  custards  iu  his  belly; 


Then  crop-sick  down  the  stairs  he  flings 
Before  his  master's  bell  yet  rings. 
Thus  done  the  tales,  to'bcd  tbry  creep. 
By  hoofs  and  wheels  soon  liill'd  to  sleep. 

But  the  city  takes  me  then, 
And  the  hums  of  busy  men. 
Where  throngs  of  train-band  captains  bold 
In  time  of  peace  fierce  meetings  hold, 
Wnh  stores  of  stock-jobbers,  whose  lies 
Work  change  of  stocks  and  bankruptcicB  j 
Where  bulls  and  hears  alike  contend 
To  get  the  cash  they  dare  not.-ipcnd. 
Then  let  aldermen  appear. 
In  scarlet  robes,  wiih  chandelier. 
And  city  feasts  and  gluiiony. 
With  balls  upon  the  lord-mavor'sday  ; 
Sights  that  young  'prentices  remember. 
Sleeping  or  waking,  all  November. 

Then  to  the  play-houses  anon. 
If  Quick  or  Baiunstcr  be  one  ; 
Or  drollest  Parsons,  child  of  Drur)', 
Balls  out  his  damns  with  comic  fury. 
And  ever,  .against  hum-drum  cares. 
Sing  me  some  of  Dibdin's  airs. 
Married  to  his  own  queer  wit. 
Such  as. my  shaking  sides  may  split. 
In  notes,  with  many  a  jolly  bout. 
Near  Beaufort  Buildings  oft  roar'd  out. 
With  wagging  curls  and  smirk  so  cunning. 
His  rig  on  many  a  booby  running, 
Exj)osingall  the  ways  and  plit'/es 
Of  "  wags,  and  oddities  and  (piizzes  ;" 
That  Shuter's  self  might  heave  his  head    • 
From  drunken  snoozes,  on  a  bed 
Of  poi-house  benches  sprawl'd,  and  hear 
Such  laughing  songs  as  won  the  ear 
Of  all  the  town,  his  slip  to  cover. 
Whene'er  he  met  'em  half-seas  over. 
Freaks  like  these  if  thou  canst  give. 
Fun,  with  thee  I  wish  to  live. 


§  209.  The  Picture.         CunkinghaWT* 

A    PORTR.\iT,  at  my  lord's  command 
^^  Completed  by  a  curious  hand— 
»For  dabblers  in  the  nice  vcrlu 
His  lordship  set  the  piece  to  view. 
Bidding  their  connoisscurships  tell 
Whether  this  work  was  finlsh'd  well; 
Why — says  the  loudest,  on  my  word, 
'Tis  not  a  likeness,  good  my  lord  ; 
Nor,  to  be  plain,  for  speak  I  must. 
Can  I  pronounce  one  feature  just. 
Another  effort  straight  was  made, 
Anmher  portraiture  essay'd  : 
The  judges  were  again  besought 
Kach  to  deliver  what  he  thought,  * 

Worse  than  the  first  the  critics  bawl ; 
Oh  what  a  mouth  !  how  monstrous  small! 
Look  at  the  cheeks — how,  lank  and  thin  1 
See,  what  a  most  preposterous  chiu  I 
After  remonstrance  made  in  vain, 
rU,  savs  the  painter,  once  again 

8t>3     *  (If 
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(If  mv  good  lord  rouchsafcs  to  sit) 
Tr\-  fr»r  a  more  successful  hit : 
If  vou'll  to-morrow  dcigii  to  call, 
We'll  have  a  piece  to  please  you  ;'II. 
To-morrow  con »cs— a  picture's  pLuM 
iJrlcri-  those  <tpurious  sons  of  tasic— 
In  tiicir  opinions  ail  agree. 
This  is  the  vilest  of  all  three. 
••  Know— to  confute  your  envious  pri«le 
(His  lordshiu  from  the  canvass  cried), 
•'  Know — tiiat  it  is  my  real  face, 
•*  Where  you  could  no  resemblance  trace  : 
*•  I've  tried  you  by  a  lucky  trick, 
«*  And  prov  d  your  genius  to  the  quick  : 
**  Void  of  all  judgment,  goodness,  sense, 
••  Out— ye  pretendinpj  varlets, — hence  !" 
The  connoisseurs  depart  in  haste, 
Despis'd,  neglected,  anddisgracd. 


§210 
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Ex 


The  Modern  Fine  Gentleman 
in  the  Year  J  746. 

SoAMK  JeNYNS. 

Quale  portentum  neque  minitaris 
Daunia  i/i  latis  alit  esculetis, 
Ncc  Jubx  tcUuB  general,  Icon  urn 
Aryla  nutrix. 

08T  broke  from  school,  pert^  impudent,  and 


itpert  in  Latin, more  expert  in  taw. 
His  honour  posts  o'er  Italy  and  I'Vancc, 
Measures  St.  Peter's  dome,  and  leari;>  to  dance. 
Thence,  having  quick  through  various  coun- 
tries flown, 
Glean'd  all  their  follies  aiid  expos'd  his  own. 
He  back  returns,  a  thing  so  strange  all  o'er. 
As  never  ages  past  produc'd  before  ; 
A  monster  of  such  complicated  worth. 
As  no  oue  single  clime  could  e'er  bring  forth  ; 
Half  atheist,  pdjiist,  gamester,  bul)l)Ir,  rook, 
Half  fidler,  coachman,  dancer,   groom,   and 
cook. 

Next,  because  bu^incHsisnowall  the  vogue, 
And  who'd  be  quite  polite  must  he  a  rogue. 
In  parliament  he  purchases  a  seat. 
To  make  th'accomplish'd  gentleman  complete. 
There  safe  in  self-sufhcicni  impudrncc, ' 
"^^  |)erirnce,  honesty,  or  sense, 

'  in  her  int'rest,  trade,  or  laws, 

^i*^  >  ^iideruikcs  hiscoiintry's  cause: 

Forth  from  his  Iip5,  pr*»par'(l  at  all  lo  rail, 
Torrents  of  nonsense  burst  like  bottled  ale, 
•  Tho' shallow,  muddy j   brisk,  tho'   mighlv 
^         d""  J  [full. 

Fierce  without  strength  ;  o'crflowing,  tho'  not 

Now  quite  a  Frdnchman  in  his  garb  and  air, 
jjis  nrck  yok'd  down  wlih  bag  and  solitaire, 
Tho  liJKirtic?  of  Britain  he  suijports. 
And  storms  at  placemen,  ministers,  and  courts; 


sc. 

•} 


Now  in  cropt  greasy  hair,  and  leather  breeches, 
He  loudly  bellows  out  his  patriot  speeches  ; 
Kings,  lords,  and  commons  venturer  to  abuse. 
Vet  dares  to  shew  those  ears  he  ought  to  lose. 
From  hence  to  White's  our  virtuous  Cato' 

flies. 
There  sits  with  countenance  erect  and  wise, 
.\ndtalksof<;amcsof whist, and  pig-tail  p 
Plays  all  the  night,  nor  uuubts  each  law  to 

break 
Himself  unknowingly  has  help'd  to  make; 
Tremblingand  anxious,  stakes  nis  utmost  groat. 
Peeps  o'er  his  cards,  and  l«K)kso8  if  he  thought; 
Next  morn  disowns  the  losses  of  the  night. 
Because  the  fool  would  fain  be  thought  a  bite. 

Devoted  thus  to  politics  and  cards. 
Nor  mirth,  nor  wine,  nor  women  he  regards; 
So  far  is  ev'ry  virtue  from  his  heart. 
That  not  a  gen'rous  vice  can  claim  a  part ; 
Nay,  lest  one  human  passion  e'er  should  move 
His  soul  to  friendship,  tenderness,  or  love. 
To  Pigg  and  Broughton  f  he  commits   hi» 
To  steel  it  to  the  fashionable  test.  [breast. 

Thus  poor  in  wealth,  he  labours  to  no  end. 
Wretched  alone,  in  crowds  without  a  friend  ; 
Insensible  to  all  that's  good  or  kind. 
Deaf  to  all  merit,  to  all  beauty  blind  ; 
For  love  too  busy,  and  for  wit  too  grave, 
A  hardened,  sober,  proud,  luxurious  knave ; 
By  little  actions  striving  to  be  gnat. 
And  proud  to  be,  and  to  be  thought  a  cheat. 

And  yet  in  this  so  bad  is  his  success. 
That,  as  his  fame  improves,  his  rents  grow  lest. 
On  parchment  wings  his  acres  take  their  flight. 
And  his  unpeopled  groves  admit  the  light ; 
With  his  estate  his  int'rest  too  is  done. 
Mis  honest  borough  seeks  a  warmer  sun  : 
For  him,  now  cash  and  liquor  flows  no  more. 
His  independent  voters  cease  to  roar; 
And  Britain  soon  must  want  the  great  defence 
Of  all  his  honesty  and  eloquence. 
But  that  the  gen'rous  youth,  more  anxious 

growi,!        ' 
For  public  liberty  than  for  his  own, 
Marries  some  jointur'd  nnti(|uated  crone  ; 
And  boldly  when  his  country  is  at  stake. 
Braves  the  deep  yawning  gulph,   like  Curtius 

for  its  sake. 
Quickly  again  distress'd  for  want  of  coin, 
lie  digs  no  lone,er  in  th'  exhausted  mine. 
But  seeks  preferment,  as  the  last  resort,  "1 

C'ringcs  ejich  morn  at  levees,  bows  at  court,  L 
And,  from  the  hand  he  hates,  implores  sup-  C 

port.  J 

The  minister,  well  picas'd  at  small  cxpcncc 
To  silence  so  much  rude  iinperiinence. 
With  squeeze  and  whisper  yields  to  his  de< 

mands. 
And  on  the  venal  list  enrojl'd  he  stands ; 


I 


•  Parodv  on  the>e  lines  of  Sir  John  Denham  : 

Tho'  deep  vet  clear,  tho'  (gentle  yet  not  dull, 
Stronj;;  without  ray^e,  without  o'crflowing  full. 

t  Oae,  a  celebrated  prize-fighter}  the  other, a  no  less  famous  boxer. 


A  ribband 
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A  ribband  and  a  pension  buy  the  slave  : 
This  bribes  the  fool  about  him  ;  that  the  knave 
And  now  arriv'd  at  his  meridian  glory, 
He  sinks  apace,  despis'd  by  Whig  and  Tory  j 
Of  independence  now  he  talks  no  more. 
Nor  shakes  the  senate  with  his  patriot  nwr  ; 
But  silent  votes,    and   with   court-trappings 

hung,  [tongue. 

Eyes  his   own  glitt'ring   star,  and  holds  his 
In  craft  political  a  bankrupt  made. 
He  sticks  to  gaming,  as  the  surer  trade  ; 
Turns  downright  sharper,  lives  by  sucking 

blood. 
And  grows,  in  short,  the  very  thing  he  wou'd  : 
Hunts  out  young  heirs  who  have  their  fortunes 

spent. 
And  lends  them  ready  cash  at  cent,  per  cent. 
Liys  wagers  on  his  own  and  others'  lives. 
Fights    uncles,    fathers,    grandmothers,   and 

wives. 
Till  death  at  length,  indignant  to  be  made 
The  daily  subject  of  his  sport  and  trade. 
Veils  with  his  sable  hand  the  wretch's  eyes. 
And  groaning  for  the  betts  he  lo^es  by  'tj  he 

dies. 


§211.  ^n  Epistle,  written  in  the  Country, 
to  the  Right  Honourable  the  Lord  Love/ace, 
then  in  Town,  Septemler  1735.       Jenyns. 

Tn  days,  my  Lord,  when  mother  Time, 

■'■  Tho'  now  grown  old,  was  in  her  prime. 

When  Saturn  first  began  to  rule. 

And  Jove  was  hardly  come  from  school. 

How  happy  was  a  country  life ! 

How  free  from  wickedness  and  strife! 

Then  each  man  liv'd  upon  his  farm. 

And  thought  and  did  no  mortal  harm  j 

On  mossv  banks  fair  virgins  slept, 

As  harmless  as  the  flocks  they  kept} 

Then  love  was  all  they  had  to  do. 

And  nymphs  were  chaste,  and  swains  were  true. 

But  now,  whatever  poets  write, 
Tis  sure  the  case  is  alter'd  quite  : 
Virtue  no  more  in  rural  plains. 
Or  innocence,  or  peace  remains  ; 
But  vice  is  in  the  cottage  found. 
And  country  girls  are  oft  unsound  j 
Fierce  party  rage  each  village  fires. 
With  wars  of  justices  and  'squires  j 
Attorneys  for  a  barley  straw, 
Whole  ages  hamper  folks  in  law. 
And  ev'ry  neighbour's  in  a  flame 
About  their  rates,  or  tythes,  or  game : 
Some  quarrel  for  their  hares  and  pigeons. 
And  some  for  diff''rence  in  religions: 
Some  hold  their  parson  the  best  preacher. 
The  tinker  some  a  better  teacher ; 
These,  to  the  Church  they  fight  for  strangerSj 
Have  faith  in  nothing  but  her  dangers; 
While  those,  a  more  believing  people. 
Can  swallow  all  things — but  a  steeple. 

But  I,  my  Lord,  who,  as  you  know, 
Care  little  how  these  matters  go. 


And  equally  detest  the  strife 

And  usual  joys  of  country  life, 

Have  bv  goocf  fortune  little  share 

Of  its  diversions,  or  its  care  ; 

For  seldom  1  with  'squires  unite. 

Who  hunt  all  day  and  drink  all  night. 

Nor  reckon  wonderful  inviting, 

A  quarter-sessions,  or  cock-fignting : 

But  then  no  farm  I  occupy 

With  sheep  to  rot,  and  cows  to  die; 

Nor  rage  1  much,  or  much  despair, 

riio'  in  mv  hedge  I  find  a  snare ; 

Nor  view  I,  with  due  admiration. 

All  the  high  honours  here  in  fashion; 

The  great  commissions  of  the  quorum, 

Terrors  to  all  who  come  before 'em; 

Militia  scarlet  edg'd  with  gold. 

Or  the  white  staff  high-sherifi"s  hold  ; 

The  representative's  caressing. 

The  judge's  bow,  the  bishop's  blessing; 

Nor  can  I  for  my  soul  deliglit 

In  the  dull  feast  of  neighb'ring  knight. 

Who,  if  you  send  three  days  before. 

In  white  gloves  meets  you  at  the  door. 

With  superfluity  of  breeding 

First  makes  you  sick,  and  tlien  with  feeding : 

Or  if,  with  ceremony  cloy'd. 

You  would  next  time  such  plagues  avoid. 

And  visit  without  previous  notice,  ['tis,'* 

'*  John,  John,  a  coach  ! — I  can't  think  who 

VI y  lady  cries,  who  spies  }-our  coach 

Ere  you  the  avenue  approach  : 

'•  Lord, how  unlucky! — washing  day  1 

"  And  all  the  men  are  in  the  hay  !" 

Entrance  to  gain  is  something  hard. 

The  dogs  all  bark,,  the  gates  are  barr'd  ; 

The  yard's  with  lines  of  linen  cross'd. 

The  hall  door's  lock'd,  the  key  is  lost : 

These  difficulties  all  o'ercome. 

We  reach  at  length  the  drawing-room  ; 

Then  there's  such  trampling  over-head. 

Madam  you'd  swear  \vi\&  brought-to-bed ; 

Miss  in  a  hurry  bursts  her  lock. 

To  get  clean  sleeves  to  hide  her  smock; 

The  servants  run,  the  pewter  clatters. 

My  lady  dresses,  calls  and  chatters; 

The  cook-maid  raves  for  want  of  butter. 

Pigs  squeak,  fowls  scream,  and  green  geese  flut- 

Now  after  three  hours  tedious  waiting,     [ter. 

On  all  our  neighbours'  faults  debating, 

And  having  nine  times  view'd  the  garden, 

In  which  there's  nothing  worth  a  farthing 

In  comes  my  lady,  and  the  pudden : 

*♦  You  will  excuse,  sir, — on  a  sudden"— 

Then,  that  we  may  have  four  and  four. 

The  bacon,  fowls,  and  cauliflow'r 

Their  ancient  unity  divide. 

The  top  one  graces,  one  each  side  ; 

And  by  and  by,  the  second  course 

Comes  lagging  like  adistanc'd  horse; 

A  salver  then  to  church  and  king, 

I  The  butler  sweats,  the  glasses  ring: 
The  cloth  reinov'd,  the  toasts  go  round, 
Bawdv  and  politics  abound  ^ 
3D^  And, 
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And,  at  \he  knight  more  tip«y  uaxcs, 

^Vt•  damn  all  mmisti-rs  and  taxes. 

At  last  the  ruddy  sun  quite  sunk, 

llie  coachman  inlrrably  drunk, 

Wb.irling  o'er  hillock,  ruts,  aud  stones, 

1  •  oii£;h  to  dblocaic  one's  bones, 

^V,  Ijome  return,  a  wondrous  token 

Of  heaven's  kind  care,  with  limbs  unbroken. 

Afflict  us  not,  ye  pods,  tho*  sinners. 

Wiih  manvdays  like  this,  or  dinners! 

Hut  if  cfvilities  thus  tease  mcc 
Nor  business  nor  diversions  please  mr ; 
You'll  a>k,  mv  I-ord,  how  linu*  1  >pci>d  f 
I  answer,  with  a  book  or  friend  ; 
Tlie  circulating  hours  dividing 
Twixl  reading,  walking,  eatin^t,  riding  : 
But  books  arc  still  my  highest  joy. 
These  earliest  please,'  and  latest  cloy. 
Sometimes  o'er  distant  climes  I  strjv, 
Uv  guides  cxpcricnc'd  taught  the  wav  ; 
llie  wonders  of  each  region  %-iew, 
I'roin  frozen  I^npland  to  Peru; 
KouikI  o'er  rough  s>eas,  and  mountains  bare. 
Yet  ne'er  forsake  my  elbow  chair. 
Sometimes  some  fam'd  historian's  pen 
W«   nils  past  Q^i  back  apen  ; 
\\  I  err  all  I  see,  thro'  cv'ry  page, 
I^  hut  how  men,  with  senseless  rage, 
I'-nrh  other  rob,  destroy,  and  burn. 
To  serve  a  nriests,  a  statesman's  turn: 
'Iho'  loaded  with  a  diff'rcnt  aim, 
^'et  always  asses  much  the  samt. 
Sometimc9  I  view  with  muchdcli>rht. 
Divines  their  holy  ganjc  cocks  fight : 
Here  faith  and  works,  at  variance  set. 
Strive  hard  who  shall  the  vicl'ry  get; 
j>,„  1    ....  ^^jj  episcopacy, 
'  "  long,  it  would  amaze  ye: 

^ '  11  hoi Js  a  fierce  dispute 


\V  nil  reprobation  absolute ; 
There  sense  kicks  transubstantiatioo. 
And  reason  perks  at  ir\'elation. 
Villi  Icarnid  Newton  now  I  fly 
OVr  all  the  rolling  orbs  on  high, 
Visji  new  worlds,  and  for  n  minute 
This  old  one  scorn,  and  all  that 's  in  it: 
-^nd  now  with  Jab'ring  Boyle  I  trace 
Nature  thro*  ev'ry  winding  maze  j 
The  latent  qualifies  admire 
Ofvaj>our«,  wnter,  air,  and  fire ; 
^Vith  I  ■  'miration  sec 

MatlT  -subtilty; 

As  hoA  i  ,         iM(st  lamp'dtsniavs, 
Tor  mil.      TM  11(1.  its  scatter 'tl  ravs  ; 
Or  how    I'n  r  1  r  KuW  more  't  explain) 
\  •  fart,  that  weighs  not  half  a  grain* 
1  he  atmosphere  will  oft  perfume 
Of  a  whole  spacious  drawing-room. 

Sometimes  I  pass  a  whole  long  day 
In  happy  indolence  awar, 
Ifi  fon<lly  meditating  o'er 
Pust  pleasures,  aud  m  hoping  more ; 


Or  wander  through  the  fields  and  woods. 
And  ganlens  batb'd  in  circling  floods  ; 
There  blooming  flow'rs  with  raptnrc  view. 
And  sparkling  gems  of  morning  dew, 
\\  hence  in  my  mind  ideas  rise 
Of  Telia's  cheeks,  and  C'hloe's  eves. 

Tis  thus,  my  Lord,  I  free  frrim  strife 
Spend  an  inglorious  country  life: 
'I  hcse  are  the  joys  I  still  pursue, 
NVhen  absent  from  the  town  and  you; 
Thus  pay  long  summer  suns  away. 
Busily  idle,  calmly  gavj 
Nor  great,  nor  mean,  nor  rich,  nor  poor. 
Not  liaving  much,  nor  wishing  more  j 
pAcept  that  vou,  when  weary  grown 
Of  all  the  foflics  of  the  town,' 
And  seeing  in  all  puhlir  places 
The  same  vain  fops  and  jiainted  faces, 
W'ou'd  sometimes  kindiv  condescend 
To  vi»4^a  dulj  country  friend  : 
litre  you'll  be  ever  sure  to  meet 
A  hearty  wflcome  tho'  no  treat; 
One  who  lias  nothing  eUc  to  do. 
Hut  to  divert  himself  aud  vou  : 
A  house,  where  quiet  rjuards  the  door. 
No  rural  wits  smoke,  drink,  and  roar  ; 
Choice  books,  safe  horses,  wholesome  liquor. 
Billiards,  backgammon,  and  the  vicar. 


R- 


•  See  Boyle's 


§212.  Horace.  Book  II.  Ode  \0.     Cowper, 

ECRIVE,  dear  friend,  the  truths  I  teach, 
So  shalt  thou  live  beyond  the  reach 
Of  adverse  fortune's  pow'r : 

Not  always  tempt  the  distant  deep. 

Nor  always  timorously  creep 

Along  the  treach'rous  shore. 

He  that  holds  fast  the  golden  mean. 
And  lives  contentedly  between 

The  little  and  the  great, 
Feels  not  the  wants  that  pinch  the  poor, 
Nor  plagues  that  haunt  tiie  rich  man's  door, 

Imbitt'ring  all  his  state. 

The  tallest  pines  feel  most  the  pow'r 
Of  wintr)-  blast :  the  loftiest  tovv'r 

Comes  heaviest  to  the  ground  : 
I'he  bolls  that  spare  the  mountain's  side 
Ifis  cloud-capt  eminence  divi<le. 

And  spread  the  ruin  round. 

The  well-inform'd  philosopher 
Rejoices  with  a  wholesome  fear. 

And  hopes  in  s|)ite  of  pain  : 
If  Avimer  bellow  from  the  north. 
Soon  the  sweet  spring  comes  dancing  forth. 

And  nature  laughs  again: 
What  if  thine  heaven  be  overcast. 
The  dark  appearance  will  not  last; 

Kxpect  a  brighter  sky  : 
The  Goo  that  strings  the  silver  bow 
Awake.<«  sometimes  the  muses  too. 

And  lays  his  arrows  by. 

Experiments. 

If 


I 
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If  hindrances  obstruct  thy  way, 
Thy  magnanimity  display. 

And  let  thy  strength  be  seen: 
Bui,  oh  !  if  fortnnc  fill  thy  sail 
With  more  than  a  propitious  gale. 

Take  half  thy  canvass  in. 
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§  215.   A  Reflection  on  the  foregoing  Ode, 

COWPER. 

A  KD  is  this  all  ?  Can  reason  do  no  more 
""•  'J'han  bid  mc  shun  the  deep,  and  dread 

the  shore  ? 
Sweet  moralist !  afloat  on  life's  rough  sea. 
The  Christian  has  a  heart  unknown  to  thee; 
He  holds  no  parley  with  unmanly  fears. 
Where  duly  bids  he  confidently  steers  j 
Faces  a  thousand  dangers  at  her  call. 
And  trustina;  in  his  God  surmounts  them  all. 


Written  in  «  Time  of 


§t'l4.    TheShrulbery. 
Affliction. 

r\  HAPi'Y  shades!  to  me  unblest 
^-^   Friendly  to  peace,  but  not  to  me  ; 
How  ill  the' scene  that  oilers  rest. 

And  heart  that  cannot  rest,  agree! 
This  glassy  stream,  that  spreading  pine. 

Those  alders  quiv'ring  to  the  breeze. 
Might  soothe  a  soul  less  hurt  than  mine. 

And  please,  if  any  thing  could  please. 
But  fix  d  unalterable  care 

Foregoes  not  what  she  feels  within ; 
Shews  the  same  sadness  ever\-  where, 

And  slights  the  season  and  the  scene. 

For  all  that  pleas'd  in  wood  or  lawn, 

U'hile  peace  possess'd  these  silent  bow'rs, 
Her  animating  smile  withdrawn. 

Has  lost  its  beauties  and  its  pow'rs. 
The  saint  or  moralist  should  tread 

Tbis  inoss-gro<vn  alley,  musing  slow; 
They  seek,  like  me,  the  secret  shade, 
-    But  not,  like  mc,  to  nourish  woe. 
INIe  fruitful  scenes  and  prospects  waste 

Alike  admon-ish  not  to  roam  : 
These  tell  me  of  enjoyments  pust. 

And  those  of  sorrows  yet  to  come. 


And  shall  expect  him  at  the  door 
Precisely  when  the  clock  strikes  four. 

You  arc  so  deaf,  the  lady  cried, 
(And  rais'd  her  voice,  and  ffown'd  beside) 
You  are  so  sadly  deaf,  my  dear, 
What  shall  1  do  to  make  you  hear? 

Dismiss  poor  Harry  !  he  replies, 
5»ome  peoj)le  are  more  nice  than  wise ; 
For  one  slight  trespass  all  this  stir ! 
What  if  I  did  ride  whip  and  spur, 
Twas  but  a  mile — your  fav'rite  horse 
Will  never  look  one  hair  the  worse. — 
Well,  I  protest  'tis  past  all  hearing! 
Child  !  I  am  rather  hard  of  hearing. 

Yes,  truly — one  must  scream  and  bavrl  j 
I  tell  you,  yon  can't  hear  at  all. 
Then  with  a  voice  exceeding  low. 
No  matter  if  you  hear  or  no. 

Alas!  and  is  domestic  strife, 
That  sorest  ill  of  human  life, 
A  plague  so  little  to  be  fear'd. 
As  to  be  wantonly  incurr'd  ; 


CoWPER.|'i'o  gratify  a  fretful  pas 


§  215.    Mufudl  Fiirlearance  necessanj  to  the 
Happiness  of  the  Married  State.   Cowper. 
'I'^iiK  Lady  thus  address'd  her  spouse— 
■*•    What  a  mere  dungeon  is  this  house! 
By  no  means  large  enough ;  and,  was  it. 
Yet  this  dull  room,  and  that  dark  closet, 
Thpse  hangings  with  their  worn-out  Graces, 
Long  beards,  long  noses,  and  pale  faces. 
Are  such  an  antiquated  scene. 
They  overwhelm  mc  with  the  spleen. 

Sir  Humphrey,  shooting  in  the  dark. 
Makes  answer  quite  beside  the  mark  ; 
No  doubt,  my  dear,  I  bade  him  come, 
Engag'd  myself  to  be  at  home. 


On  every  trivial  provocation  ? 
The  kindest  and  the  happiest  pair 
Will  find  occasion  to  forbear. 
And  something ev*ry  day  they  live 
To  pity,  and  ]:>erhaps  forgive. 
Hut  if  infirmities  that  fall 
In  common  to  the  lot  of  all, 
A  blemish,  or  a  sense  inipair'd, 
.\re  crimes  so  little  to  be  spar'd. 
Then  farewell  all  that  must  create 
The  comfort  of  the  wedded  state. 
Insteiul  of  harmony,  'tis  jar. 
And  tumult,  and  intestine  war. 
The  love  that  cheers  life's  latest  stage. 
Proof  against  sickness  and  old  age, 
Preserv'd  by  virtue  from  declension. 
Becomes  not  weary  of  attention, 
iBiit  lives  when  that  exterior  grace 
|\Miich  first  inspired  the  flame,  decays. 
Tis  gentle,  delicate,  and  kind, 
To  faults  couqiassionJTle  or  blind. 
And  will  with  s\n;pathy  endure 
Those  evils  it  would  gladly  cure: 
But  angry,  coarse,  and  harsh  expression 
rshews  love  to  be  a  mere  profession. 
Proves  that  the  heart  is  none  of  his. 
Or  soon  expels  him  if  it  is. 


§216. 


The  Winter  Nosegay.  Cowper, 

nature,  alas !  has  denied 
the  delicate  growth  <if  our  isle. 
Art  has  in  a  nicasure  supplied, 

And  winter  is  dcck'd  with  a  smile. 
See.  Mary,  what  beauties  1  bring 

I'rom  the  shelter  of  that  sunny  shed, 
Where  the  flow'rsha\  e  the  charms  of  the  spring. 

Though  abroad  they  are  frozen  and  dead. 
'Tis  a  bovv'r  of  Arcadian  sweets, 

Where  Flora  is  still  in  her  prime, 
A  fortress  to  which  she  retreats 
Frgin  the  cruel  assaults  of  th€  climt. 

While 
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While  earth  wezn  a  mnntle  of  snow. 

The  pinks  arc  as  fresh  and  as  gay 
As  the  lairfst  .t   '  •     t  that  blow 

On  the  boa  1 1  of  Ma  v. 

Sec  how  they  lu.    -_ : .      - urviv'tl 

The  frotnrns  of  a  sky  so  severe  ; 
Sueh  Mary's  true  love,  that  has  liv'd 

Through  many  a  turbulent  yejr. 
The  charnii  of  the  late  blowing  rose 

Seem  grac'd  with  a  livelier  hue. 
And  the  winter  of  sorrow  best  shews 

The  truth  of  a  friend  such  as  you. 


§  £17-  Boadiceat  anOde.         Cowper. 
"IITUEN  the  British  warrior  queen, 
^^      Bleeding  from  the  Roman  rods. 
Sought,  with  an  indignant  mien. 

Counsel  of  her  country**  gods ; 
Saee,  beneath  a  spreading  oak, 

Sat  the  Druid,  hoary  chief, 
!Ev'ry  burning  word  he  spoke 

Full  of  rage  and  full  of  grief : 
Princess !  iJ  our  aged  eyes 

Weep  upon  thy  matchless  wrongs, 
Tis  because  resentment  tie$ 

All  the  terrors  of  our  tongues. 
Rome  shall  perish— write  that  word — 

In  the  blood  tliat  she  has  spilt  j 
Perish  hopeless  and  abhorr'd. 

Deep  in  ruin  as  in  guilt. 
Rome,  for  empire  farrenown'd 

Tramples  on  a  thousand  states, 
Seon  her  pcide  shall  Wmm  the  ground — 

Hark  !   the  Gaul  is  at  her  gates. 
Other  Romans  shall  arise, 

Heedless  of  a  soldier's  name ; 
Sounds,  not  arms,  shall  win  the  prize. 

Harmony  the  path  to  fame. 
Then  the  progeny  that  springs 

From  the  forests  of  our  land, 
Arm'd  with  thunder,  clad  with  wings. 

Shall  a  wider  world  command. 
Re:;ion8  Carsar  never  knew 

T^y  posterity  shall  rway, 
\\'herc  his  eajtlcs  ne\cr  flew. 

None  invincible  as  they. 
Suclv  the  bard's  pronhctic  words, 

Pregnant  with  celestial  fire, 
Bending  as  he  swept  the  chords 

Of  In*  .sweri  but  awful  lyre. 
She,  with  all  a  monarch's  pridr, 

Fell  them  in  her  bosom  glow, 
Rush'd  to  battle,  fought  and  died. 

Dying  hurld  them  at  the  foe. 
Ruflians,  pitiless  as  proud, 

Heaven  award*  the  rcngeancc  due  j 
Entpirc  is  on  us  bcstowM, 

Shame  and  ruin  wait  for  you. 

§  2I<».  JlcTuism.        Cowper. 

THERE  was  a  tinte  when  il'^tna's  silent  fire 
Slept  unperceiv'd,  the  njounlain  yet  entire  ; 
When,  conscious  of  no  danger  from  below. 
She  tower'da  cloud-capt  pyramid  of  snow; 


No  thutiders  shook  with  deep  intestine  sound 
The  blooming  groves  that  girdled  her  around. 
Her  unctuous  olives  and  her  purple  vines 
(Unfell  the  fury  of  those  bursting  mines) 
The  peasant's  hopes,  and  not  in  vain,  assur'd. 
In  peace  upon  her  sloping  sides  matur'd. 
When  on  a  day,  like  that  of  the  last  doom, 
A  conflagration  labring  in  her  womb. 
She  teem'd  and  heav'd  with  an  infernal  birth. 
That  shook  the  circling  seas  and  solid  earth. 
Dark  and  voluminous  the  vapours  rise. 
And  hang  their  horrors  in  the  ncighb'ring  skies; 
While  through  the  Stygian  veil  that  blots  the 

day. 
In  dazzling  streaks  the  vivid  lightnings  play  ; 
ButjC) !  what  muse,  and  in  whaipow'rs  of  song. 
Can  trace  the  torrent  as  it  burns  along? 
Havoc  and  devastation  in  the  van. 
It  marches  o'er  the  prostrate  woik  of  man  j 
Vines,  olives,  herbage,  forests  disappear, 
AncPall  the  charms  of  a  Sicilian  year. 

Revolving  seasons,  fruitless  as  they  pass. 
Sec  it  an  unform'd  and  an  idle  mass, 
Without  a  soil  jo  invite  the  tiller's  care. 
Or  blade  that  might  redeem  it  from  despair. 
Yet  time  atlength(what  will  not  time  achieve?) 
Clothes  it  with  earth,  and  bids  the  produce  live: 
Once  inorc  the  spiry  niyrtle  crowns  the  glade. 
And  ruminating  flocks  enjoy  the  shade. 
O  bliss  precarious,  and  unsafe  retreats  I 
O  charming  paradise  of  short-liv'd  sweets! 
Th'e  self-same  gale  that  wafts  the   fragrance 

round, 
firings  to  the  distant  ear  a  sullen  sound  : 
Again  the  mountain  feels  th' imprison'd  foe. 
Again  pours  ruin  on  the  vale  below  ; 
Ten  thousand  swains  the  wasted  scene  deplore, 
Thaionly  future  ages  can  restore. 

Ye  monarchs.whom  the  lure  of  honour  draws. 
Who  write  in  blood  the  merit  of  your  cause. 
Who  strike  the  blow,  then  plead  your  own  de- 
fence, 
Glory  vour  aim,  but  justice  your  pretence  ; 
Behold  in  -fli^tna's  emblematic  fires 
The  mischiefs  your  ambitious  pride  inspires. 
Fast  by  the  'stream  that  bounds  your  just 
domain, 
.■\nd  tells  you  where  ye  have  a  right  to  reign, 
A  nation  dwells,  not  envious  of  your  throne. 
Studious  of  peace,  their  neighbours  and  their 
Ill-fated  race  !  how  deeply  must  they  rue  [own. 
Their  only  crime,  vicinity  to  you  !       [abroad. 
The   trumpet    sounds,    vour    legions    swarm       I 
Through  the  ripe  harvest  lies  their  dcslin'd  road.     '  I 
At  e\  'rv  step  b;  ncath  their  feet  they  tread  ■ 

The  life  of  uudlitudes,  a  nation's  bread  ; 
ICarth  seems  a  garden  in  its  loveliest  dress 
Before  them,  and  behind  a  wilderne»  ; 
Famine,  and  Pestilence,  her  first-born  son. 
Attend  to  finish  what  the  sword  begun  ; 
And  echoing  praises  such  as  fiends  mightearn. 
And  folly  pays,  resound  at  your  return. 
A  calm  succeeds — but  Plenty,  with  her  train 
Of  heart-felt  joys,  succeeds  not  soon  again  ; 

And 
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And  years  of  pining  indigence  must  shew 
What  scourges  are  the  gods  that  rule  below. 

Yet  man,  laborious  man,  by  slow  degrees 
(Such  is  his  thirst  of  oonlcnce  and  ease) 
Plies  all  the  sinews  ot  industrious  toil, 
Gleans  up  the  refuse  of  the  gen'ral  spoil  ; 
Rebuilds  ihetow'rsthatsniok'd  upon  the  plain. 
And  the  sun  gilds  the  shining  spires  again. 

Increasing  commerce  and  reviving  art 
Renew  the  quarrel  on  the  conqu'ror's  part ; 
And  the  sad  lesson  must  be  Icarn'd  once  more. 
That  wealth  within  is  ruin  at  the  door. 

What  are  ye,monarchs,  laurel'd  heroes,  say, 
But  ^.tnas  of  the  suffering  world  ye  sway  ? 
Sweet  nature,  stripp'd  of  her  embroider'd  robe. 
Deplores  the  wasted  regions  of  her  dobc. 
And  stands  a  witness  at  truth's  awful  bar. 
To  prove  you  there  destroyers  as  ye  are. 

O  place  me  in  some  heav'n-protected  isle. 
Where  peace,  and  equity,  and  freedom  smile  ; 
Where  no  volcano  pours  his  fiery  flood. 
No  cresied  warrior  dips  his  plume  in  blood  ; 
Where  pow'r  secures  what  industry  has  woa. 
Where  to  succeed  is  not  to  be  undone  ; 
A  land  that  distant  tyrants  hate  in  vain. 
In  Britain's  isle,  beneath  a  George's  reign. 


f  219.     Art  above  Nature.     Peter  Pindar. 

Nature's  a  coarse,  vile,  daubing  jade — 
I  've  said  it  often,  and  repeat  it — 
She  doth  not  understand  her  trade —     [beatit. 

Artists,  ne'er  mind  her  work  ;  I  hope  you'll 
Look  now,  for  heav'n's  sake,  at  her  skies  ! 

What  are  they  ? — Smoke,  for  certainty,  I 
From  chimney-tops, behold!  they rise,[know; 

Made  by  some  sweating  cooks  below. 
Look  at   her  dirt  in  lanes,  from  whence  it 

comes  — 
From  hogs,  and  ducks,  and  gecsc,  and  horses' 

bums — 
Then  tell  me.  Decency,  I  must  request, 
W'lio  'd  copy  such  a  dev'lish  nasty  beast  ? 
Paint  by  the  yard — your  canvass  spread. 

Broad  as  the  mainsail  of  a  man  of  war — 
Your  whale  shall  eat  up  ev'ry  other  heacj, 

Ev'n  as  the  sun  licks  up  each  sneaking  star  ! 
I  do  assure  you,  bulk  is  no  bad  trick — 

By  bulky  ihingj   both  men  and  rnaids  are 
taken — 
Mind,  too,  to  lay  the  paints  like  mortar  thick. 

And  make  your  pictures  look  as  red  as  bacon. 
All  folks  love  size  ;  believe  my  rhyme  } 
Burke  says,  'tis  part  of  the  sublime. 
A  Dutchman,  I  forget  his  name, — Van  Grout, 

Van  Slabberchops,  Van  Stink,  Van  Swab, 
No  matter,  though  I  cannot  make  it  out — 

At  calling  names  I  never  was  a  dab — 
This 'Dutch  man,  then,  a  man  of  taste. 

Holding  a  cheese   that  weigh'd  a  hundred 
pound, 
Thus,  like  a  burgomaster,  spoke  with  judg- 
ment vgist : 

**  No  poet  like  my  broder  step  de  ground. 


•*  He  be  de  bes test  poet,  look ! 

•'  Dat  all  de  vorld  must  please  ; 
**  Vor  he  heb  vrite  von  book, 

"  So  big  as  all  dis  cheese  !" 
If  at  a  distance  you  would  paint  a  pig. 

Let  not  the  caxon  a  distinctness  lack  ; 
Else  all  the  lady  critics,  will  so  stare,      ^     . 
And  angrv  vow,  *•  Tis  not  a  bit  lii'.*  hair  !'* 
Be  smooth  as  glass — like  Denner,  finish  high; 

Then  every  tongue  conunends — 
For  people  judge  not  only  by  the  eye, 

But  feel  your  merit  by  their  finger  ends! 

Make  out  each  single  bristle  on  his  back. 
Or  if  your  meaner  subject  be  a  wig. 
Nay,  closely  nosing,  o'er  the  picture  dweJl, 
As'if  to  try  the  goodness  by  the  smell. 

Claude'b  distances  are  tooconfus'd — 
One  floaiitip;  scene— nothing  made  out— - 

For  which  he  ought  to  be  abus'd. 
Whose  works  have  been  so  cried  about, 
(nve  me  the  pencil,  whose  amazing  style 
Makes  a  bird's  beak  appear  at  twenty  mile; 
And  to  my  view,  eves,legs, and  claws  will  bring. 
With  ev'ry  feather  of  his  tail  and  wing. 

Make  all  your  trees  alike,  for  Natuxe's  wild— - 
Fond  of  variety — a  wayward  child —  [sume; 
To  blame  your  taste  some  blockheads  may  pre- 
But  mind,  that  ev'ry  one  belike  a  broom. 

Of  steel  and  purest  silver  form  your  waters^ 
And  make  your  clouds  like  rocks  and  alligators. 

Whene'er  you  paint  the  moon,  if  you  are 
willing 
To  gain  applause — why,paint  her  like  ashiUing: 
Or  Sol's  bright  orb — be  sure  to  make  him  glow 
Precisely  like  a  guinea  or  a 'jo- 
in short,  to  get  vour  pictures  prals'd  and  sold. 
Convert,  like  MTdas,  ev'ry  thing  to  gold.- 

I  see,  at  excellence  you'll  come  at  last — 
Your  clouds  are  made  of  very  brilliant  stuff; 

The  blues  on  china  mugs  are  now  surpass'd, 
Vour  sun-sets  yield  not  to  brick-walls  nor  buff. 
In  stumps  of  trees  your  art  so  finely  thrives. 
They  really  look  like  golden-hafted  knives  ! 
Go  on,  my  lads,  leave  Nature's  dismal  hue. 
And  she  ere  long  will  come  and  copy  you. 


§  220.     The  crooked  Sixpe7icc. 
Sing,  Maiden  Muse, 
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Sixpence,  Hoop-petticoat,  and  Church  on  fire. 
TlAPPY  the  maid,  who,  from  green  sickness 
'•^  Incanvasor  in  Holland  pocket  bears  [(rce, 
A  crooked  Sixpence.  She  envieth  not 
New-married  folks,  nor  sighs  at  others  banns. 
At  eve,  when  Sol  this  hemisphere  forsakes. 
She  to  her  needle  or  her  wiieel  repairs ; 
Then,  not  unmindful  of  the  man,  dear  man, 
\A'hose  faith,  by  promises  and  am'rous  oaths. 
And  crooked  Sixpence,  was  to  her  betroth'd, 
William  or  Thomas  ;  at  her  work  she  cries. 
His  year  next  March  is  up,  and  so  is  mine. 
Meanwhile  he  shoes  japans,  or  buckling  wigs. 
Sings  Durfey's  songs  by  Purcellini  set: 

But  I,  who  in  n)y  head  bear  pain,  and  draw 


*  A  Portuguese  Johannes.  f  Author  of  the  Man  of  Taste,  the  Art  of  Politics,  &c. 
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Short  breath,  attendant  inrcon  sickness  green 
Wlih  cin«krs,  or  with  mortar  from  ihv  wall, 
Vrctchrd  re|Ki5t!  niv  fading  flcli  distaio! 
In  chtmntn-  comer  close  1  poking  -it, 
Jkor  ever  stir  spontaneous,  scarce  v%  hen  calKd 

I  loll,  I  strctrli,  I  yawn,  and  from  a  nib 
(Like  that  whcnec'llurgcss  preach"d)  oatmeal 

purloin, 
Ottmeil,  un>alutnrv  food  if  raw!  [feeds 

!^loTc  wholesome  than  yrlep  d  hiircout,  which 
Norlh-Briiish  lad,  full  fimmis  in  ncords 
Of  Knpland's  chronicle-  for  selling  kine:s, 
^^'hc^  he  o'cThoar\-  hilb,  orcraL;;;y  rliffs. 
Or  ru<j:j»vd  rocl;$,  where  eagles  !)uil<l  their  nest, 
Kiilrsonn  j»allowav,  thoujih  snull,  \et  strong; 
Voy'gjn;:  from  Dim-'bay  H>.'ad  through  shc- 

riiTdoms 
Barren  and  bleak,  withchef^nci'd  niaid  superb, 
Intent  with  clipp'd  Jacobuses  to  l)ny 
French  wine  in  I.iisitanian  c.isk<*  ypi-nt. 
Which  well-paid  perjurers  vouch  .ill  for  port, 
Tlioogh  they  jK^rlups  the  grnwih    of  IJour- 

deaiiN  be, 
Chatlcau,  Margout,  or  the  rcnownM  Poiitack. 
TliU't  whil<r  in  'inalms  jny  Iumw  iiK>ment> 
A  w»"ht,  in  habit  velvet  all  ajul  tii.Iil,  [^cTcep, 
Formal und  fine,  dre;id  nujnsier  I  ilnctor  highi, 
"Wuh  SfJemn  fare  into  ilickitclK;i  >talks. 

II  in  honv  finders  tln^ice  mv  puKc  .issny; 
Thricv;  sern-is  deep  he  asks  ;  surpri  'H,  I  dread 
The  voice  <»b'»reiie,  and  hate  tlu:  .i.  klv  sound. 
What  shall  I  Ho?  Amaz'd,  confounded,  dumb 
I  stand,  nor  answer  give  to  his  deinands, 
Nauseou"!  t<»  virgin  car>  ;  my  friz/led  htitr 
Stands  uprithi.ioitsroof  my  tonmic  slicks  dry, 
Kcienti\-i»  ficnhy  n»y  bowels  lose. 

So  horrible  lie  .<ecni5. — His  hor-e-hair  wig 
SiiffenM  with  an^ry  curls,  his  a.:.itc  cane 
And  L'fhlcd  sword  ftoo  oft  bv  co\«  anls  worn) 
Disastrous  deeds  forclwde;  In  hi- rii;ht-hand 
The  desperate  \>cn  he  lakes,  which,  lingcd  with 

ink,  / 

Strang  charactera  and  figures  dire  inscribes. 
Illegible  to  nwid,  or  mati,  or  \\  itch. 

Oh,  may  such  plagties  averted  ever  be 
Froni  modest  spinsters!  I^o!  behind  him  sneaks 
Another  mortal,  not  unlike  himself, 
or  jargon  full,  with  termu  obscure  q'erchargM, 
Apothecary  calld,  whose  fortid  liTbds 
V/ith  power  mechanic.and  with  charms  arcane, 
Apollo,  god  of  medicine,  has  endued. 
If  he  gilt  pills,  powder,  op  bolus  brown. 
Haply  into  ihe  open  mouth  convey 
Of  patient ;  straight  his  bo<ly  lo  the  dose 
Olwcquious  (as  erst  Li  Mancha's  kniiiht) 
Is  lo  a  ftather-lK(l  well-warm'd  coiivev'd  : 
Sheets  never  to  be  chang'd,  and  watchful  nursic 
The  captive  wretch  incarcerate,  till  Time, 
The  best  physician,  set  the  patient  free. 

Beware,  yc  virgins,  of  your  health  beware; 
Be  circumspect  to  romp  or  run  ;  ascend 
The  mountain's  airy  top  ;  th'  empiric  crew 
Will  el<e  oft  visit  your  abode,  by  fees 
Of  gold  allur'd,  and  dangefous  symptomj  fiad  j 


Prompt  to  torment  some  pale  unthrivingvrench 
With  griping  buckthorn,  or  with  lancet  sharp 
To  pierce  the  shivering  arm.     So,  poets  sin^, 
Sow-m'lder  erst,  toc.dveb,  pigs, colts,  and  lamb 
Sworn  everlasting  foe,  with  goggling  eves 
To  stables,  sttts,  or  cow-pen?,  early  comes 
Protending  his  fell  knife,  to  thoughtless  bulls 
Sure  ruin.     So,  in  undisccrning  uiiiht, 
M)riads  of  fairies,  by  their  monarch  led. 
To  iiifanis'  cradles,  or  lo  nursery  rnonis. 
In  serried  files  march  on.   Meanwhile  the  babe, 
Secure  in  innocence,  t^lc-eps  sound  and  smiles. 
The  peers  and  peeresses,  with  Oheron's  self, 
(ireal  Oberon,  of  Fairv  realms  supreme, 
V^'ithin  one  circle  all,  in  dance  and  sonc. 
And  midnight  music,  move  their  tiny  feet. 
Nurse  hears,  or  thinks  she  hears,  Hwixt  sleep 

and  wake. 
Loud  sounds,  unseen,  delightful  to  the  ear: 
liui^fairv  fiddles  lull  again  to  sleep. 
Kftsoons  kingOber(»n  and  twche  chosen  men, 
^^'ith  scaling  ladtlers  of  l>utch  threa«l  con»pact. 
The  cradle  mount,  collecting  all  their  mi^ht  : 
The  burthen  of  the  ponderous  child  they  raise, 
inevorable;  nor  will  aught  avail  [well ; 

Hright  eyes,  loud  tears,  or  limbs  prnportion'd 
I'or  pigmy  brat  they  change  the  bouncing  bov, 
And  to  their  own  abodes,  where'er  they  be, 
Tlu-  harmless  babe  with  lo  Pa:ans  drag. 

So  pj:ss  mv  davs.    Rut,  when  a  wake  or  fair 
(^omes  on,  and  rails  the  joyous  damsels  fi»rih  ; 
When  swains,  in  leaihem  galligaskins  clajj. 
Treat  nvmphs  with  cyder,  sparkling  drink  and 
In  melancholy  bailor  kitchen  wide,     [sweet  j 
I  cough  deserted  ;  partner  for  the  dance 
None  chooses  me;  none  on  the  l»cechen  bark 
.\ly  name  inscribes;  no  brawny  bachelor 
Hangs  over  me  enamour'd.     bmjily  sad, 
.My  woe  through  three  times  six  revolving  years 
I  count,  nojollv  Joe,  nor  sober  Sam, 
The  matrimonial  question  e'er  propos'd. 
Or  crooked  Sixpence  ofYer'd  to  divide. 
Amidst  the  horrors  of  lonj;  winiry  nishls 
I  si2;h,  my  heart  imo  my  white-rann*<l  shoes 
\\'ith  palpitation  sinks.     1  pomler  now 
Where  rats-bane 's  sold,  and  ftow  again  the  well 
I  view  irresolute,  and  oft  the  strength 
Of  mv  own  garters  try.     Peexish  I  pine. 
And  fret,  and  rave,  and  wish  ;  my  rovins  niiiid 
h'inds  no  relief,  mv  rolling  eyes  no  sleep. 

}iut,  if  the  Htranger  Morpheus  docs  invade 
Mv'paiiiful  limbs,  my  fancy,  still  awake, 
Thoua;htful  of  n^an,  and  ea|ier,  in  a  dream, 
Imagmarv  blisses  gives  and  takes 
In  vain  !  awake,  I  find  myself  alone, 
I'nblessM,  alas  !  and  curse  the  backward  «iex. 
Thus  do  1  live,  from  pleasure  quite  cut  oft. 
Fairing  to  me  no  generous  carter  brings. 
No  pears,  no  gingerbread,  though  brown,  yet 

sweet ; 
No  filberts  I,  nor  -walnuts  crack,  nor  squeeze 
The  china  orange  through  its  tawny  coat: 
I'roubles  immeasc,  though  mightier  still  re- 
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Xfyw'hale-l)onchoop,thathassolong\vithstood 'Willi  tedious  lessons  aiul  long  task  to  gel, 
Piiils,  pots,  and  doors,  and  wiili  circumlerciice  My  disiinl  thoughts  eniplov :  or  wield  uiy  j>cn 

wide  To  murk  dire  characters  on' paper  wliito  :' 

Mv  virtuous  limbs  enclosed,  by  frequent  sparks  Not  blunti-r  jjcu  or  stronger  character 
Of  fire's  deslroy'd  (what  will  not  tire  destroy  !).  j  Uses  ihe  sa^e,  a  cliiroinancer  hight, 
Thcsplinter'dribs  crack, break, and  pierceamain  Sprung  from  Egvpiian  king,  and  swarthy  race. 
My  wounded  skin.    In  rags  the  canvas  hangs  ;  I  Aujcnophis,  or  Piolemv,  when  he, 


The  seven-fold  circlets  of  the  fluttering  hoop 
Uplifted,  yield  to  cvciy  blast  of  wind, 
Southern,  or  Western,  or  the  bleak  North-east, 
North-east,  that  sinks  the  hearts  of  h'ppish 

souls. 
Till  whale-bone,  twitcher,  petticoat,  and  all, 
Descend  with  clangor  to  the  rattling  hearth. 
So  when  of  some  great  church  the  cupola, 
Or  minster  of  renown'd  metropolis, 
York,  Canterbury,  or  the  height  of  Paul's, 
Resisting  long  lliejaws  of  ravenous  Tunft, 
The  summer's  thunder,  and  the  winter's  wind, 
Fam'd  many  centuries  for  its  stately  strength, 
Upon  some  fatal,  unexpected  dav, 
Smit  by  the  rapid  lightning's  forked  gleam. 
Admits  the  flame  ;  tlie  melted  lead  runs  down: 
'i'heir  own  destruction  sapless  beams  increase : 
The  neighbours  with  astonishment  are  sei/'d ;  'J^orn  from  the  birch 


In  »jarch  of  stolen  call'i  or  money  lost, 
For  wondering  j)loughman  does  his  art  employ; 
Or  for  the  wisti'd  reiurn  of  sweet-heari  dear. 
Or  a|)roufme,  purloiu'il  from  hawthorn  hedge. 
For  country-maid  consults  directing  stars, 
Gemini,  Taurus,  or  chill  Capricorn. 

Thus  while  my  iingeringhours  Ijoyless spend 
With  magisterial  look,  and  solemn  siej), 
AppeaiS  iny  school-master,  tremendous  wight! 
Dreaded  bv  truant  boys  :  how  can!  'scape 
Th'  ex|)ected  punishment  for  task  ungoi  ? 
Aghast  I  stand,  nor  fly  to  covert  bench, 
Or  corner  dark,  to  hiile  my  hapless  head  ; 
So  great  my  terror,  that  it  quite  bereaves 
My  limbs  the  ))ower  to  fly  ;  slow  he  ascends 
Tir  appointed  seat,  and  on  his  right-hand  lies 
The  bushy  rod,  comjios  fl  of  numerous  twijj;9 


They  stare,  they  scream,  they  help,  they  steal, 

they  run. 
Kndeavours  vain!  Unconquer'd,  unextuict, 
Flames  domineer  aloft:  far  oft'  resounds 


or  bending  wiliowj 


Which  to  the  fle=.h  of  idle  boys  portends, 
For  the  neglected  task,  a  |)oignant  smart; 
And  with  him  comes  another  mighty  elf, 
Yclep'd  an  usher  ;  ah,  terrific  name 


The  wreck  of  cfiancels,  and  the  crush  of  aisles; 'To  lesser  wights!  who  if  they  hapless  place 
High  turrets  hasten  to  the  vaidts  below,  j  In  station  wrong  pronoun  or  i)articiple. 

And  proud  cathedrals  tumble  to  the  ground.     Straight,  by  the  magic  of  his  voice,  arcrais'd 

;  In  attitude  above  their  lov'd  compeers, 

^    ^      m,    ^  #.      ,  •         t-.  «  I  VVhere  thev,  reluctant,  various  torments  bear, 

§221.  The  Copper  larthivg.    Pf.nxington*.^  Till  by  their  dolorous  plaints,  that  pierce  the 
TLTappy  the  boy,    who  dwells  remote  from;  skies,  [down 

'-^         school.  They   draw    kind    pity,    moist-ev'd  goddess. 

Whose  pocket,  or  whose  rattlino;-box,  contains  To  heal,  with  balm  orsympathy, 'their  woe. 
A  copjjcr  Farthing; !  He  nor  grieving  hears         Ye  urchins,  take,  ah  !  take  peculiar  care,  [ways. 
Hot  cheese-cakes  cried,  nor  savoury  mutton-:  For,  when  ye  wot  not,  much  he  murks  your 
Butwith  his  play-mates, intheduskofcve,[pies;  And  in  his  mind  revolves  disastrous  deeds 
To  well  known  blacksmith's  shop,  or  church- '  Against  th'  unwary  wretch.     So  story  tells, 

yard,  hies  ;  jThat  chanticleer,  on  dunghill's  top  elate. 

Where,  mindful  of  the  sport  thatjoys  his  heart.  With  haughty  step,  and  watchful  eye  askance. 


Marbles,  or  chuck,  he  instantly  begins. 
With  undisscmbled  pleasure  in  his  face. 
To  draw  the  circle,  or  to  pitch  the  dump : 
While  r,  confin'd  within  the  hated  walls 
Of  school,  resounding  with  a  clamorous  din, 
Bv  still  more  hated  books  envlron'd,  1, 


Each  tiny  prominence  he  views,  where  haplv  he 
May  find  conceal'd  delicious  grub  or  worm. 
To  wiiich  his  maw  insatiate  forebodes 
Certain  destruction,  while,  behind  or  bi^sh, 
;  Or  pale  encompassing  the  farmer's  vard,    [wile 
jSkulks  Reynard,  fraught  with  many  a  crafty 

^  *  This  lady  died  In  the  year  1759,  aged  25.  The  followintr  character  of  her,  bv  Mr  Duncombe, 
IS  exrtacted  from  that  gentleman's  Poem,  called  "  I'he  Feminead,"  vol.  iv.  Pearch'*  Collection  of 
Peeaxs,  p.  184. 

"  Nor  shall  thy  much-lov'd  Pennington  remain 

•♦  Unsung,  unhonour'd  in  my  votive  strain. 

**  See  where  the  soft  enchantress,  wandering  o'er 

*'  The  fairy  ground  that  Phillips  trod  before, 

♦*  Exalts  her  chemic  wand,  and  swift  behold 
^  "  The  basest  metal  ripen  into  gold  ! 

**  Beneath  her  magic  toucli,  with  \.'.)ndering  eye, 

•*  We  viev.^  vile  copper  witi\  pure  sterling  vie  ;       - . 

*•  Nor  shall  the  Farthing,  sung  by  her,  forbear 

"  To  claim  the  praies  of  the  smiling  Fair; 

*•  Till  chuck  and  marble  shall  no  more  emplo;^ 

**  Tie  thoughtless  leiiure  of  the  truant  boy." 

T*  eusnare 
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Tcn&narr  the  feathcr'd  race,  who.  ifthev  »tray 
Bcvond  the  precincts  ol'  their  uioihi-r's  ken, 
He  strait  purloins  them  from  hor  careful  wing. 
With  his  sharp  teeth  torments  their  tender 

frame. 
And  with  the  crimson  gore  disiains  their  sides, 
Rclentle^i* ;  nor  can  all  the  piorrino;  cries 
Of  ducklin;r,  chick,  or  turkey,  yet  untlcdg'd. 
His  heart  oMurate  move;  instnnt  he  tears 
Each  iremblinj;  limh,  devours  the  quivering 
Nor  leaves  a  remnant  of  the  bloody  teasi,  [rtc^h, 
Save  a  few  flutterinp;  feathers  scatter'd  round 
(Thal.with  their  varied  plumage,  whtlojjuleck'tl 
The  slau;ihter*d  prey)»  to  tell  the  hapless  talc. 
Thus  joyless  do  I  s])end  thoM-  hours  the  sun 
Illuminates;  and  when  the  silver  moon 
HergcnlJe  ray  disjwnses,  and  invites 
The  swains  and  maids  to  mix  in  jovial  dance 
Around  the  towering  may-poUs  of  the  ajeen, 
Where  each  gav  ploughman  <loes  his  partner 
Asloveorfatedi^rects;  oroVr  tlulawn  [choose 
The  needle  thread,  or  toss  the  boiuiding  ball ; 
All  cheerless  I,  nor  dance,  nor  pleasing;  sport, 
Nor  social  mirth,  nor  bowl  of  tKij)|)y  ide, 
Paruke:  hut  on  her  droopinc;  raven  wing, 
Sad  Melancholy  hovers  o'er  my  head. 
Pale  Envy  rankles  deep  within  my  hreast. 
And  baneful  venom  sheds.     (Jrim  Horror  too 
Attends  my  lhouc!;hts,'and  fills  ms  ;i,l()ouiy  mind 
With  tales  of  gliding  sprites,   in  u)ilk-white 

shrouds 
Array *d,  and  rattling  chains,  and  yelling  ghosts 
Irascible!  or  Fancv,  mimic  (piecn, 
To  swift  imaginatfon's  eye  presents 
A  grotip  of  tiny  elves,  in  circling  dance 
Or  luscious  feast  em  ploy'd ;  such  elves  as  danc'd 
When  Olnron  did  fair  Titinna  wed  ; 
While  I,  in  wishes  impotent  and  vain. 
For  Lil>erty,  dear  object  of  my  hopes. 
The  tedious  moments  spend;  or  if  perchance, 
Aforpheus  iiivok'd,  my  heavy  e;  e-lids  close, 
]>car  LilxTly  still  haunts  my  sleepint;  thoughts, 
And  in  a  short-livM  dream  thost  joys  I  taste. 
Which  waking  are  denied:  and  i>eat  the  hoop 
With  dextrous  hand,  or  run  with  iVei  as  swilt 
As  feathcr'd  arrow  flios  from  ar(  hers  bow: 
Till,  frommy  slumber  wak'd,  too  soon  I  find 
It  was  illusion  all,  and  niockerv  vain. 

Thus,  comfortless,  appalPd,  forlorn  I  pass 
The  tardy  hours,  nor  of  those  \  lands  taste, 
Which  are  on  other  boys  full  oft  bestow'd 
In  plenteous  manner  by  the  liberal  hand 
Of  friend  indulgent;  apple-pye,  or  tart. 
Or  Ireinbling  custard  of  delicious  goiit. 
Or  frothv  svllabub  in  copious  bowl. 
Hard  fate  for  me!  Yet  harder  stiJI  betides 
JVlc,  hapless  youth !  My  faithful  lop,  that  oft 
Has  chccr'd  my  droooing  spirits,  and  reviv'd 
My  sadden ing'thotiglits,  ^hen  o'er  the  pave- 
ment smooth 
It  spins,  and  sleeps,  and  to  its  master's  hand 
Does nmple justice,  now,  alas!   become 
To  all  the  rude  inclemencies  of  \vc;tthcr. 
To  time  and  destiny's  releiitlcss  doom 


A  miserable  victim,  quite  decay'd 
With  many  semces,  and  cleft  throughout. 
All  useless  lies  :  ah  !  sight  of  saddest  woe 
To  %vrciched  me!  of  every  hope  bereft, 
Of  every  gleam  of  comfort.     So  the  wretch, 
Who  near  or  iEtna  or  \'esuviu8  dwells. 
Beholds  the  sulph'rousflames.ihe  molten  rocks. 
And  feels  the  ground  trembling  beneath  his  feet 
Tdl  with  a  horrid  vawn  it  opens  wide 
Before  his  eyes,  all  glaring  with  affright ; 
Swallows  his  cultur'd  vines,  his  gardens,  housi 
^^Mlh  all  his  soul  held  dear,  his  lovely  wife, 
And  prattlingbabes,  the  hopes  of  years  to  come  . 
All,  all  arc  lost,  in  ruin  terrible ! 


§  222.  The  Srhool-botf,  By  /he  Rev.  Mr.  Matt^ 
rice.  Author  of  the  Indian  Antiquities.  IVrit- 
tcu  ly  him  at  a  very  early  age. 

,^^  Multa  tulit,  fecitque  puer.        Ho». 

n^HRicK  happy  he,  whose  hours  the  cheering 
•*■        smiles 

Of  freedom  bless;  who  wantons  uncontroul'd 
Where  luise  invites,  or  Pleasure's  syren  voice  : 
Him  the  stern  tyrant  with  his  iron  scourge 
Annoys  not,  nor  the  dire  oppressive  weight 
Of  gafling  chain  ;  but  when  inc  blushing  morn 
Puiples  tlie  Kast,  with  eager  transport  wild. 
O'er  hill,  o'er  valley,  on  his  panting  steed 
He  hounds  e-xulting,  as  in  full  career 
With  hortis,  and  hounds,  and  ihund  ring  shouts 

he  drives 
The  flyinc  stag;  or  when  the  dusky  shades 
Of  eve,  arlvancing,  veil  the  darken'd  sky, 
'J'o  neighb'ring  tavern,  blithsome,  he  resorts 
With  boon  companion,  where  they  drown  their 

cares 
In  sprightly  bumpers,  and  the  mantling  bowl. 
Far  otherwise  within  these  darksome  walls. 
Whose  gates, with  rows  of  triple  steel  secur'd. 
And  many  a  bolt,  prohibit  all  egress, 
I  spen<l  my  joyless  days;  ere  dawn  appears, 
Roiis'd  from  my  peaceful  slumbers  by  the  sound 
Of  nwe-inspiring  bell,  whose  every  stroke 
('hills  my  heart-blood,  all  iremblinci  I  descend 
From  dreary  garret,  round  whose  ancient  r«iof, 
(»':»ping  with  hideous  chinks, the  whistlingl'Iasi 
Perpetual  raves,  and  fieiec  descending  rains 
(Discharge  their  fnry— dire  lethargic  dews 
Oppress  my  drowsy  sense;  still  fancy  te<'nw 
With  fond  ideal  joVs,  and,  fir'd  with  what 
Or  poets  sing,  or  tabled  tale  records. 
Presents  transporting  visions  ;  goblets  crown'd 
With  juice  of  nectar,  or  the  food  divine 
Of  rich  ambrosia,  tempting  to  the  sight ! 
While  in  the  shade  of  some  einboweringgrove, 
I  lie  reclind,  or  through  Klysian  plains 
Enraptur'd  stray  ;  where  every  plant  and  flow 
Send  forth  an  odorous  smell,  and  all  the  air 
Whh  soiigH  of  lore  and  melody  resounds. 
Meanwhile  benumbing  cold  invades  my  joints^ 
As  with  slow  faltering  footsteps  1  resort 
To  where,  of  antifpie-mould,  a  lofty  dome 

Rears 
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Rears  its  tremendous  front ;  here  all  at  once 
From  thousand  different  tongues  a  mighty  Jjuin 
Assauhs  my  ear  ;  loud  as  the  distant  roar 
Of  tumbling  torrents;  or  as  in  some  mart 
Of  public  note,  for  traffic  far  rcnovvn'd. 
Where  Jew  with  Grecian,  Turk  with  African 
Assembled,  in  one  general  peal  unite 
Ofd read fu  I  jargon. — Straight  on  wooden  bench 
1  lake  my  seat,  and  con  with  studious  care 
Th'appoint!?d  tasks ;  o'er  many  a  puzzling  page 
Poring  intent,  and  sage  Athenian  bard. 
With  dialect,  and  mood,  and  tense  perplex'di 
And  conjugations  varied  without  end. 

When  lo!  with  haughty  stride  (in  size  like 
him 
Who  erst,  extended  on  the  burning  lake, 
•'Lay  floating  many  arood")  his  sullen  brow 
Witn  lowering  frowns  and  fearful  glooms  o'er- 

cast, 
Enters  the  Pedagogue!  terrific  sight; 
An  ample  ninefold  peruke,  spread  immense. 
Luxuriant  waving  down  his  shoulders  plays ; 
His  right-hand  fiercely  grasps  an  oaken  staff. 
His  left  a  hunch  of  limber  twigs  sustains, 
Call'd  by  the  vulgar  birch,  Tartarean  root. 
Whose  wrankling  poiiLs,  in  blackest  poison 

dipt, 
InRicta  mortal  pain;  and,  where  they  light, 
A  ghastly  furrow  leave. — A  solemn  pause  en- 
sues : 
As  when,  of  old,  the  monarch  of  the  floods, 
'Midst  raging  hurricanes  and  battling  waves. 
Shaking  the  dreadful  trident,  rear'd  aloft 
His  awful  brow — Sudden  the  furious  winds 
Were  hush'd  in  peace,  the  billows  ceas'd  their 

rage: 
Or  when  (if  mighty  themes  like  these  allow 
An  humble  metaphor)  the  sportive  race 
Of  nibbling  heroes,  bent  on  wanton  plav. 
Beneath  the  shelter  of  some  well-stor'd  b>arn,' 
In  many  an  airy  circle  wheel  around  ; 
Some  eye,  perchance,  in  private  nook  conceal'd. 
Beholds  Grimalkin  ;  instant  they  disperse 
In  headlong  flight,  each  to  his  secret  cell ; 
If  haply  he  may  'scape  impending  fate. 

Thus  ceas'd  the  general  clamour ;  all  remain 
In  silent  terror  wrapt,  and  thought  profound. 

Meanwhile,  tlic  Pedagogue  throughout  the 
dome 
His  fiery  eye-balls,  like  two  blazing  stars, 
Pf»rtentou§  rolls,  on  some  unthinking  wretch 
To  shed  their  baleful  influence ;  whilst  his  voice. 
Like  thunder,  or  the  cannon's  sudden  burst. 
Three  times  is  heard,  and  thrice  the  roofs  re- 
sound ! 
A  sudden  paleness  gathers  in  my  face , 
Thro'  all  my  limbsa  stiffeninghorror  spreads. 
Cold  as  the  dews  of  death ;  nor  heed  my  eyes 
Their  wonted  function,  but  in  stupid  gaze 
Ken  the  fell  monster;  from  my  trembling  hands 
The  time-worn  volume  drops;  oh,  dire  presage 
Of  instant  woe!  for  now  the  mighty  sound. 
Pregnant  with  dismal  tidings,  once  again 
Stfikeb  mv  astonish'd  ears  :  transiixd  with  awe. 


783 


And  senseless  for  a  time,  I  stand;  but  soon. 
By  friendly  jog  or  neighbouring  whisper  rous'd. 
Obey  the  dire  injunction  ;  straight  I  loose 
Depending  brogue*,  and  monnt  the  lofty  throne 
Indignant,  or  the  back  oblique  ascend"^ 
Of  sorrowful  compeer:  nor  long  delays 
The  monarch,  from  his  palace  stalking  down. 
With  visage  all  inflain'd  ;  his  sable  robe 
Sweeping  in    lengthening    folds    along    the 
ground :  [scourge 

He  shakes  his   sceptre,    and    th'  impending 
Brand i si les  high  ;  nor  tears  nor  shrieks  avail ; 
But  with  impetuous  fury  it  descends. 
Imprinting  horrid  wounds,  with  fatal  flovr 
Of  blood  attended,  and  convulsive  pangs. 

Curs'd  be  the  wretch,  for  ever  doom'd  to  boat' 
Infernal  whippings;  he,  whose  savage  hkJids 
First  grasp'd  these  barbarous  weapons,   bitter 

cause 
Of  foul  disgrace,  and  many  a  dolorous  groan 
To  hapless  school-boy! — Could  itnotsufhce 
I  groan'd  and  toil'd  beneath  the  merciless  weight 
By  stern,  relentless  tyranny  impos'd  ; 
But  scourges  too,  and  cudgels  were  reserv'd 
To  goad  my  harrow'd  sides :  this  wretched  life 
Loading  with  heavier  ills !  a  life  expos'd 
To  all  the  woes  of  hunger,  toil,  distress ; 
Cut  off  from  every  genial  source  of  bliss; 
From  every  bland  amusement,  wont  to  sooth 
The  youthful  breast;  except  when  father  Time, 
In  joyful  change,  rolls  round  the  festive hour^, 
That  gives  tiiis  rneagre,  pining  figure  back 
To  parent  fondness,  and  its  native  roofs  ! 
Fir'd  with  the  thought,  then,  then,  my  tower- 
ing soul 
Rises  superior  to  its  load,  and  spurns 
Its  proud  oppressors;  frantic  with  delight 
My  fancy  riots  in  successive  scenes  [laid 

Ot  bliss  and  pleasures :  plans  and  schemes  are 
How  best  the  fleeting  moments  to  improve. 
Nor  lose  one  portion  of  so  rare  a  boon. 

But  soon,  too  soon,  the^lorious  scenes  are 
fled. 
Scarce  one  short  moon  enjoy'd ;  (oh !  transient 
Of  sublunary  bliss!)  by  bitter  change,  [state 
And  other  scenes  succeeded,  what  fierce  pangs 
Then  rack  my  soul !  what  ceaseless  floods  of 

grief 
Rush  down  my  cheeks,  while  strong  convul- 
sive throbs  [s|jeech ! 
Heave  all  my  frame,  and  choak  the  power  of 
Forlorn  I  sigh,  nor  heed  the  gentle  voice 
Of  friend  orstranger,  who,  with  soothing  words 
And  slender  gift,  would  fain  beguile  my  woes: 
In  vain  :  for  what  can  aupiht  avail  lo  sooth 
Such  raging  anguish?  Oft  with  sudden  glance  ' 
Before  mv  eyes  in  all  its  horror  glares 
That  well-known  form,  and  oft  I  seem  to  hear 
The  thundering  scourge — ah  me !  e'en  now  I 
Its  deadly  venom,  raging  as  the  pangs       [feel 
That  tore  Alcides,  wlien  the  burning  vest 
Prey'd   on  his  wasted  sides. — At  length,   re- 
turned 
Within  these  hated  walls,  again  I  mourn 

A  fcullen 
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A  wllm  jnmoner,  till  Uic  wish'd  approach 
(  holiday  or  fcslive  play 

1 ,  If  :  ah !  freedom  that  nnist  end 

U  uii  ihoc,  decliuing  Sol !  All  h.iil,  yc  sires 
F.ir  *.tnrntvrtiiown\l,  whose gloilous  names 
1       1  \ioin  characters  pouriray'd, 

1  il  chronologic  pa?;e 
{.t:  V.  ..,j.w,  .  .>,  iridgcj  oft,  when  >«)rcoppre8s*d 
With  diie  calaniirics,  the  glad  rciurii 
Of  your  iriunipljant  festivals  liath  checr'd 
My  drooping  soul.     Nor  be  thy  name  forgot. 
Illustrious  Georok!  for  much  to  ilicc  I  owe 
Of  heart-felt  ra^Jture,  as  with  loyal  /.cal 
Glowing,  I  pile  the  crackling  bontirt-  liigh. 
Or  hurl  the  mounting  rocket  thoiiu;h  the  air. 
Or  fiery  wlnzziug  serpent;  thus  thy  name 
Shall  still  l)e  honour  a,  as  thro'  future  years 
The  circling  Seasons  roll  their  fesii\L'  round. 

Sotnctimes,    by    dire    compuUivc   hunger 
press'd,  [trunk 

I  spring  the  neighbouring  fence,  and  scale  the 
Ofappie-tree ;  or  wide,  o'er  flowerv  lawns 
Hy  hedge  or  thicket,  l)end  my  hasty  steps. 
Intent,  v/ith  socnl  ambush,  to  surprise 
The  siraw-built  nest,  and  unsu^ptciing  brood 
Of  thrush  or  bull-finch  ;  oft  with  watchful  ken 
Kvcing  the  backward  lawns,  lest  hostile  glance 
()hsrr\e  my  footsteps,  while  each  rustling  leaf 
Stirr'd  by  tlie  gentle  gale,  alarms  mv  fears: 
'llien,  parch'il  beneath   the   buruing  heats  of 

noon, 
I  plunge  into  the  limpid  stream  that  laves 
'ITie  silent  ^ale ;  or,  on  its  grassy  hanks, 
Honeath  some  oak's  maiestic  shade  recline, 
Knvviris  the  vagrant  fis.he3,as  they  jiass, 
Their  boon  of  freedom  ;  till  the  distant  sound 
Of  tolling  curfew  warns  ine  to  depart. 

Tlius  nn<lcr  lymnt-pow'rl  groan,  oppress'd 
With  worse  than  slavery ;  yet  my  free-horn  soul 
Her  native  warmth  forgets  not,  nor  will  brook 
iVlenace,  or  tauiit,  from  proud  in -tiki  un  peer; 
IJut  sunwnons  to  the  field  thedou^hiy  foe 
In  single  combat,  'midst  th'  impartial  throng, 
'liiere  to  decide  our  fate:  oft  too,  iuflam'd 
%V'ith  mutual  rage,  two  rival  armies  meet 
Of  youthful  warri:ors;  kindling  ai  thesight, 
My  soul  is  fiird  with  vast  heroic  thoughts, 
'Jrusting  in  ujariial  gl«nv  to  surpass 
]*oman  or  Grecian  chief:  instant,  with  shouts, 
The  mingling  squadrons  joiil  the  hot  rid  fray  ; 
No  need  of  cannon,  or  the  murderou!'  steel. 
Wide  wastinc  naturu;  rage  our  arms  supplies; 
Iragnients  of  rock  are  hurl'd,  and  showers  of 

stones 
Obscure  the  day ;  nor  less  the  brawny  arm 
Or  k:--  *•    '    '  ;'.  avail ;  high  in  the  midst 
Arr.  j.luv  chiels,  thro' hosts  of  foes 

Mo  — ., uay;  and  n(»\v  with  tenfold  rage 

The  combat    bums,    full  uiAny  a  sanguine 

stream 
Distalns  the  field,  and  many  a  veteran  brave 
Lies  prostrate^  loud  triumptuul  :>houi3  ascend 


By  turns  from  cither  host;   each  clainjs  the 
p;dm  [shades 

Of  glorious  conquest  ;  nor   till   night's  dun 
Involve  the  sky  the  doubtful  conflict  ends. 
Thus,  when  rebellion  shook  the  thrones  of  • 
heaven. 
And  all  th'  Eternal  Powers  in  battle  met, 
nigh  o'er  the  rest,  with  vast  giK;ujtic  strides, 
'Hie  go<llike  leaders  on  th'  end)aitled  plain, 
("ame  towering,  breathing  forth   revenge  and 
Nor  less  terrific  join'd  the  inferior  hosts  [fate: 
Of  angel  warriors,  when  encounteriuB;  hills 
Tore  the  rent  conclave — flashing  with  the  blaze 
Of  fiery  arms,  and  liohtniugs,  not  of  .Tove; 
All  heaven  rcsoundeo,  and  the  astonish'd  deep 
Of  chaos  bellow'd  with  the  monstrous  roar. 


§  223.     Written  in  a  Lady's  Ivory  TaHr-loofr. 
lUOtJ,  Swin. 

■pKRj^E  my  leaves  through  ever\-  part, 
■■•  Ancl  think  thou  seest  my  owner's  heart, 
Scrawl'd  o'er  with  trifles  thus,  and  quite 
As  hard,  as  senseless,  and  as  light  j 
Hlxposd  to  every  coxcomb's  eyes. 
Hut  hid  with  caution  from  the  wise. 
Here  you  mav  read,  ••  Dear  charming  saint!'* 
lieneath,  "  A  new  receipt  for|Kiint  :" 
Mere,  in  beau-spelling,  •♦  Tru  tel  deth  ;" 
There,  in  her  own,  '•  For  an  el  brelh  :" 
Here,  '*  Lowly  nymj)h,  pronounce  my  doom!** 
There,  ••  A  safe  wa\  to  use  perfume  :" 
Here,  apagefili'd  with  billet-doux  : 
On  t'other  side,  •*  Laid  out  for  shoes." 

*•  Madam,  I  die  without  your  grace:** 
*'  Item,  for  half  a  yard  of  lace." — 
Who  that  had  wit  would  place  it  here, 
I'^or  every  peeping  fop  to  jeer  ? 
In  pow'r  of  spittle  and  a  clout,' 
Whene'er  he  please  to  blot  it  out : 
And  then,  to  heighten  the  disgrace. 
Clap  his  own  nonsense  in  the  place. 
Whoe'er  expects  to  hold  his  part 
In  such  a  book,  and  Such  a  heart. 
If  he  be  wealthy,  and  a  fool. 
Is  in  all  points  the  fittest  tool  ; 
Of  vvh(Mn  it  may  l>c  justly  said, 
lie's  agold  pencil  tipp'd  with  lead. 


§'J?4.  Mrf.  Ifarrix'sPcfitinn.   Kij)^. 

H'^o  their  Excelltucies   the  Lords  Justices  of 

■■■    Ireland,  *  the  humble  petition  of  Frances 

Harris,  [ries,) 

(Who  must  starve,  and  die  atuaid,  ifitmlscar- 

Ilumbly  shewelh. 

That  I  went  to  warm  myself  in  Lady  tJlctly'!> 
chamber,  because  1  was  eoid  ; 

And  I  ha<l  in  a  purse  seven  pounds  four  shil- 
lings and  six-pence,  besides  farmings, 
in  money  and  gold : 


•  The  £arU  of  Berkeley  and  of  Galway. 


f  Lidy  Betty  Berkeley,  aftciwarJaGer.nainc. 
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So,  because  I  had  been  buying  thing«j  lor  my 

Lady  last  riii;ht, 
1  was  resol  v'd  to  icil  aiy  money,  to  see  if  it  was 

right. 
Now,  you  must  know,  because  my  trunk  has  \ 

a  very  bad  lock,  / 

Thereibre  all  the  money  1  have,  whicli,  God 

knows,  is  a  verv  >mail  stock,, 
I  keep  in  my  pocket,  tied  about  my  middl 

next  to  my  smock. 
So  when  I  went  t<»  put  up  my  purse,  as  God 

would  have  it,  my  "sincick  wasunripp'd, 
And,   instead   of  putting   it   into  my  pocket, 

d«)wn  it  slipp'd !  [Lady  to  bed; 

Then  the  bell  rung,  audi  wenldown  toputmy 
And,  God  knows,  I  ihouj;,ht  my  money  was  as 

safe  as  niy  maiden liead.  [feel  very  light: 
So,  when  1  came  up  a^;ain,  I  found  my  pocket 
But  when  1  i.eurc!r(l,and  miss'd  my  purse,  Lord, 

I  tlioiignt  I  should  have  sunk  outright. 
Lord!  Madam,  says  AJary,  how  d'  ye  do?  In- 
deed, says  I,  never  worse  : 
Bat  pray,  .Mary,  can  you  tell  whatlhavedone 

with  my  purse? 
Lord  help  me  !  said  Mar}-,  I  never  stirr'd  out  of 

this  place:  [that's  a  plain  case. 

Nav,  said  I,  I  had  it  in  Lady  Betty's  chandler. 
So  \Jary  got  metohed.undcover'd  me  up  warm; 
Hovvcsershestolcaway  mygarters,  that  I  might 

do  myself  no  harm,  [very  well  think. 
So  r  tumbled  and  tobs'd  all  night,  as  you  may 
I3ut' hardly  ever  set  my  eyes  together,  or  slept 

a  wink. 
So  I  was  a-dream'd,  melhought,  that  we  went 

and  search'd  the  folks  round, 
And  in  a  corner  of  Mrs.  Duke's  *  box,  tied  in 

a  rag, the  money  was  found .  [a-swearing*: 
So  next  morning  we  told  Whittle,t  and  he  fell 
Then  my  dame  Wadgar  4  came;  and  she,  you 

know,  is  thick  of  licarine;. 


"Tisnot  that  I  value  the  money  three  skips  of  a 

louse ;  ft  [nouse. 

Hut  the  thing  1  stand  upon  is  the  credit  of  the 
'Tis  true,  seven  povmds,  four  shillings,  and  six- 
pence, makes  a  great  hole  in  my  wages : 
Besides,  as  they  say,  service  is  no  inheritance  in 

these  ages.  [understands 

Now,  Mrs.  Dukes, you  know,  and  every  body- 
That,  tho'  'tis  hard  to  judge,  yet  money  can  t 

go  without  hands.  [ever  I  saw 't  f 

The  Devil  take  me!  said  she  (blessingherself)  if 
So  shcroar*d  like  a  Ledlam,a6  the'  1  had  call'd 

her  all  to  naught. 
So  you  know  what  could  I  say  to  her  any 

more?  [before. 

I  e'en  left  her,  and  came  away  as  wise  as  I  was 
Well  ;  but  then  ihev  would  have  had  me  gonf 

to  the  cunning  man  ! 
No,  said  I,  'tis  the  same  thing,  the  chaplala 

will  be  here  anon. 
So  the  chaplain  H  came  in  :  now  the  servants 

say  he  is  my  sweetheart. 
Because  he's  always  in  my  chamber,  and  I  al- 
ways take  His  part. 
So,  as  Uie  Devil  would  have  it,  before  I  was 

aware,  out  I  blunder'd,      , 
Parson,  said  I,  can  you  cast  a  nativity,  when  a 

body's  plunder'd  ?  [son  like  the  Devil!) 
(Now  you  must  know  hehates  to  be  call'd  par- 
Truly,  says  he,  Mrs.  Nab,  it  might  become  yoa 

to  be  more  civil!  [d'ye  see. 

If  your  money  begone,  asa  learned  divine  says. 
You  are  no  text  for  my  handling ;  sO  take  that 

from  me :  [you  to  know, 

I  was  never  taken  for  a  conjuror  before.  Id  have 
Lord,  said  1,  don't  be  angry,  I'm  sure  1  ne\er 

thought  you  so; 
You  k)iow  I  honour  the  cloth;  I  design  to  be 

a  parson's  wife;  [all  my  life. 

jl  never  took  one  in  vonr  coat  for  a  conjuror  ia 


Dame,  said  I,  as  loud  as  I  could  bawl,  do  you  i  With  that  he  twisted  his  girdle  at  me  like  a  rope, 
know  what  a  loss  I  have  had  ?  as  who  should  say,  [went  away. 


Nay,  said  she,  my  Lord  Colwav's  §  folks  are 

all  v<»ry  smI  ;  (^without  fail. 

Por  my  Lord  Dromedary  ]|  comes  o'  Tuesday 
Pugh !  said  1,  but  that's  not  the  business  that 

I  ail. 
Says  Gary,  %  says  he,  I  have  been  a  servant  this  (Then  my  Lord  call'd  me 

fivc-and-twenty  years  come  spring,         !  Lord,  don't  cry ; 

And   in  all  the  places  1  liv'd  1  never  heard  of  I'll  give  something  towards  thy  loss;  and,  says 

such  a  thing.  ,          |  my  Lady,  So  will  I. 

Yes,  says  bhe  steward,  *•  I  remember,  when  I  O !  but,  said  I,' what  if,  after  all,  the  chaplain 

was  at  my  I  jidy  Shrewsbury's,  |  won't  come  to?    [I  must  petition  you. 

Such  a  thing  as  this  happeu'd  justabout  the  IFor  that,  he  said  (an't  pleaseyourHxcellenqies), 


Now  you  may  go  hang  yourself  for  me !  and  so 
Well,!  thought  I  should  haveswoon'd:  Lord  I 

said  l,\vhat  shall  I  do  ? 
I  have  lost  my  money,  and  shall  lose  my  true- 
love  too! 

Harry,  §§  said  my 


tnne  of  gooseberries. 
Sol  went  to  tjie  partv  suspected,  and  I  found 

her  full  of  grief;  [I  hate  a  thief,) 

CNowyou  nuistknovv,ofall  things  in  the  world, 
Hawever,  I  was  resolv'd  to  bring  the  discourse 

slily  about : 
>Irs.  Dukes,  said  1,  ....^  .  „..  „^. 


[happeu'd  nut: 
here's  an  ugly  accident  has 


rhe  premisses  tenderly  consider'd,  1  desire  your 

Excellencies  protection, 
And  that  I  may  have  a  share  in  next  Sunday'* 

collection ;  [cellencies  letter. 

And,  overaud above, that  I  may  haveyourEx- 
With  an  order  for  the  chaplain  aforesaid,  or» 

instead  of  him,  a  better : 


*  "Wife  to  oae  of  the  footmen,  f  The  Earl  of  Berkeley's  valet.       %  The  old  deaf  housekeeper" 

§  Galway.  |(   1  he  Earl  of  Drogheda,  who,  with  the  Primate,  was  to  succeed  tlie  two  iari*. 

^  Clerk  of  thp  kitchea,  **  Ferris.  f  f  An  usual  saying  of  her*, 

ti  Dr.  Switt. '  ^^  A  cant  word  of  Lord  and  Lady  B.  to  Mrs.  Iiiir;ri8. 

.?  E  And 
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And  then  yoor  poor  petitioner,  both  night  and 

dayi 
Or  the  chaplain  (for  'tis  hi*  trade),  as  in  duty 

bound,  shall  ever  pray. 


N' 


§  2?5 .    A  Description  of  the  Mornin'*.     1 70g. 

^ow  hardly  here  and  there  a  hn«  kney-coach 
Appearing,  $hew*d  the  ruddy  morn's  ap- 
proach. 

Now  Betty  from  her  master's  bed  had  flown. 
And  softly  stole  to  discompose  her  own  ; 
The  slipshod  'prentice  from  his  master's  door 
Had  p.ir'd  the  dirt,  and  sprinkled  round   the 

floor. 
Now  Moll  had  whiri'd  her  mop  vith  dextrows 
Prepar'd  to  scrub  the  entry  and  the  stairs,  [airs, 
The  vouth  with  hroomy  slumps  W^^wu  to  trace 
The  kennel's  edge,  where  wheels  iuul  worn  the 
place.  [deep, 

The  small-coal  man  was  heard  with  cadence 
Tilldrown'd  in  shriller  notesofchiiiiney-sweep: 
Duns  at  his  Lordship's  gate  began  to  meet. 
And  brick-dust  Moll  had  screain'd  through 

half  the  street: 
Tl»e  turnkey  now  his  flock  returning  sees. 
Duly  let  out  a-nights  to  steal  for  fees. 
The  watchful  bailiffs  take  their  silent  stands, 
And   school-boys  lag  with  satchels  in  their 
hands. 


§  226.     A  Description  of  a  Citu  Shower.     In 
Imitation  ofi^irgiCs  Georgus.    17IO. 

/^AREFUL  obseners  may  foretcl  the  hour, 
^^  By  sure  prognostics,  when  to  il  reail  a  show'r 
While  rain  depends,  the  pensive  cat  gives  o'er 
Her  frolics,  and  pursues  her  tail  no  more. 
Returning  home  at  night,  you'll  tiiul  the  sink 
Strike  your  offended  sense  with  double  stink. 
If  you  be  wise,  then  go  not  fartodinc;  [wine. 
You'll  spend  in  coach-hire  more  thm  save  in 
A  coining  show'r  your  shootiuu;  corns  presage. 
Old  aches  will  throb,  your,  hollow  tooth  will 

rage;  *     . 

Sauntering  in  con^ec-house  is  Dnlmart  seen  ; 
He  damns  thcclimatc,and  complains  of  spleen. 
Meanwhile  tlic  south,  rising  withdahhied 
A  sable  cloud  athwart  the  welkin  fling'*,  [wings, 
Thatswiird  more  lir^uor  than  it  could  contain, 
And,  like  a  drunkard,  gives  it  up  ogain. 
Brisk  Susan  whij)s  her  linen  from  the  rope, 
While  the  first  drizzJlng  shower  i^  borueaslo[>e: 
Such  is  that  sprinkling  which  ^omc  careless 

quean 
Flirts  on  vou  from  her  mop,  but  not  so  clean: 
Vou  fly,  invoke  the  gods;  thoiK  turning,  stop 
To  rail ;  she,  sinking,  «till  tvhirls  on  her  mou. 
Not  yet  the  dustnad  shunn'<l  th'  unemial  siriic, 
Bui-,  aided  by  the  wind,  nought  still  for  life ; 
And,  wafted  with  its  foe  bv  violent  gust,  [dust. 
Twas  <loubtful  which  was  rain,  and  which  was 
^h!  where  muit  needy  poef  scirk  for  aid, 
Wiicn  dust  and  rain  at  once  Itis  roit  inv  i^lc? 

^Mr.  BMumoRt  •TTri"^ 


Sole  coat !  where  dust  cemented  by  the  rain 
Erects  the  nap,  and  leaves  acloudy  stain! 
Now  in  contiguous  drops  the  tlood   come* 

down, 
Threatening  with  deluge  this  devoted  town.    ' 
To  shops  in  crowds  the  dacgled  females  fly. 
Pretend  to  cheapen  goods, liut  nothing  buy. 
The    Templar    spruce,   while  every    spout's 

abroach. 
Stays  till  'tis  fair,  j'et  seems  to  call  a  coach. 
The  tuck'd-up  sempstress  walks  with  hasty 

strides,  [sides. 

While  streams  run  down  her  oiW  umbrella's 
Here  various  kinds,  by  various  fortunes  led, 
Commence ac(juaintance  underneath  a  shed. 
Triunjphant  lories  and  desponding  Whigs 
Forget  their  feuds,  andjoin  to  save  their  wigs. 
Box'd  in  a  chair,  the  beau  impatient  sits, 
While  spouts  run  clatterin^oer  the  roof  by  fits. 
And  ever  and  anon  with  frightful  din 
The'kather  sounds,  he  trembles  from  within. 
So  when  Troy  chairmen  bore  the  wooden  steed. 
Pregnant  with  Greeks,  impatient  to  be  freed, 
(Those  bully  Greeks,  who,  as  the  moderns  do. 
Instead  ofpayingchairmcn, ran  them  through), 
Laocoon  struck  the  outside  with  his  spear. 
And  each  imprison'd  hero  quak'd  for  fear. 

Now  from  all  parts  the  swelling  kennels  flow. 
And  bear  their  trophies  with  them  as  they  go: 
Filth  of  all  hues  and  odours  seem  to  tell 
What  street  they  sail'd  from  by  their  sight  and 

smell. 
They,  as  each  torrent  drives,  with  rai)id  force 
From  Smiihficld  or  St.  Pulchrc's  shape  their 

course ;  [ridge, 

And,  in  huge  confluence  join'd  at  Snow-hill 
Fall  from  the  conduit  prone  to  Holborn-brldge. 
Sweepings  from  butchers' stalls,  dung, 

and  blood, 
Drown'd     puppies,     stinking    sprats, 

drench'd  in  mud,  1 

Dead  cats,  and  turnip-tops,  come  tumbling  1 


n-bndge. 
s.     all(. 


down  the  flood. 


W 


§  1>27.  On  the  little  House  hf  the  Church-i/ari. 
ofCastlcnock.    1710.  ' 

HOKVER  pleaseth  to  enquire 
Why  yonder  steeple  wants  a  spire. 

The  grey  old  fellow  Poet  Joe* 

The  philosophic  cause  will  show. 

Once  on  a  tunc  a  western  blast 

At  least  twelve  inches  overcast. 

Reckoning  roof,  weathercock,  and  all. 

Which  came  with  a  prodigious  fall! 

And.  tumbling  topsy-tur\y  round, 

Lit  with  its  bottom  on  the  ground. 

For,  by  the  laws  of  gravitation. 

U  fell  into  its  i)ropcr  station. 
This  is  a  lilile strutting  pile 

You  sccjust  by  the  church-yard  stile  > 

'I'lie  walls  in  tumblinggave  a  knock,. 

.And  thus  the  steeple  got  a  shock ; 
I  From  whence  the  neighbouring  farmer  calls 
j'i'hc  steeple.  Knock;  the  vicar,  f  Walls. 

f  Arcbdeacon  Wall,  a  c»rre8poadfinl  cf  Swift '^ 
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The  vicar  once  a  week  creeps  in. 
Sits  with  his  knee  uiJto  his  chin  ; 
Here  conns  his  notes  and  takes  a  whet. 
Till  the  small  ragg'-d  flock  is  met. 

A  traveller,  who  hv  did  pass, 
Observ'd  the  roof  behind  the  grass; 
On  tip-toe^tood.  and  rear'd  his  snout. 
And  saw  the  parson  creeping  out  j 
Was  much  surpris'd  to  see  a  crow 
Venture  to  build  his  neat  so  low. 
A  school-boy  ran  unto 't,  and  thought 
The  crib  was  down,  the  blackbird  caught. 

A  third,  who  lost  his  way  by  night. 
Was  forc'd  for  safety  to  alight; 
And,  stepping  o'er  the  fabric  roof. 
His  horse  had  like  to  spoil  his  hoof. 

Warburton  •  took  it  in  his  noddle. 
This  building  was  design'd  a  model 
Or  of  a  pigeon-house  or  oven. 
To  bake  one  loaf,  and  keep  one  dove  in. 

Then  Mrs.  Johnsonfgave  her  verdict. 
And  every  one  was  pleas'd  that  heard  it : 
All  that  you  make  this  stir  about. 
Is  but  a  still  which  wants  a  spout. 

The  Reverend  Dr.  Raymond  X  gucss'd 
More  probably  than  all  the  rest; 
He  said,  that  but  it  wanted  room. 
It  might  have  been  a  pigmy's  tomb. 

The  doctor's  family  came  by. 
And  little  miss  began  to  cry; 
Give  me  that  house  in  my  own  hand  ! 
Then  madam  bade  the  chariot  stand  ; 
Call'd  to  the  clerk  in  manner  mild, 
Pray,  reach  that  thing  here  \o  the  child: 
Tliat  thing,  I  mean,  among  the  kale  j 
And  here's  to  buy  a  pot  ofale. 

The  clerk  said  to  her,  in  a  heat. 
What!  sell  my  master's  country  seat. 
Where  he  comes  every  week  from  town  I 
He  would  not  sell  it  for  a  crown. 
Poh  !  fellow,  keep  not  such  a  pother  j 
In  halfan  hour  tnou'lt  make  another. 

Says  Nancy,  §  I  can  make  for  miss 
A  finer  house  ten  times  than  this ; 
The  Dean  will  give  me  willow-sticks, 
AndJoe  ray  apron  full  of  bricks. 


§  228.     The  Fable  ofMidas^    I71 1. 

Ty/TiDAS,  we  are  in  story  told, 
'*■'■'■  Turn'd  every  thing  he  touch 'd  t»  gold  ; 
He  chipp'd  his  bread  ;  the  pieces  rovrnd 
Glitter'd  like  spangles  on  tne  ground: 
A  codling,  ere  it  went  his  lip  in. 
Would  straight  become  a  golden-pippin  : 
He  call'd  for  drink ;  you  saw  him  sup 
Potable  gold  in  golden  cup  > 
His  empty  paunch  that  he  might  fill, 
He  suck'd  his  victnnli  through  a  quill; 
Untouch'd  it  passVl  between  his  grinders. 
Or 't  had  been  happy  for  gold-finders : 
He  coek'd  his  hat,  you  would  have  said 
Jdambrino's  helm  aclorn'd  his  head  : 
*  Dr,  Swift's  curate  at  Laracor.        f  St«ila, 


Whene'er  he  chanc'd  his  hands  to  lay 
On  magazines  of  corn  or  hay, 
Gold  ready  coin'd  appear'd  instead 
Of  paltry  provender  and  bread  ; 
Hf-ncc  by  wise  farmers  we  are  told. 
Old  hay  is  equal  to  old  gold ; 
And  hence  a  critic  deep  maintains, 
Wc  learn'd  to  weigh  our  gold  by  grains. 

This  fool  had  got  a  lucky  hit'. 
And  people  fancied  he  had  wit : 
Two  gods  their  skill  in  music  tried. 
And  both  chose  Midas  to  decide: 
He  against  Phoebus'  harp  decreed. 
And  gave  it  for  Pan's  oaten  reed  : 
The  god  of  wit,  to  shew  his  grudge, 
Clapp'd  asses  ears  upon  the  judge; 
A  goodly  pair,  erect  and  wide. 
Which  he  could  neiiher  gild  nor  hide. 

And  now  the  virtue  of  his  hands 
Was  lost  among  Paclokis'  sands. 
Against  whose  torrent  while  he  swims. 
The  golden  scurf  peels  oft'  his  limbs : 
Fame  spreads  the  news,  and  people  travel 
From  far  to  gather  fj;olden  gravel ; 
Midas  expos'd  to  all  their  jeers. 
Had  lost  nis  art,  and  kept  his  ears. 

This  tale  inclines  the  gentle  reader 
To  think  upon  a  certain  leader  ; 
To  whom  from  Midas  down  descends 
That  virtue  in  the  fingers'  ends. 
What  else  by  perquisites  are  meant. 
By  pensions,  bribes,  and  three  per  cent 
By  places  and  commissions  sold. 
And  turning  dung  itself  to  gold? 
By  starving  in  the  midst  of  store. 
As  t'  other  Midas  did  before  ? 

None  e'er  did  modern  Midas  choose 
Subject  or  patron  of  his  muse. 
But  found  hira  thus  their  merit  scan. 
That  Phoebus  must  give  place  to  Pan ; 
He  values  not  the  poet's  praise, 
Nor  will  exchange  his  plums  for  bays: 
To  Pan  alone  rich  misers  call ; 
And  there's  the  jest,  for  Pan  is  all. 
Here  English  wits  will  be  to  seek; 
Howe'er,  'tis  all  one  in  the  Greek. 

Besides,  it  plainly  now  appears 
Our  Midas  too  hath  asseseais; 
Where  every  fool  his  mouth  applies, 
xVnd  whispers  in  a  thousand  lies; 
Such  gross  delusions  could  not  pass 
Through  any  cars  but  of  an  ass. 

But  gold  defiles  with  frcrjuent  touch  ; 
There's  nothing  Ibnls  the  hands  so  much: 
And  scholars  give  it  for  \X\q  cause 
Of  British  Midas'  dirty  paws ; 
Which  while  the  senate  strove  to  scour. 
They  waslrdaway  the  chemic  pow'r. 

While  he  his  utmost  strength  applied 
To  swim  against  this  po|>'lar  tide. 
The  golden  spoils  flew  off  apacx; : 
Flcre  fell  a  pension,  there  a  pljce: 
The  torrent  merciless  imbili^s 
Commissions,  perquisites,  and  bribes, 
X  Minister  of  Trim.        §  Tlie  waiting-woman. 
filLii  By 
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By  ilieir  own  wflght  sunk  to  the  liottnin  ; 
>Iuch  good  maydoilifm  that  have  caught 'em ! 
And  Midas  now  nej^lrctcd  stand<. 
With  abscs  car?  and  dirtv  handt. 


§  22f).  A  Ihulo^uc  Itlwicn  a  Munhr  nf  Var- 

iinmrnl  and  hit  Servant.   ^Jn  huttntlon  of 

Horace,  Sai.  If.  vii.  First  prnJr.l  iti  I73SJ. 

Sirv.  r  oy«  have  I  heard  yourfav ntt*  thtme, 

^   Apeneral  reform'ation-ncljLine, 
To  keep  the  (joor  from  every  sin, 
From  c;aniin}4,  nmrther,  and  from  gin. 
And  now  I  have  no  less  an  itch 
To  venture  to  reform  the  rich, 

ilttn.  What,  Jolml  are  you  too  turn'd  pro- 
jector ? 
Come  then,  for  once  I'll  hear  voiir  Kcture. 
For  bince  a  memUr,  as  'lis  said. 
His  projects  to  his  servants  read. 
And  of  a  favourite  speech  a  book  made, 
M'ilh  whirlj  he  tir'd  each  nij^ht  ;i  cook-maid  : 
And  su  il  hapt  that  every  nioniinf!: 
The  tasteless  creatures  gave  him  warning: 
Since  thus  \vc  use  them,  'lis  but  n  isou 
W^e  hear  our  servants  in  liieir  fcasun. 

Ikgin.  Serv*  J^ike  gamblers,  half  mankind 
Persist  inconstiint  vice  combin'd  ; 
In  races,  routs,  the  stews,  and  V\  hii  's, 
Pass  all  their  days  and  all  their  ni^iu  , 
Others  aRain,  hitc  I«»dy  Prue, 
Who  ;;iveb  iIjc  uiorniiii;  church  it-  due. 
At  noon  is  painted,  dre^t.and  curl  d, 
And'oneamoD^tsl  the  wicked  worlJ  ; 
Keeps  her  account  exactly  eveii. 
Asiiui;>:  *'  Vxxxc,  creditor  to  heaven  : 
**  To  sermons  heard  onextra-davs. 
••  Debtor:  To  n»asc|iierade  and  nlavs. 
••  Item  :  to  Whitfield,  half  an  hour: 
*♦  Per  contra:  'Vo  the  Colonel,  lour," 

Others,  l»ay,  pass  half  their  time 
In  folly,  idleness,  or  crime  : 
Then  all  at  once  their  zeal  grows  warm. 
And  every  throat  resounds,  reloi^n. 

A  I^ord  his  youth  in  every  vice 
Indulg*d,lnil  chief  in  drabs  and  dicr. 
Till  worn  by  age,  disease,  atul  gout, 
Then  nature  ni(x)ebtly  gave  out. 
Not  so  my  I.or<! — who  still,  ))y  proxy, 
Play'd  with  hit  darljnflc  dice  and  Uo.\y. 

1  laud  this  constant  wretch's  .stale. 
And  pity  all  who  tluciuaie ; 
Prefer  this  slave  to  dear  b«»ck-gammon, 
To  those  who  Sf-rvc  both  God  and  iiiaiumon  ; 
To  those  who  lake  such  pains  to  awe 
The  nation's  vices  by  tlie  /atr. 
Yet,  wiiiletiicy  draw  their  bills  so  ample, 
Neglect  the  int3uence  of  r.iarn/>/4?. 

Slemb.  To  whoat  d'  ye  preach  this  senseless 
sermon  ? 

Scrv.  To  you,  good  Sir.  Memh.  To  me,  ye 
vermin  1 


Serv.  To  you,  who  every  day  profess 
T*  admire  the  times  of  good  Quccu  Best, 
But  yet  your  heart  sincerrr  praise 
Bestows  on  these  or  Charles's  davs  : 
You  still  approve  some  absent  place— 
(The  present's  ever  in  discrace  !) 
And,  such  vour  special  inconsistence, 
Make  the  chief  merit  in  the  distance. 

If  e'er  you  miss  a  supper  card 
(Thoujih  all  the  while  you  think  it  h.-rd,) 
You're  all  for  solitude  and  ouiet. 
Good  hours  and  vegetable  diet,  ^ 

Reflection,  air,  and  elbow-room: 
No  prison  like  a  crowded  drum. 
But,  should  you  meet  her  grace's  summons. 
In  full  committee  of  the  Commons, 
Though  well  you  know  her  crowded  house 
Will  scarce  contain  another  moute. 
You  quit  the  business  of  the  nation. 
And  brethren  of  the  Reformation  ; 

Thot^i Ix-'gs  youil  stay  and  vole. 

And  7.calous tenrs  your  coal, 

Youdami>  your  coachman,  storm  and  sttre* 
And  tear  your  ihioai  to  call  a  ciiair. 
Nay,  iiOver  frown,  and  gofkl-now  bold 
Your  hand  awhile;  I've  been  so  bold 
To  paint  vour  follies;  now  I'm  in, 
I^t's  have  a  word  or  two  on  sin. 

Last  night  I  heard  a  learned  poult'rer 
l^y  down  the  law  against  th'  adulterer: 
And  lei  me  tell  you.  Sir,  that  few 
Hear  better  d(icirinc  in  a  pew. 
Well !  you  may  laugh  at  Robin  Hood: 
I  wish  your  studies  were  as  gwKl. 
From  Mandeville  you  take  your  mora^^ ; 
Vour  faith  from  controversial  quarrels , 
But  ever  lean  to  those  whoscribblc 
Their  crudities  against  the  Bible; 
Vet  tell  me  I  shall  ciacU  utv  brain 
With  hearing  MenUy  •  or  Homaine. 

Deserves  that  critic  most  rebuke 
Injud";ingon  the  Pentateuch, 
Who  deems  it,  with  some  wild  fanatic*. 
The  only  school  of  mathematics  ? 
Or  he,  wjio,  making  grave  profession. 
To  lay  aside  all  |)reposscssion. 
Calls  it  a  bookseller's  edition 
Of  maim'd  records  and  vagne  tradition  ? 

Vou  covet.  Sir,  your  neighbour's  goodi' 
[  talxc  a  piece  at  Peter  Wood's  :  f 
.\nd  when  I've  turn'd  my  back  upon  her, 
Unwounded  in  my  heart  or  honour, 
I  feel  nor  infamous,  nor  jealous 
Of  richer  culls,  or  prettier  tellows. 
But  you,  the  grave  and  sage  reformer, 
VIusl  go  by  stealth  to  lurci  your  charmer; 
Must  change  your  slar  and  every  uoie 
Of  honour  f^r  a  l>ear-bkin  coat. 
That  legislative  head  so  wist; 
Must  sloop  to  base  and  mean  disguise. 
Some  Abigail  must  then  receive  vou, 
Brib'd  by  the  hutband  to  deceive  you.. 


•  The  celebrated  Orstor  of  Clare  Market. 

<^  This  worthy  a  few  years  before  fell  under  the  displeasure  of  the  mob,  who  broke  into  his  house, 
oear  St.  Clcnient'S;  nod  burnt  all  his  furuixure,  which  tlicy  threw  iutu  the  ttrce:. 

She 
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She  sjjies  Comuto  on  the  stairs : 
Wakes  you  ;  then,  nielied  by  your  pravers, 
Yields,  if  with  jLirea  er  bribe  von  ask  it, 
To  i.ack  vour  worsi.ip  in  the  ba^ket. 
L;iii!  n  ck-aail  heels,  true  FalstafV- fash  Ion  ; 
T>ic;et'o''m  new  scheiujs  ofreforniauDU. 

'I  lUis  'seapM  the  inurderini;  husband's  fury, 
Or  thjniping  fine  of  cuckoM  jury ; 
}Ienc;5forih,  in  memory  of  vour  danger. 
You'll  live  to  all  intrigues  a  siranj^pr. 
No;  ere  vnn've  time  for  this  rcHoction, 
Some  new  debauch  is  in  projection  ; 
And,  for  the  next  appnia^-hmg  night, 
CoTHrivance  for  anoiher  fright. 
Thi^  makes  yon,  though  so-t,reat,  so  grave, 
(Nay!  wnntier  not),  an  abject  slave; 
As  much  a  slave  as  I;  nay,  more; 
1  S'jivc  one  master,  you  a  score. 
And,  as  your  various  passions  rule, 
I3y  lurns  arc  twenty  tyrants'  fool. 

Memb.  Who  then  is  free  ?     Serv.  The  wise 
alone. 
Who  oijy  bows  to  reason's  throne  ; 
Whom  neither  want,  nor  death,  nor  chains. 
Nor  subtle  persecutor's  pains. 
Nor  honours,  vveAlth,  nor  lust,  can  inove 
from  virtue  and  his  country's  love. 
Self-guarded  like  a  globe  of  steel. 
External  insults  can  he  feel  ? 
Or  ere  present  one  weaker  part 
To  Fortune's  most  insidious  dart? 
Mucii-honour'd  master,  may  vou  find 
These  wholesome  symptoms  in  vour  mind! 
(-'an  vou  be  free  while  passions  rule  vou  I 
V\  hile  women  every  moment  fool  you  ? 
Wiule  forty  mad  capricious  whores 
Jlnvite,  then  turn  you  out  of  doors  ; 
<)f  every  doit  contrive  to  trick  you, 
Then  bid  their  happier  footman  kick  you  ? 

Convinc'd  by  every  new  disaster 
You  serve  a  more  despotic  master  ; 
Say,  can  your  pride  or  folly  see 
Such  difference  'twixt  yourself  and  me  ? '  . 

Shall  you  be  struck  with  Titian's  tints. 
And  mayn't  1  stop  to  stare  at  prints  ? 
Dispos'd  along  th'  extensive  glass. 
They  catch  and  hold  me  ere  1  pass. 
W^herc  Slack  is  made  to  box  with  Broughton, 
1  see  the  very  stage  they  fought  on  : 
The  bruisers  live,  and  move,  and  bleed. 
As  if  they  fought  in  very  deed. 
Yet  I'm  a  loiterer,  to  be  sure  ; 
You  a  great  judge  iuid  connoisseur. 

Shall  you  prolong  tlic  midnight  ball 
With  costly  banquet  at  Vauxhail ; 
And  yet  prohibit  earUer  suppers 
At  Kilbourn,  Siidler's- wells,  or  Cujxt's  ?  * 
Are  these  less  innocent  in  fact. 
Or  ojiiy  made  sq  by  the  act  ? 


Those  whof  contribute  to  the  lax 
On  tea,  and  chocolate,  and  wax. 
With  high  ragouts  their  blood  inflame. 
And  naiibeate  what  ihev  eat  for  fame  ; 
Of  these  the  Houses  take  no  knowledge. 
Hut  leave  them  fairly  to  the  College. 
Oh  !  ever  prosper  their  endeavours 
To  aid  vour  drop;«ie8,  gonts,  arul  fevers  ! 

Can  ft  be  deeui'd  a  shame  or  sin 
To  pawn  my  livery  for  gin  ; 
Wlale  bonds  and  mortgages  at  White's 
.Shall  raise  vour  fame  with  Arthur's  knights? 
Tiiose  worthies  seem  to  see  no  shame  in. 
Nor  strive  to  pass  a  slur  on  gaming  ^ 
Kut  rather  to  devise  each  session 
Some  law  in  honour  o'  ih'  profession  ; 
Lest  sordid  hands  or  vulgar  place 
The  noble  mvstery  should  debase  ; 
Lest  ragged  scoundrels,  in  an  alehouse, 
Should  chalk  their  cheating?  on  the  bellows; 
Or  boys  the  sacred  rites  profane 
With  orange-barrows  in  a  lane. 
Where  lies  the  merit  of  your  labours 
To  curb  the  follies  of  your  neighbours  r 
Deter  the  gamb'i*r,.and  prevent  his 
Confederate  arts  to  gull  the  'prentice  ; 
Unless  you  could  yourself  desist 
From  hazard,  fnro,  bras,  and  whist  ? 
Unless  your  jihilosophic  mind 
Can  from  within  amvisemcnt  fmd. 
And  give  at  once  to  use  and  pleasure 
That  truly  precious  time,  your  leisure? 
In  vain  your  busy  thoughts  prepare 
Deceitful  stpulchres  of  care: 
The  downy  couch,  the  sparkling  bowl. 
And  all  that  lulls  or  sooths  the  soul — 

Mcmb.  Where  is  my  cane,  my  whip,  my 
hanger  ? 
I'll  teach  you  to  provoj^e  my  anger. 

Scrv.  lleytlay  !  my  master's  brain  is  crackt  I 
Or  else  he's  making  some  new  act. 

Memb.  To  set  such  rogues  as  you  to  work. 
Perhaps,  or  send  you  to  the  Turk.  I 


A' 


§  230.  The  Intruder.     In  ImUation  of  Horace^ 
Sat.  I.  Ix.  First  printed  in  1754. 
CKRTAiN  free,  familiar  spark 
Pertlv  accosts  me  in  the  P«irk  : 
"  'Tis  lovely  weather,  sure  !  how  nay 
'♦  The  sun  ! — I  give  V(m,  Sir,  g<>od-day." 
'your  servunf.  Sir.     'fo  you  the  same- — 
But — give  me  leave  to  crave  ifour  name. 
♦'  My  name?  Why  sure  you've  seen  my  face 
"  Aljout,  in  every  public  place. 
••  I'm  known  to  almosi  all  your  friends 
*'  ([No  one  e'er  names  you  but  commends)— 
"  For  some  I  j)lant ;  for  some  I  build ; 
**  In  every  taste  and  fashion  skill'd— 


♦  Places  of  entertainment  at  that  time.    Two  of  them  have  b^en  since  shut  up. 

'^  It  was  urrred  in  the  petitions  of  some  of  the  houses  of  public  eutertainmenr,  that  the  suppres- 
sion of  them  might  greatly  diminisli  the  duties  «n  tea,  ciiccolate.  a  .U  wax-lights. 

X  Among  the  many  projects  for  the  punishment  of  rogues,  it  has  been  frequently  proposed  to  send 
them  in  exchange  for  English  slaves  in  Algiers. 

^  °  ^  3E3  '  **Were 
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•*  Were  there  the  least  regard  for  imrii  !— 
"  The  rich  in  purse  arc  poor  in  sf)irit. 
**  You  know  Sir  I*ago<lc  (here  Til  give  ye 
"  A  front  I've  drawn  him  for  a  privy) — 
•*  This  winter.  Sir,  as  I'm  a  sinner, 
**  He  has  not  ask'd  mc  once  to  diniur." 

Quite  ovci|X)wcr'd  with  this  intrusion, 
I  stood  in  silence  and  confusion. 

He  took  the  advantage,  and  pursu'd  : 
**  Perhaps,  Sir,  you  moy  thin4v  nvj  rudej 
**  But  sure  1  muy  suppose  inv  tail-: 
**  Will  less  disturb  you  while  von  \-.alk. 
•*  And  yet  I  now  may  spoil  a  thon.;hi  : 
**  "But  that's  indeed  a  venial  fi^nlt  : — 
**  I  only  moan  to  such,  d'ye  see, 
*•  Who  write  with  ease  like  you  and  mc. 
**  I  write  a  sonnet  in  a  minute  : 
**  Upon  my  soul,  there's  nothing  in  it. 
**  But  you  to  all  your  friends  are  paitial  : 
*•  You  reckon  ••»  another  Martial — 
•*  He'd  think  a  fortnight  well  bcsiow'd 
••  To  write  an  c{ygraui  or  ode. 
«(  ••••  '3  pf,  p^j  fQ  „,^.  knowledge; 
•'  I  knew  liini  very  well  at  college  : 
•*  I've  writ  more  verses  in^an  hour 
••  Than  he  could  ever  do  m  four. 
«*  ^'ou'll  find  me  better  worth  your  knowing— 
*♦  But  tell  me  ;  which  way  are  yon  going?" 

What  various  tumults  swelld  my  breast. 
With  passion,  shame,  disgust  opprest ! 
This  courtship  from  my  Brother  Poet  ! 
Sure  no  similitude  can  show  it : 
Not  young  Adonis  when  pursu'd 
Bv  amorous  antiquated  prude  ; 
Kor  Gulliver's  distressful  face, 
When  in  the  Yahoo's  loalh'd  embrace. 

In  rape,  confusion,  and  dismay. 
Not  knowing  what  to  door  say; 
And,  having  no  resource  but  lying — 
A  friend  at  Lavtieth  lies  ti'dyint^ — 
*•  I^mbcih  !"  (he  re-nssumes  lus  talk) 
•'  Across  the  bridge — the  finest  w;ilk.— 
**  Don't  you  admire  the  Chinese  bri(lf;e8, 
•*  That  wave  in  furrows  and  in  ridjcs  ? 
*•  They've  finish'd  such  an  one  at  Hampton  : 
'•  'Faith,  'twas  a  plan  I  never  drc.tint  on— 
•'  The  prettiest  thing  that  e'er  was  seea — 
**  Tis  printed  in  the  Magazine. — " 

This  wild  farrago  who  could  bear  ? 
Sometimes  I  run  ;  then  slop  and  ctare: 
Vex'd  and  torn)ented  to  the  (juick. 
By  turns  grow  choleric  and  .sick  ; 
And  glare  my  eye,  and  shew  the  white. 
Like  vicious  horses  when  they  bite. 

Regardless  of  my  Cyc  or  car, 
His  jargon  he  renews. — "  D'ye  hear 
"  \^*ho  'twas  compos'd  the  taylor's  datice  ? 
'•  I  practis'd  filteen  months  in  France. 
"  I  wrote  a  play — 'twas  done  iu  hasio-Hi 
"  I  know  the  present  want  of  taste, 
"  And  daxe  not  trust  it  on  the  t(^wn-<» 
'•  No  tragedy  will  e'er  go  down. 


••  The  new  burWtta's  now  the  thing— 

**  Pray  did  you  ever  iMrar  me  ^ing  ?" 

}i ever  indeed. — *•  Next  time  we  meeti- 

*•  We're  just  now  coming  to  the  street.—^ 

*•  Bless  me  !  I  almost  had  forgot  : 

**  Tlicre's  |x>or  Jack  Stiles  will  go  to  pot. 

**  Sir  Scrutiny  has  press'd  me  daily 

*«  To  be  this 'hour  at  the  Old  Buifey, 

"  To  witness  to  his  good  behaviour  r 

"  Mv  uu'le  s  voter  under  favour—- 

**  Eg^d,  I'm  puz/lcd  what  to  do, 

**  To  save  him  will  be  losing  you  : 

*'  Yet  we  must  sa\-e  him  if  we  can, 

"  For  he's  a  staunch  one,  a  Dbad  Man.*** 

By  your  account  he's  SO  indeed^ 

Unti'ss  you  make  some  better  speed. 

This  moment  Jiy  to  save  your  friend-^ 

Or  else  prepare  himfoi-  his  end. 

"  Haiig  him,  he's  but  a  single  vote  ; 

<•  I  wish  the  halter  round  his  throat. 

'•  T<rLambcth  I  attend  you.  Sir" 

Upon  my  soul .'  you  shall  not  stir  : 

Preserve  your  voter  from  the  gallows  : 

,Can  human  nature  he  so  callous  f 

So  ncaligenl  when  life's  at  stake  ? 

'*  I'd  hang  a  hundred  for  your  sake." 

/  wish  you'd  do  as  much  ly  mo^—* 

Or  any  thing  to  set  me  free. 

Deaf  to  my  words,  he  talks  along 
Still  louder  than  the  buzzing  throng. 

*'  Are  you,  he  cries,  as  well  as  e\or 
*'  With  Lady  Grace  ?  she's  vastly  clever  !** 
Her  merit  all  the  world  declare : 
Few,  very  few,  her  friendship  share. 
"  If  you'd  contrive  to  introduce 
**  Your  friend  here,  you  might  find  an  use- 
Sir,  in  that  house  there's  no  such  doing, 
And  the  attempt  would  Ir  one's  ruin. 
\o  art,  no  project,  no  dcsif^nitig. 
No  rivalship,  and  no  outshining. 

••  Indeed  1  vou  make  me  lortg  the  mor« 
•*  To  get  admittance.      Is  the  door 
**  Kept  by  so  rude,  so  hanl  a  clown, 
**  As  will  not  melt  at  half-a-crown  ? 
*'  Can't  I  cajole  liie  female  tribe, 
**  And  gain  her  woman  with  a  bril>c  ? 
'*  Rcfus'd  to-day,  suck  up  my  sorrow, 
•*  And  take  my  chance  again  to-morrowl 
'*  Is  there  no  shell-work  to  be  seen, 
*•  Or  Chinese  thair  or  Indian  screen  ? 
*•  No  cockatoo  nor  marmozet, 
'*  Lap-dog,  goM-fish,  nor  paroquet  ? 
'*  No  French  embroidery  on  a  cjuilt  ? 
••  And  no  bow-window  to  be  built  ? 
**  Can't  \  contrive,  at  times,  to  meet 
'•  My  lady  in  the  park  or  street  ? 
"  At  opera,  play,  or  morning  prayer, 
"  To  hand  her  to  her  coach  or  chair  V* 

But  now  his  voice,  though  late  so  loud« 
Was  lost  in  the  contentious  crowd 
Of  fi.><h-wives  newly  corporate, 
A  colony  from  Billingsgate.  •• 


A  cant  term  for  a  »ure  vote.  |  The  fish^market  at  We&tminster,  just  then  opened. 
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That  instant  on  the  bridge  I  spied 
Lord  Triiewit  coining  from  his  ride. 

My  Lord— Sir  Jy'dliarn  (I  began) 
Has  given  me  power  to  slate  a  plan. 
To  scttU:  every  t/tiyig  between  you  ; 
And  so — 'tis  lucky  that  I've  seen  you. 
This  morning — "  Mold,"  replies  the  peer. 
And  iij)s  me  a  mahcious  leer, 
^'  Against  good-breeding  to  offend, 
"  And  rudelv  take  yon  from  your  Friend  !" 
(His  Lordship,  by  the  way  can  spy 
Ifoxv  matters  go  with  half  an  eve  ; 
And  loves  in  proper  time  and  place. 
To  laugh  behind  the  gravest  face.) 
"  'Tis  Saturday — I  should  not  choose 
*'  To  break  the  Sabbath  of  the  JEWS." 
7'Ae  Jews!    my  Lord.' — '*  Why,  since  this 

*•  pother, 
"  I  own  I'm  grown  a  younger  brother : 
*'  'Faith,  Persecution  is  no  joke  : 
"  — I  once  was  going  to  have  spoke, — 
**  Rus'ness  may  stay  till  Monday-night : 
*•  Tis  prudent,  to  be  sure  you're  right." 

He  went  his  way.     I  rav*d  and  fum'd : 
To  what  ill  for  time  am  I  doom' d! 
But  fortune  had,  it  seems,  decreed 
That  moment  for  my  being  freed. 
Our  talk,  which  had  been  somewhat  loud. 
Insensibly  the  market-crowd 
Around  my  persecutor  drew  j 
And  made  tnem  lake  him  for  a  Jew. 
To  me  the  caitiff  now  appeals ; 
But  I  took  fairly  to  my  heels  ; 
And,  pitiless  ot  his  condition, 
On  brink  of  Thames  and  Inquisition, 
Left  him  to  take  his  turn,  and  listen 
To  each  uncircuincis'd  Philistine. 

O !  Phoebus !  happy  he  whose  trust  is 
In  thee,  and  ihy  poetic  just  ice! 


§231.     Horace,  Boole  J.  Ep.  VII.     Addressed 

to  th  c  Earl  of  Oxford.     1713. 
TTarley,  the  nation's  great  support, 
•^^  Returning  home  one  day  from  court, 
(His  mind  with  public  cares  possest, 
AH  Europe's  business  in  his  breast) 
Observ'd  a  parson  near  Whitehall 
Cheap'ning  old  authors  on  a  stall. 
The  priest  was  pretty  well  in  case. 
And  shew'd  some  humour  in  \\h  face; 
Look'd  with  an  easy,  careless  mien, 
A  perfect  stranger  to  the  spleen; 
Of  size  that  mi^ht  a  pulpit  fill. 
But  more  inclining  to  sit  still. 
My  Lord  (who,  if  a  man  may  say 't, 
X^oves  mischief  better  than  his  meat) 
Was  now  dispos'd  to  crack  a  jest  j 
And  bid  friend  Lewis  *  go  in  quest— 
(This  Lewis  is  a  cunning  shaver, 


And  very  much  in  Harley's  favour) 
In  quest  who  might  this  parson  be. 
What  was  his  name,  of  what  degree ; 

♦  Erajxxius  Lewis,  Esq.  the  treasurer's  secretary. 
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If  possible,  to  learn  his  story. 

And  whether  he  were  Whig  or  Tory. 

Lewis  his  patron's  humour  knowt. 
Away  upon  his  errand  goes. 
And  quickly  did  the  matter  sift. 
Found  out  that  it  was  Doctor  Swift ; 
A  clergyman  of  special  note 
For  shunning  those  of  his  own  coat; 
Which  made  his  brethren  of  trlie  gown 
Take  care  betimes  to  run  him  down: 
No  libertine,  nor  over-nicp, 
Addicted  to  no  sort  of  vice, 
Went  where  hepleas'd,  said  what  he  thought; 
Not  rich,  but  dw'd  no  man  a  groat ; 
In  state  opinions  a-la-mode, 
He  hated  Wharton  like  a  toad  ; 
Had  gi\en  the  fiction  many  a  wound. 
And  libcU'd  all  the  junto  round  j 
Ke|)t  company  with  men  of  wit, 
Wiio  often  fathcr'd  what  he  writ: 
His  works  were  hawk'd  in  every  street. 
But  seldom  rose  above  a  sheet : 
Of  late  indeed  the  paper  stamp 
Did  very  much  his  genius  cramp; 
And,  silice  he  could  hot  spend  his  fire. 
He  now  intended  to  retire. 

Said  Harley,  **  I  desire  to  know 
*•  From  his  own  mouth  if  this  be  so ; 
"  Step  to  the  Doctor  straight,  and  say, 
*•  I'd  have  him  dine  with  me  to-day." 
Swift  seem'd  to  wonder  what  he  meant. 
Nor  would  believe  my  Lord  had  sent : 
So  never  offer'd  once  to  stir ; 
But  coldly  said,  **  Your  servant.  Sir !" 
**  Does  he  refuse  me  ?"  Harley  cried. 
"  He  does,  with  insolence  and  pride." 

Some  few  days  after,  Harley  spies 
The  L     tor  fasten'd  by  the  eyes 
At  Charing-cross  among  the  rout, 
Where  painted  monsters  are  hung  out : 
He    puird    the    string,    and   stopp'd    his 

coach, 
Beckoning  the  Doctor  to  approach. 

Swift,  who  could  neither  fly  nor  hide. 
Came  sneaking  to  the  chariot-side. 
And  offer'd  many  a  lame  excuse  : 
He  never  meant  the  least  abuse— 
'*  My  Lord — the  honour  you  design'd— 
"  Extremely  proud — but  I  had  din'd— 
**  I'm  sure  1  never  should  neglect — 
*'  No  man  alive  has  more  respect." 
*'  Well,  I  shall  think  of  iliat  no  more 
**  If  you'll  be  sure  to  come  at  four." 

The  Doctor  now  obeys  the  sunnnons. 
Likes  both  his  company  and  commons ; 
Displays  his  talents,  sits  till  ten  : 
Next  day  invited,  comes  again; 
Soon  grows  domestic,  seldom  fails 
Either  at  morning  or  at  meals :_ 
Came  early,  and  departed  late ; 
In  short,  the  gudgeon  took  the  bait. 
My  Lord  would  carry  on  the  jest^ 
And  down  to  Windsor  take  his  guest. 


Swift 
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Swift  much  admires  the  place  «:i.l  air. 

And  longs  to  l>e  a  canon  tlnrc; 

In  {.unimcr  ninnd  the  park  to  ride, 

In  winter  never  to  reside. 

A  canon  !   that's  a  place  too  mean  ; 

No,  Doctor,  y'ou  snail  be  a  Dean  ; 

Two  dozen  canons  round  your  "^lail. 

And  you  the  tyrant  o'er  them  all : 

You  needhui'cross  the  Irish  seas. 

To  live  in  plenty,  |»ovvV,  and  ease. 

Poor  Swifi  departs ;,  and,  what  is  worse, 

Willi  borrowed  money  in  his  put^c  ; 

Travels  at  least  an  hundred  leauu.  s, 

And  siifler.4  numberless  fatigues. 

Suppose  him  now  a  Dean  complete, 
Demurely  lolling  in  his  seat; 
The  sihf  r  vera;e,  with  decent  pride, 
Stuck  underneath  his  cushion-side  ; 
Suppose  him  gone  throuch  all  vexations. 
Patents,  instalments,  abjuration^, 
First-fruits,  and  tenths,  and  chapter-treats'; 
Dues,  payments,' fees,  denWmds,  and  cheats- — 
(The  wiclied  laity's  contriving 
To  hinder  clergymen  from  thriviivj:). 
Now  al)  the  Doctor's  money's  sp-  nt. 
Mis  tenants  wrou;^  him  in  his  reiU; 
The  farmers,  spitefully  combiiiM, 
Force  him  to  take  his  tythes  in  kind  : 
And  Par^isol  •  discounts  arrears 
By  bills  for  taxes  and  rcj>airs. 

Poor  Swift,  with  all  his  losses  vrxVI, 
Not  knowing  where  to  turn  him  mxt. 
Above  a  thousand  pounds  in  dihi, 
Takes  hor«c,  atid  in  a  mighty  fret. 
Bides  day  and  night  ,tl  such  a  rate, 
He  soon  arrives  at  Harley's  gate  ; 
JJnt  wn«!  so  dirly,  nale,  and  ihin, 
OhI  Head  +  would  liardly  let  him  in. 

Said  Ilarley,  •'  Welcome,  Kcxcrcnd  Dean! 
**  What  makes  yotir  ufirship  look  ^olean? 
•*  Why,  sure  you  won't  appear  in  town 
*'  In  that  old  wig  and  rusty  gown  ? 
**  I  doubt  your  heart  is  set  on  pc'.f 
"  So  much  that  you  neglect  yciir^df. 
•*  What!  I  suppose  now  siochs  .m  high, 
*'  Y.oti'vc  some  jjood  purcha'^eiii  your  eye?** 
**  ( )r  is  your  money  out  at  use  ?' 

•'  Truce,  good  my  lx>rd,  I  bci^  a  truce," 
The  Doctor  in  a  passion  oried,  • 

•*  Your  raillery  i*  mi>applied  ; 
*•  ICxperienci'  I  h.ave  dtarly  boopht; 
•*  Yon  kn<nv  I  am  not  worth  a  ureal : 
*'  liut  you  rcsolv'd  to  have  your  jest, 
•*  And  'twas  a  folly  to  contest. 


\  terrace-walk,  and  half  a  rood 
Of  land  set  out  to  plant  a  wood. 

Well,  now  I  have  all  this  and  u)orp, 
I  ask  not  to^incrcase  my  store; 

*  liul  here  a  <j;Tievance  seems  to  lie, 

*  All  this  is  mine  biir  till  I  die; 

'  I  can't  but  think  'twould   sound  more  c!e- 

ver, 
'  To  mg  and  to  my  h^i*^  forever. 
*  If  I  m'tTffot  or  lost  a  groat, 

*  By  any  trick,  or  any  fault ; 

*  And  it'l  i)rav  by  reason's  rUlefcj 

'  And  not  like  forty  olhtfr  fools  :*  * 

*  As  thus :  "  Vouchsafe,  O  gnic'ious  Afakcr* 
"  To  grant  me  thisancj  toother  pen 

"  Or,  if  it  be  thy  wilUmd  phasur-. 
'*  Direct  my  plough  to  find  a  trea.M 

*  But  only  what  my  station  fits, 

*  And  »o  be  kept  in  my  richt  \vi•t^. 

*  I^irserve,  Almighty  I'rovidence! 

*  Just- what  you  e;ave  me,  compelciv  :: 
'  And  let  me  in  these  shades  (ompose 

'  Something  in  verse  as  true  as  pnrrafe; 

*:  Renlov'dtroin.nll  ih'  ambitious  scene,"  ^  ,- 

'  Nor  juiH'dby  pride,  nor  ?unk  by  spJecii^ 

In  si'.ort,  I'm  perfectly  content,  j 

Let  me  but  live  on  this  sideTrent ; 
Not*  cross  thft'channel  twice  a  year,  ' 

To  spend  ^ix  mortths  with  6tate>mcn  here. 

I  mttst  by  Jril  mearts  come  to  town, 
Tis  for  the  <.ervrc^T)f  the  crown. 
"  Lewis,  the  Deaii  will  be  of  tise; 
'*  Send  for  him  up,  take  no  excuse.' 
The  toil,  the  danger  of  the  s«*as — 
(ireat  ministers  m-'cr  think  nf  these  ; 
Oriel  it  cost  live  hundred  potind. 
No  matter  where  the  monev's  found  ; 
it  is  but  so  much  more  in  debt, 
And  that  ihcv  ne'er  consider'dyct. 

••  Good  Mr.  Dean,  go  change  your  gown  ? 
**  Let  my  Lord  know  you're  come  to  town." 
I  hurry  me  in  haste  away. 
Not  thinking  it  is  levec-('.ay ; 
And  find  his  honour  in  a  pound, 
Hemm'd  by  a  triple  circle  round, 
Chequei'd  with  ril)bons  bine  and  green: 
H«iw  should  I  thrust  myself  between? 
Some  waii  observes  me  thus  iMirplex'd, 
And,  smiling,  whisjK-rs  to  the  next: 
"  I  thought  the  Dean  had  been  too  proud 
"  To  jufctlc  here  among  the  crowd!" 
Another,  in  a  surly  fit« 
Tells  me  I  have  more  zeal  than  wit: 

So  eager  to  express  your  love, 


I'hen,  since  you  now  have  done  your  worst,   "  You  ne'er  consider  whom  you  shove, 


iVay  leave  me  where  you  found  me  first. 


§  232.     Horacet  Book  11.  Sal.  IT. 
"t'vK  ottcn  wish'd  that  I  had  clrar, 
•*   I'l.r  life,  six  hundre<l  |)ounds  a-vcar, 
A  hiiiil>otue  house  to  lodge  a  friend, 
A  1  i\  cr  at  uiy  garden's  end, 

*  The  Dean's  agent,  a  Frenchman, 


But  rudely  i-rcss  before  a  duke." 
I  own  I'm  pleas'd  with  tliis  rebuke. 
And  take  it  kindly  meant  to  show 
What  I  desire  the  world  should  know. 

I  get  a  whisper,  and  withdraw  ; 
When  twenty  fools  I  never  saw 
Come  with  petitions  fairly  penn'd. 
Desiring  I  %vould  stand  their  friend. 

•\  The  Lord  Treasurer's  porter. 


Thi? 


And  there  in  sweei  oblivion  drrtwn 

Those  cares  thai  haunt  the  court  and  town. 
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■  This  humbly  offers  nie  his  case ; 

.That  begs  inv  interest  for  a  place: 

A  hundred  other  men's  affairs, 

Like  bees,  are  humming  in  my  cars. 

'•'  To-njorrow  my  apptal  comes  on  ; 

••  Without  your  help  the  Cause  is  gone." 

The  Duke  expects  my  Lord  and  you, 

Aljoui  souie  great  atHair,  at  two. 

*:  Put  my  Lord  "Bohngbroke  in  mind 

*^*-To  get  my  warrant  quickly  signed : 

"  Consider,'  'tis  my  first  request." 

Re-^aiistied,.  ril  do  my  best. 
'.  'JPhen  j)resentHhe  falls  io  tease: 

**  You  may  for  certain,  if  you  please: 

"  Ido'ibt  not,  if. his  lordship  knew — 

"  And,' Mr.  Dean,  one  word  from  you — " 
'T's  (let  me"  see)  tluec  ve;irs  and  moie 

(Oitober  next  it  will  be  four) 

Siiuc  Harfcy  bid  me  first  attend, 

Ancl  chose  me  lor  an  humble  friend  j 
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§  QtiS.  A  true  and  faithful  Inventory  of  the 
Goods  be/ongincf  to  Dr.  Sunft,  f^icnr  of  La- 
racor ;  npvn  lendinti;  his  Ilouie  to  the  Bisftop 
of  Mcat/t,  lill  his  Palace  was  rebuilt, 

A  N  oaken,  broken  elbow-chair ^ 

^*-  A  caudle-cu])  without  an  ear; 

A  batter'd,  shatter'd  ash  bedstead;  » 

A  box  of  deal,  without  a  lid  ; 

A  pair  of  tonjjs,  but  out  of  joint; 

A  backr sword  poker,  without  point; 

A  pot  that's  crack'd  across,  around 

With  an  old  knotted  garter  bound; 

An  iron  lock,  without  a  key; 

A  wig,  with  hanging  quite  grown  grey ; 

A  curtain  worn  to  half  a  stripe; 

A  pair  of  bellows,  without  pipe; 

A  djsh  which  might  good  n)eat  afford  once; 

An  Ovid,  and  an  old  Concordance; 


Would  lake  me  iirhis  coach  to  chat, 

And  question  me  of  this  and  that;      [wind?"!  ^  bottle-bottom,  wooden  platter. 
As,  "  WIkw's  o'clock?"   and,  ♦*  How|s  the  0^,^  is  for  meal,  and  one  for  water; 


'LWIiosc  chariot's  that  we  left  behind  ?" 

Cfr^rSveJv  try  to  read  the  lines 

Writ  umfcrneath  the  country  signs  : 
X)r,  "  Have  von  nothing  new  to-day 
***  From  Pope,  from  Parnell,  of  from  Gay?" 

Suchtattle  often  entenains.- 
^ly  lorHand  me  as  farlasStainesr 

*  As  once  a  week  we  travel  dt)wn 
ToW^i.ndsor,  and  again  to  fown, 
AV  here  all  that  passes  inter  nos 

*  ISJightbe  proclaimed  at  Charing-crosS. 

Yet  some  I  know  with. envy  swell. 
Because  they  see  me  us'd  so  well. 
•  "  How  think  you  of  our  friend  the  Dean  ? 
**  I  wonder  wliat  some  people  mean ! 
*'  Mv  lord  and  he  are  grown  so  great, 
"  Afways  together,  fe'e-h-t^fc : 
"  WhatI  they  admire  him  for  his  jokes? 
"See  but  the  fortune,  of  some  folks  1" 

There  flics  about  a  strange  rej)ort 
Of  some  express  arriv'd  at  court : 
I'm  stopp'd  by  all  the  fools  I  meet, 
y\nd  catechis'd  in  ev'ry  street. 
"  You,  Mr.  Dean,  fieouent  the  great; 
*'  Inform  us,  will  thcLmperor  treat? 
*•  Or  do  the  prints  and  pa|)ers  lie?" 
Faith,  Sir,  you  know  as  much  as  I. 
*'  Ah,  Docior,  how  you  love  to  jest! 
*'  Tis  now  no  secret." — I  protest 
'Tis  one  to  me. — "  Then  lell  us,  pray, 
*•  When  are  the- troops  to  have  their  pay?" 
And,  though  I  solemnly  declare 
I  know  no  more  than  my  lord-mayor. 
They  stand  amaz'd,  and  think  me  grown 
Ti>e  closest  mortal  ever  known. 

Thus,  in  a  sea  of  folly  tost. 
My  choicest  hours  of  life  are  lost; 
Yet  always  wishing  to  retreat, 
O  could  1  see  my  country-seat ! 
There,  leaning  near  a  gentle  brook, 
Sleep,  or  peruse  some  ancient  book; 


There  likewise  is  a  copper  skillet. 
Which  runs  as  fast  out  as  you  fill  it; 
A  candlestick,  snuff-dish,  and  save-all: 
And  thus  his  household  goods  you  have  all. 
These  to  your  Lordship,  as  a  friend. 
Till  you  have  built,  I  freely  lend: 
They'll  serve  vour  Lordsliip  for  a  shift. 
Why  not,  as  well  as  Doctor  Swift? 


§  234-.     An  Elegy  on  the  Death  of  Demar  the 
Usurer,  who  died  the  Qtk  of  July  172O. 

\r  NOW  all  men  by  these  presents.  Death  the 
"*-^         tamer 

By  mortgage  hath  secur'd  the  corpse  of  Demar: 
Nor  can  four  hundred  thousand  sterling  pound 
Redeem  him  from  his  prison  underground. 
His  heirs  might  well,  of  all  his  wealth  possest. 
Bestow  to  bury  him  one  iron  chest. 
Plutus,  the  god  of  wealth,  will  joy  to  know 
His  faithful  sievvard's  in  the  shades  below. 
He  walk'd  the  streets,  and  wore  a  threadbare 

cloak. 
He  din'd  and  supp'd  at  charge  of  other  folk; 
And  by  his  looks,  had  he  held  out  his  palms. 
He  might  be  thought  an  object  fit  for  alms. 
So,  to  the  poor  if  he  refus'd  his  pelf, 
He  us'd  them  full  as  kindly  as  himself. 

Where'er  he  went  he  never  saw  his  betters ; 
Lords,  knights,  and  squires,  were  all  his  hum- 
ble debtors ; 
And  under  hand  and  seal  the  Irish  nation 
Were  forc'd  to  own  to  him  their  obligation. 

He  that  could  once  have  half  a   kingdom 
In  half  a  minute  is  not  worth  a  groat,  [bought. 
His  coffers  from  the  coffin  could  not  save, 
Nor  all  his  interest  keep  him  from  the  grave. 
A  golden  monument  could  not  be  right. 
Because  we  wibh  the  earth  upon  him  light. 

O  London  tavern  !  *  thou  hast  lost  a  friend. 
Though  in  thy  walls  he  ne'er  did  farthing  spend : 


A  tavern  in  Dublin,  where  Demar  kept  his  office. 


He 
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He  (ouch*d  ihi  peace,  when 

the  pot ; 
The  hand  that  sl^n'd  th»  inori2;:^j^e  paid  the 

shot. 
Old  ai  he  w^c,  no  vulgar  known  disease  , 
On  hi|m  coulil  ever  boast  a  powr  to  ^eizc; 
••  •  But,   a&  he  weigh'd  hik  gold,  p;ilru  Death 

*'  in  spile 
•*  Cast  in  his  dart,  which  made  three  moidorcs 

"  lij;ht; 
*•  And,  »^  he  saw  his  darling  moncv  fail, 
••  Ble^'  his  last  bicaih  to  sink  the  lij;htcrscale." 
He  who  so  long  was  current,  'twouM  be  strange 
Ifh'- should  now  bccrieddown  since  his  change. 
The  srxton  shall  green  sods  on  tlice  bestow  j 
Alas,  the  stxton  is  t ny  banker  now ! 
A  dismal  banker  mus'i  that  banU  r  be. 
Who  gives  no  bills  but  of  morialiiv . 
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§  CS<5.     F.pilapit  on  a  Miser. 
RKEATH  this  verdant  hillock  lios 
l)cmar,  the  wealthy  and  tlu-  \\  isc. 
His  heirs,  that  he  nn'ujiit  safely  rest. 
Have  put  his  carcase  in  a  chest ; 
The  very  chest  in  \vhich,  they  say, 
His  other  self,  his  money,  lay. 
And,  if  his  heirs  continue  kind 
To  that  dear  self  he  left  behind, 
I  dare  believe  that  four  in  five 
"Will  think  his  better  half  alive. 


Though  small's  the  farm,  yet  lUcrcs  chouse 
Full  lar-e  to  entertain  a  mouse; 
But  where  a  rat  is  dreaded  more 
Than  sa\age  Caledonian  boar; 
For,  if  it 's  enter 'd  bv  a  rat, 
There  is  no  room  to  "bring  a  cat. 

A  little  riv'let  seems  to  steal 
Down  through  a  ihinsi  you  call  a  vale, 
Like  tears  adown  a  wrinkled  check, 
Like  rain  along  a  blade  of  leek  ; 
And  this  you  call  your  sweet  meander. 
Which  luialu  be  suck'd  un  by  a  gander. 
Could  he  but  force  his  nether  bill 
To  scoop  the  channel  of  the  rill ; 
For  sure  you'd  make  a  mighty  clutter^ 
Were  it  as  big  as  city-guticr. 

Next  come  I  to  your  kitchen-garden, 
^Vhere  one  poor  mouse  would  fare  but  hard  in  \ 
And  romid  thij  garden  is  a  walk. 
No  longer  than  a  taylor's  chalk  ; 
ThuVj  compare  what  space  is  in  it : 
A  snail  creeps  round  it  in  a  minute. 
One  lettuce  makes  a  shift  to  scjuCcze 
I'p  through  a  tufi  you  call  your  trees: 
.And,  once  a  ytD:-,  a  single  rose 
J*eeps  from  the  bud,  but  never  blows; 
In  vain  then  you  expect  its  bloom  ! 
It  cannot  blow  for  want  of  room. 

In  short,  in  all  your  boasted  seat. 
There's  nothing  but  yourself  that's  g/va/. 


§  236.     To  3Tri.  }Ioui:hlon  of  Jiorjiinrint,  upon 
praising  her  Jlii.tiund  to  Dr.  Swift. 

"Y'oi;  always  arc  makinga  God  of  vour  spouse, 
-'•    Hut  this  neither   reatton   nor   conscience 

allows : 
Perhaps  you  will  say,  'tis  in  eratitude  due, 

4nd  you  a<lorc  him  l)ecause  he  adorrs  vou  : 
oor  ar^tnneni's  weak,  and  so  you  will  find  ; 
I'oryou,  by  this  rule,  must  adore  all  mankind. 
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§  237.     Dr.  Dchnifs  l">Jln. 
'OOI-D  you  that  Delvillc  I  describe? 
Believe  me.  Sir,   I  will  not  jilx;; 
For  who  would  be  satirical 
Upon  a  thing  so  very  small  ? 

Vou  scarce  upon  the  borders  enter 
Before  you're  at  the  very  centre. 
A  single  crow  can  make  it  night, 
When  o'er  your  farm  she  takes  her  flight : 
Vet,  in  this  narrow  compass,  we 
Observe  a  vast  variety ; 
Both  walks,  walls,  meadows,  and  parterres, 
Windows,  and  doors,  and  rooms,  and  stairs. 
And  hills,  and  dales,  and  woods,  and  fields. 
And  hay,  and  grass,  and  corn,  it  yields; 
-A [I  to  your  haggard  brought  so  cheap  in. 
Without  the  mowing  or  the  reaping: 
A  razor,  though  to  say't  I'm  loth. 
Would  shave  you  ana  your  meadows  both. 


§  238.     Mary  /fie  Cooh-maid's  Letter  to   Dr, 
S/ieridan.     1723. 

■'flTELL,  if  ever  I  saw  such  another  mansinrc 

^       my  ni'?>llier  bound  my  head  ! 
•Vou  a  gcnilenian  !   marry  come  up!  I  wonder 

where  you  wore  bred.  [your  cloth  ; 

I'm  sure  such  words  do  not  become  a  man  oi 
1  would  not  give  such  language  to  a  dog,  faiiU 

and  troth.  [ridan,  'tis  a  shame 

Yes.youcaH'd  my  master  a  Knave  :  fie,  Mr.  She- 
For  a  j)arson,  who  shoidd  know  In'tter  things, 

to  come  out  v^ith  such  a  name. 
Knave  in  your  teeth,  Mr.  Sheridan !  'tis  both  ^ 

shame  and  a  »in  ; 
And  the  Dean,  my  tnastcr,  is  an  honester  man 

than  you  and  all  your  kin  ;' 
He  has  nu)re  goodness  in  his  littlt;  finger  thau 

you  have  in  yovir  whole  bodv: 
.My  master  is  a  personable  man,  aiul  not  a  spin- 

die-shank'd  hoddy-doddy.  [an  excuse. 
And  now,  whereby  I  findyou  would  fain  make 
Because  my  master  one  day,  in  anger,  call'd 

you  goose; 
Which,  and  I  am  sure  1  have  been  his  servant 

four  years  since  October, 
And  he  ncvercall'd  me  worse  than  sweet-heart, 

drunk  or  sober: 
Not  that  1  know  his  reverci?ce  was  ever  con* 

ccrn'd  to  my  knowledge, 
Though  you  and  your  come-rogues  keep  hiia 

out  so  late  in  your  college* 


*  Tkese  four  lines  were  written  by  Stella. 
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You  say  you  will  eat  grass  on  his  grave:  a 

Christian  eat  grohs !  [or  an  ass  : 

Wherebv  you  now  confess  yourself  to  l)e  a  goose 
But  that's  as  much  as  to  say,  that  my  muster 

should  die  before  ye; 
Well,  vvcll,  that's  as  Goa  pleases ;  and  I  don't 

believe  that's  a  true  story  : 
And  so  say  I  told  Vou  so,  and  you  may  eo  tell 

my  master,  what  care  I  ?  [Mary. 

And  I  don't  care  who  knows  it;  'tis  all  one  to 
Every  body  knows  that  Hove  to  tell  truth,  and 

sh:ime  the  devil ;  [should  be  civil. 

I  am  but  a  poor  servant,  but  I  think  gentlefolks 
Besides,  you  found  fault  with  our  victuals  one 

d.iv  that  you  was  here;  [in  the  year; 
I  remember  it  was  on  a  Tuesday,  of  all  days 
And  Saunders  tlie  man  says  you  are  always  jest- 

iuii;  and  mocking :  [inaster's  stocking), 
Mary,  said  he  (one  dav  as  I  was  mending  my 
My  master  is  so  fond  of  that  minister  that  keeps 

the  schooJ —  [makes  him  a  fool. 

I  tTiought  my  master  a  wise  man,  but  that  man 
Saunders,  said  I,  I  would  rather  than  a  quart 

of  ale  [pin  a  dishclout  to  his  tail. 

He  would  come  into  out  kitchen,  and  I  would 
And  now  I  must  go  and  get  Saunders  to  direct 

this  letter;.  [Marget  she  writes  better. 
For  I  write  but  a  sad  scrawl,  "but  my  sister 
W^U,  but  1  must  run  and  make  the bedi, before 

my  master  comes  frompray'rs: 
And  see  now,  it  strikes  ten,  and  I  hear  him 

coinmg  up  stairs; 
Whereof  I  could  say  more  to  your  verses,  if  I 

could  write  written  hand  : 
And  so  I  remain,  in  a  civil  way,  your  servant 

to  command,  MAKY. . 


I 


§  239.    Riddles,  hy  Dr.  Swift  and  his  Friends. 
IFrittcn  in  or  about  the  Year  1724. 

On  a  Pen. 
N  youth  exahed  high  in  air, 
Or  bathing  in  the  waters  fair. 
Nature  to  form  me  took  delight. 
And  clad  my  body  all  in  white. 
My  person  tall,  and  slender  waist. 
On  cither  side  with  fringes  grac'd  j 
Till  me  that  tyrant  man  espied. 
And  drngg'd  me  from  my  mother's  side: 
No  wonder  now  I  look  so  thin ; 
The  tyrant  stiipp'd  me  to  the  skin  : 
My  skin  he  flay'd,  my  hair  he  cropp'd ; 
At  head  and  foot  my  body  lopp'd  : 
And  then,  with  heart  more  hard  than  stond. 
He  pick'dMny  marrow  from  the  bone. 
To  vex  me  more,  betook  a  freak 
To  slit  my  tongue,  and  make  me  speak : 
But,  that  which  wonderful  appears, 
I  speak  to  eyes,  and  not  to  ears. 
He  oft  employs  me  in  disguise. 
And  makes  me  tell  a  thousand  lies: 
To  me  he  chiefly  gives  in  trust 
Ta, please  his  malice  or  his  lust; 
From  me  no  secret  he  can  hide, 
J  see  his  vanity  and  pride :  , 


And  my  delight  is  to  expose 
His  follies  to  his  greatest  foes. 

All  languages  I  can  command. 
Yet  not  a  word  I  understand. 
Without  my  aid,  the  best  aivine 
In  learning  Would  not  know  a  line: 
The  lawyer  must  forget  bis  j)lcading; 
The  scholar  could  not  shew  his  reading. 

Nay,  man,  my  master  is  my  slave : 
I  give  command  to  kill  or  ba\e; 
Can  grant  ten  thousand  pounds  a  yeai^ 
And  make  a  begtrar's  brat  a  peer. 

But,  while  1  thus  my  life  relate, 
I  only  hasten  on  my  fate. 
My  tongue  is  black,  my  mouth  is  furr'd*  ' 
I  hardly  now  can  force  a  word. 
I  die  unpitied  and  forgot. 
And  on  some  dunghill  left  to  rot. 


§  24G.     On  Gold. 

A  LL-RULING  tyrant  of  the  earth, 
•^  To  vilest  slaves  I  owe  my  birth. 
How  is  the  greatest  monarch  blest. 
When  in  my  gaudy  liv'ry  dresti    ' 
No  haughty  nymph  has  pow'r  to  run 
From  me,  or  my  embraces  shun. 
Stabb'd  to  the  heart,  condemn'd  to  flame. 
My  constancy  is  still  the  same. 
The  favourite  messenger  of  .love, 
.And  Lemnian  God,  consulting  strove 
To  make  me  glorious  to  the  sight 
Of  mortals,  and  the  gods'  delight. 
Soon  would  their  altars'  flame  expire 
If  I  refus'd  to  lend  them  fire. 


§  241.     On  a  Corkscrew. 

'T'^HOUGH  I,  nlas!  a  prisoner  be, 
"*•      My  trade  is  prisoners  to  set  free. 
No  slave  his  lord's  commands  obeys 
With  such  insinuating  ways. 
My  genius  piercing,  sharp,  and  bright, 
\Yherein  the  men  of  wit  delight. 
The  clergy  keep  me  for  their  ease. 
And  turn  and  wind  me  .is  they  please. 
A  new  and  wondrous  art  I  shew 
Of  raising  spirits  from  below ; 
In  scarlet  some,  and  some  in  white: 
They  rise,  walk  round,  yet  never  fright. 
In  at  each  mouth  the  spirits  pass. 
Distinctly  seen  as  through  a  glass: 
O'er  head  and  body  make  a  rout. 
And  drive  at  last  all  secrets  out : 
And  still,  the  more  I  shew  my  art. 
The  more  they  open  ev'ry  heart. 

A  greater  chemist  none  than  1, 
Who  from  materials  hard  and  dry 
Have  taught  men  to  extract  with  skill 
More  precious  juice  than  from  a  still. 

Although  I'm  often  out  of  case, 
I'm  no^  asham'd  tx>  shew  my  face. 
Thoue,h  at  the  tables  of  the  great 
I  ticor  the  bide-board  take  my  seal  j 
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Yet  the  plain  'squire,  when  iJiniicr'sdonc; 
1«  never  plcas'd  till  I  make  one  : 
Hf  kindly  hids  mc  near  hin»  stand. 
And  often  takes  Mp  by  the  hanii. 

I  twice  a  day  ^finting  go  ; 
Nor  ever  fail  to  seize  my  foe  ; 
And,  when  I  have  him  oy  the  pole, 
I  drag  him  upwards  from  his  hole  ; 
Thouch  some  are  ofsostuhhom  kind, 
I  *m  forc'd  to  leave  a  limb  behind. 

I  hourly  wait  some  fatal  end  ; 
For  lean  break,  but  scorn  to  bend. 


§  242.     Cn  a  Chclr. 

T  'm  up  and  down,  and  round  about, 
"*•  Yet  all  the  world  can  't  fiml  mcout. 
Though  hundreds  have  cmpiovd  ttuir  leisure, 
Tliey  never  yet  could  find  my  moabure. 
I'm  found  almost  in  cv'ry  gMidcn, 
Nay,  in  the  compass  of  a  fan'iinp;. 
There  's  neitber  chariot,  coacli,  nor  mill 
Can  move  an  inch,  except  I  will. 

§  243.     On  Ink. 
T  AM  jet-black,  as  you  may  see, 
•*     The  son  of  pitch  and  gloomy  night : 
Yet  all  that  know  me  will  agree. 
I'm  dead,  except  I  live  in  light. 

Sometimes  in  panegyric  hla.li. 

Like  lofty  Pmdor  I  can  soar  ; 
And  raise  a  virgin  to  the  skv, 

Or  sink  her  to  a  pocky  whore. 

Mv  blood  this  day  is  very  sweet. 

To-morrow  of  a  bitter  juice  ; 
Like  milk,  'tis  cried  about  the  street. 

And  90  applied  to  different  use. 

Most  wondrous  is  my  magic  pow'r ; 

For  with  one  colour  I  can  p ami  ; 
I'll  make  the  devil  a  saint  this  horn-. 

Next  nuke  a  devil  of  a  saint. 

Through  distant  regions  I  can  flv. 

Provide  me  but  with  p.iper  wiu^s  ; 
And  fairly  shew  a  reason  why 

There  should  be  quarrels  among  kings. 
And,  after  .ill,  yotj'll  think  it  odd. 

When  learned  doctors  will  dispute. 
That  I  should  point  the  word  of  God, 

And  shew  where  they  can  best  confute. 
liet  la\vjers  bawl  and  strain  their  throats  : 

Ti»  1  that  must  the  lands  convey. 
And  strip  the  clients  to  their  coats  ; 

Nay,  give  their  very  souls  away. 


§  244.  On  the  live  Senses. 

A  LL  of  us  in  one  you'll  find  ; 
-^  Brethren  of  a  wondrous  kind; 
Yet  among  us  all  no  brother 
Knows  one  tittle  of  the  other. 
Wc  in  frequent  councils  are. 
And  our  marks  of  thkigs  dechre» 
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Where,  ro  us  unknown  .i  clerk 
.Sits  and  takes  them  in  the  dai:k. 
He's  the  register  of  all 
In  our  ken  both  great  and  small ; 
By  ufi  forms  his  Jaws  and  rules  ; 
He's  our  master,  we  his  tools  ; 
Yet  we  can  with  greatest  ease 
'I'urn  and  wind  him  where  wc  please. 

One  of  us  alone  can  sleep. 
Vet  no  watch  the  rest  will  keep  ; 
Hut  iho  moment  that  he  closes, 
Ev'ry  brother  else  reposes. 

If  wine's i)oughi,  or  victuals  drest. 
One  enjoys  them  for  the  rest. 

Pierce  us  all  with  wounding  steel. 
One  for  all  of  us  will  feel. 

Though  ten  thousand  cannons  roar. 
Add  to  liirm  ten  thousand  more, 
Yet  l>Mt  one  of  us  is  found 
Who  re^^ards  the  dreadful  sound. 

TiQ  what  is  not  fit  to  tell, 
There's  but  one  of  us  can  smell. 


§  245.     On  an  Echo. 
"VTever  sleeping,  still  awake, 
^^    Pleasing  most  when  most  I  speak  : 
The  delighi  of  old  and  young. 
Though  1  speak  without  a  longu'*. 
Noiight  but  one  thing  can  confound  mc  ^ 
Many  voices  joiui.ig  round  mc. 
Then  I  fret  and  rave  and  gabble 
Like  the  la!)ourers  of  Babel. 
Now  I  am  a  dog  or  cow, 
I  can  bark,  or  I  can  low  j 
I  can  bleat,  or  I  can  sing 
Like  die  warblers  of  the  spring. 
Let  the  love  sick  bard  complain. 
And  I  mourn  the  cruel  pain  j 
l>et  the  happy  swain  rejoice. 
And  I  join  my  helping  voice  ; 
Both  are  welcome,  grief  or  joy, 
I  with  either  sport  and  tov. 
Though  a  lady,  1  am  stout, 
i^rumsrind  trumpets  bring  »m  .ui 
Then  I  cl;i-.h,  and  roar  atid  raiile. 
Join  in  all  the  din  of  baiilc. 
.If»vc,  with  all  his  loudest  thunder, 
\yhen  I'm  vex'd  can'i  keep  me  under ; 
Yet  so  tender  is  my  car. 
That  the  lowest  voice  I  fear. 
Much  i  dread  the  courtier's  fate, 
\yhen  his  n»erit's  out  of  dale  ; 
For  I  hale  a  silent  breath, 
And  a  whisper  is  my  death. 

§  246.     On  a  S/iaduir  in  a  Glass. 
T3y  something  formd,  1  nothing  am, 
*-^  Yet  every  tning  that  you  can  name  ; 
In  no  place  have  ever  been. 
Yet  ev'ry  where  I  may  bo  seen  ; 
In  all  things  false,  yet  always  true, 
I'm  still  the  same — but  ever  new.* 
Lifeless,  life's  perfect  form  I  wear. 
Can  shew  a  nose,  eye,  tongue,  or  ear, 
Yet  neither  smell,  see,  u^ic,  or  luar. 
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All  shapes  and  features  I  can  boast, 
No  flosh,  no  bones,  no  blood — no  ghost 
All  colours,  without  paint,  put  on. 
And  change  like  the  camelcon. 
Switily  1  come  and  eater  there 
Where  not  a  chink  lets  in  the  air  ; 
Like  ihoutfht,  I'm  in  a  moment  gone. 
Nor  can  I  over  bo  aU)ne  ; 
All  things  on  earth  1  imitate 
Faster  than  nature  can  create  ; 
Sometimes  imperial  robos  I  wear, 
Aoon  in  beti^gnr's  rags  appear  ; 
A  giant  now,  and  straij^ht  an  elf, 
I'm  ev'rv  one,  but  ne'er  myself; 
Ne'er  sad,  I  mourn  ;  ne'er  glad,  rejoice; 
T  move  mv  lips,  but  want  a  voice  ; 
I  ne'er  was  born,  nor  e'er  can  die : 
Then  pr'yihee  toll  me  wiiat  am  I  ? 


§  247.     OiTime, 
VER  eating,  never  cloying, 
'  All  devouring,  all  destroying 
Never  Hnding  full  repast. 
Till  I  cat  the  world  at  last. 


E^ 


§  248.     On  the  Foioels. 

TIJT'e  are  little  airy  creatures, 
^  '       All  of  diff'rent  voice  and  features 
One  of  us  in  glass  is  set. 
One  of  us  you'll  find  in  jet ; 
T'otherynu  may  see  in  tin. 
And  the  fourth  a  box  within  ; 
If  the  fifth  you  should  pursue. 
It  cau  acve'r  Hy  from  you. 


§  249.     On  Snow. 
TJ^ROM  heaven  I  fall,  tho'  from  earth  I  begin, 
^      No  lady  alive  can  shew  such  a  skin. 
1  'm  bright  as  an  angel,  and  light  as  a  feather, 
But  heavy  and  dark  when  you  squeeze  me  to- 
gether. 
Though  candour  and  truth  in  my  aspect  Ibear, 
Yet  many  poor  creatures  I  help  to  ensnarci 
Though  so  much  of  heaven  appears  in  my 

make, 
The  foulest  impressions  1  easily  take. 
IVly  parent  and  1  produce  one  another. 
The  mother  the  danghtcr,  the  daughter  the 

mother. 


B 


§  250.     On  a  Cannoti. 
EOOTTKN,  and  born,  and  dying  with  noise, 
^  The  terror  of  women,  and  pleasure  of  boys; 
Like  the  fiction  of  poets  concerning  the  v»-ind, 
I'lq  chiefly  unridy  when  strongest  confin'd. 
For  silver  and  gold  I  don't  trouble  my  head, 
But  all  1  delight  in  is  pieces  of  lead  ^  ' 


Except  when  1  trade  with  a  ship  or  a  town, 
Why  then  I  make  pieces  of  iron  go  down. 
One  pro|>erty  more  1  would  have  you  remaric* 
N<j  lady  was  ever  more  fond  of  a  spark  ; 
The  moment  I  get  one,  my  soul's  all  a-firc. 
And  1  roar  outmyjoy,  and  in  tranb|)ort  expire. 


§2'-.!.     To  Qitilca,  a  Country-Uouse  nf  Dr. 
S/uridan,  in  no  very  good  liepair,  1725, 

T  ET  me  thy  projjerties  explain  : 
-■-'     A  rotten  cabin,  drop|)ing  rain  ; 
Chimnies  with  scorn  rejecting  smoke; 
Stools,  tables,  chairs,  and  bedstead*  broke. 
Here  elements  have  lost  their  uses: 
Air  ripens  not,  nor  earth  produces; 
In  vain  we  make  poorSheelah*  toil. 
Fire  will  not  roast,  nor  water  boil. 
Through  all  the  valleys,  hills,  and  plains. 
The  goddess  Want  in  triumph  reigns  : 
And  her  chief  officers  of  stale, 
Sloth,  Dirt,  and  Theft,  around  her  wait. 


§  252,     The  grand  Question  dehaled:  lllieiher 
Hamilton  s  Baivn  should  he   turned  into  a 
Barrack  or  a  Mall -House.     IT-'Q- 
HPhus  spoke  to  my  Lady  the  Knight  f  full  of 
■*■  care, 

•*  I^t  me  luwe  your  advice  in  a  weighty  affair: 
'*  This  Hamilton's  bawn,  %  whilst  it  sticks  on 

*•  mvhand, 
"  I  lose  by  the  house  what  I  get  by  tlK*  land  ; 
*•  But  how  to  dispose  of  it  to  the  best  bidder, 
'«  For  a  barrack  §  or  malt-house,  we  now  m\iM. 

**  consider.  '   [house, 

"  First  let  me  suppose   I    make  it  a  malt- 

**  Ilerel  havecoxnputed  the  profit  will  fall  t'as; 

"  There's  nine  hundred  jjounds  for  labour  and 

"grain,  [main; 

♦*  I  increase  it  to  twelve,  so  three  hundred  re- 
"  A  handsome  addition  for   wine  and  good 

*' cheer,  [year-- 

f*  Three  dishes  a  day,  and  three  hogsheads  a 
•*  With  a  dozen  large  vessels  my  vault  shall  be 

**  stor'd  ; 
**  No  little  scrub  joint  shall  come  on  my  board ; 
"  And  you  and  the  Dean  no  more  shall  combine 
"  'I  o  stint  me  at  night  to  one  bottle  of  wine  ; 
<•  Nor  shall  I,  for  his  humour,  permit  you  to 

••  purloin 
**  Astoneandaquarterofbecffrommysurloin. 
"  If  I  make  it  a   barrack,  the  crov.n  is  xaj 

♦*  tenant; 
**  My  dear,  1  have  ponder'd  again  and  again  nn't, 
"  In' poundage  and  drawbacks  1  loae  half  my 

'•  rent ; 
"  Whatever  they  give  me,  I  must  be  content, 
"  Or  join  with  the  court  in  every  debate; 
*•  And  rather  than  tliat  I  would  lose  my  estate." 


*  The  name  of  an  Irish  servant.  +  Sir  Arthur  Acheson,  at  whose ^at  this  wa«  written.    . 

X  A  large  old  house,  two  miles  from  Sir  Arthur's  seat. 

4  The  araav  in  Ireland  is  lodged  in  stron?  Uuildinea  ever  the  whulc  kJogdoBB,  called  barracks. 
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Thus  ended  the  knight.    Thus  began  his 

meek  wife  : 
••  II  must  rtntl  it  shall  be  a  barrack,  my  life. 
••  I'm  jjrown  a  mere  mopus ;  no  company  corrtcs 
«•  But  a  rabble  of  tenants  and  rusty  Hull  rams:* 
*<  With  parsons  what  ladvcan  keep  herself  clean? 
**  I'm  all  over  dmbd  when  I  sit  by  the  Dean  : 
•*  But  if  you  will  give  us  a  barrack,  my  dear, 
«*  Tl»cCa|»tain,  I'm  sure,will  always  come  here; 
•*  1  then  shall  not  value  his  Dcaii^hip  a  straw, 
«*  For  the  Captain,  1  warrant,  will  keep  him  in 

•'  awu ; 
•*  Or,  should  he  pretend  to  be  brisk  and  alert, 
••  Will  tell  him  that  Chaplains  ^lioirld  not  be 

"  so  pert ;  [their  pray'rs, 

•'  That  men  of  his  coat  should   he   minaing 
*'  And  not  among  ladies  togivetlumselvcsairs." 
Thus  arjjucd  my  Lady,  but  argued  in  vain  ; 
The  Knight  his  opinion  rcsolv'd  to  maintain. 

But  Hannah,  f  who  listen'd  to  all  that  was 
And  could  not  endure  so  vulvar  a  taste,  [pa$(, 
As  soon  as  her  Ladyship  call'd  to  Ik-  drest, 
Cried,  •'  Madam,  why  surely  my  master's  pos- 

♦*  sest. 
**  Sir  Arthur  the  maltster  !  how  fine  it  will 

'*  sound  ! 
•*  I'd  rather  the  bawn  were  sunk  underground. 
•*  But,  madam,  J  j^uess'd  there  would  never 

"  come  goo  J, 
••  When  I  saw  him  so  often  with  Darby  J  and 

••  Wood.  [dream'd 

**  And  now  my  dream's   out  ;  for  I  was  a- 
♦•  That  I   saw  a  huge  rat — O   (Uar,   how  I 

"  scrcam'd!  [shoes  ; 

•'  And  after,  methought,  I  had  lo^t  njy  new 
**  And  Molly,  she  said  I  should  hear  some  ill 

••  news. 
*•  Dear  madam ,  had  you  but  the  spirit  to  tease, 
'*  Vou   might  have  a' barrack   whenever  you 

**  please  ; 
•*  And,  madam,  I  always  bcllev'd  you  so  stout, 
*•  That  for  twenty  denials  vou  wo^ild  not  give 
•*  If  1  had  a  husband  like  him,  I  purtcst.   [out 
**  Till  he  gave  me  my  will,  1  would  give  him 

**  no  rest ;  [sheets 

**  And,  rstiher  than  come  in  the  same  pair  of 
"  With  such  a  cross  man^  I  would  lie  in  the 

*'  streets  : 
**  But,  madam,  I  begyou,  contrive  and  invent, 
**  And  worry  him  out  till  he  givcshis  consent. 
•*  I3cjr  madam,  whene'er  of  a  barrack  I  think, 
•*  An' I  vvereto  be  han;»d,  I  can'Lsleepa  wink  : 
**  For  if  anew  crotchet  comes  into  my  brain, 
**  I  can't  get  it  out,  though  1  never  so  fain. 
•*  I  fancy  already  a  barn»ck  contriv'd      [riv'd  ; 
**  At  Hamilton's  bawn,  and  the  troop  is  ar- 
**  Of  this  to  be  sure  Sir  Arthur  has  warning, 
*'  And  waits  on  the  Captain  betimes  the  next 

"  morning. 
•*  Now  a«%  when  they  meet,  how  their  ho- 

'*  nours  behave  : 
"  NobleCaptnin,  your  servant."—**  SirArihur, 

<*  your  slave  :  ' 

•.  A  cant  word  in  Ireland  for  a  poor  country  c 
J  Two  of  Sir  Arthur's  nuna^-eri. 


'  You  honour  me  much."—"  The  honotir  it 

*'  mine." 
Twas  a  sad  rainy  night." — '*  But  the  mom- 

**  ing  is  fine." 
Pray  how  does  my  lady  ?"— *•  My  wife's  at 

*•  your  service." 
I  think  I  have  seen  her  picture  by  Jervas.'*— • 
Good-morro^v,  pood  Captain,  I'll  wait  on 

**  you  down." 
You  shan't  stir  a  foot." — •*  You'll  think  me 

**  a  clown. 
For  all  the  world,  Captain." — *'  Not  half  an 

••  inch  farther." 
You  must  be  obey'd!" — "  Your  servant.  Sir 

**  Arthur  ! 
My  humble  respects  to  my  I^dy  unknown." 
I  hope  you  will  use  my  house  as  your  own." 
♦*  Go  bring   nic  my  bmock,  and   leave  off 

"  your  prate, 
Thou  hast  certainly  got  a  cup  in  ihy  nate.^ 
**^ray,  madam,  be  quiet,  what  was  it  I  said^ 
You  had  like  to  have  put  it  quite  out  of  my 

*♦  head.  » 

Next  day,  to  be  sure,  the  Captain  will  come 
At  the  head  of  his  troops  with  trum[)tt  anil 

•*  drum. 
Now,  madam,  obser\e  how  he  marches  in 

"  state  : 
The  man  with  the  kettle-drums  enters  the 

**gate; 
Dub,  dub,  adub,  dub.  The  trumpeters  follow, 
Tantara,  taniara;  while  all  the  boys  halloo. 
See  now  comes  the  Captain,  all  daub'd  with. 

**  gold  lace  : 
O  la  !  the  sweet  gentleman  I  look  in  his  face; 
And  see  how  he  rides  like  a  lord  of  the  land. 
With  the  fine  flaming  sword  that  he  holds 

'*  in  his  hand  -y 
And  his  horse,  the  dear  cre/cr,  it  prances  and 

**  rears  ; 
With  ribbons  in  knots  at  its  tail  and  its  ears  : 
At  last  comes  the  troop,  by  Uieword  ofcom- 

*•  mand. 
Drawn  up  in  our  ':ourt;  whcn'the  Captain 

'*  cries,  Stakd! 
Your  Ladvship  I'lfis  up  the  sash  to  be  seen 
(F<ir  sure  I  have  £/j:n'rfv"u  out  like  a  queen), 
'  The  Captain,  to  shew  he  is  proud  of  the  fa« 

*'  vour, 
Looks  up   to  your  window,  and  cocks  upi 

"  his  beaver, 
(His  beaver  is  cock'd  j  pray,  madam,  mark 

•'  that. 
For  a  Captain  ofhorscnevcrtakesofThis  hat. 
Because  !)«  haft  never  a  hand  that  is  idle  ; 
For  the  ripht  holds  the  sword,  and  the  left 

"  holds  the  bridle) ; 
Then  flourishes  thrice  his  sword  in  the  air. 
As  a  compliment  due  to  a  lady  so  fair  ; 
(How  I  tremble  to  think  of  the  blood  it  hath 

*'  spill!) 
Then  he  lowers  down  the  point,  and  kisses 

**  the  hilt. 

ergynaan.        f  ^^y  lady's  waiting  woman. 

••  Your 
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**  Your  Ladyship  smiles,  and  thus  you  Vjegin  : 

••  Prav,  Captain,  he  pleaa'd  to  alight  and  walk 

'  «*  in."  [found, 

•*  Tlie  Captain  salutes  you  with  congee  pro- 

**  And  your  Lulyship  curtsies  halfway  to  the 

*'  ground. 

*'  Kit,  run  to  your  master,  and  hid  him  cdme 

'•  to  us  :  [us. 

•*  I'm  sure  he'll  be  proud  of  the  honour  you  do 

*•  And,  Captain,  you'll  do  us  the  favour  to  stay 

*'  And  lakeashoridinncrhere  with  us  to-day? 

**  You're  heartily  \velcome :  but  as  for  good 

•'  cheer, 
*'  You  come  in  the  very  wofst  time  of  the  year  j 
'*  If  I  had  expected  so  worthy  a  finest — " 
**  Lord  !  madam  lyour  ladyship  sure  is  in  jest : 
**  Y'^ou  banter  me,  madam,  the  kingdom  must 

•*  grant — " 
"  You  officers,  Captain,  are  so  complaisant !" 
"  Hist, hussy,l  think  I  hear  somebody  coming." 
**  No,  madam, 'tis  onlySir  Arthur  a  humming. 
•'  To  shorten  my  tale  (for  I  hate  a  long  sto?y) 
"  The  Captain  at  dinner  appears  in  his  glory  : 
*'  The  Dean  and  the   Doctor  *  have  humbled 

**  their  pridf , 
**  For  the  Captain's  entreated  tosit  byyourside: 
**  And,  because  he's  their  betters,  you  carve  for 

*'  him  first : 
**  The  Parsons  for  envy  are  ready  to  burst. 
"The  servants  amazed  are  scarce  ever  able  [ble ; 
*'  To  keep  off  their  eyes,  as  they  wait  at  the  ta- 
*'  And  Molly  and  I  have  thrust  in  our  nose 
*'  To  peep  at  the  Captain  in  all  his  fine  elves. 
"  Dear  madam,  be  surehe'sa  fine-spoken  man, 
"  Do  but  hear  oii  tha  Clergy  how  glib  his 

**  tongue  ran  : 
"  And,  madam,  says   he,     *  If  such  dinners 

"  you  give, 
*«  You'll  ne'er  want  for  Parsons  as  long  as  you 

*'  live. 
**  I  ne'er  knew  a  Parson  without  a  good  nose  : 
*'  ^uithc  Devil's  as  welcome  vvlierever  hegocs: 
*'  G-d— a  me !  they  bid  us  reform  and  repent, 
*'  But,  z — ds  !  by  their  looks  they  never  keep 

•*  Lent! 
'*  Mister  Curate,  for  all  your  grave  looks,  I'm 

"  afraid 
**  Y''ou  cast  a  sheep's  eye  on  her  Ladyship's  maid : 
**  I  wish  she  would  lend  you  her  pretty  white 

"  hand 
"  In  mending  your  cassock,  and  smoothing 

•*  your  band 
**  (For  the  Dean  was  so  shabby,  and  look'd 

*•  like  a  ninny, 
**  That   the  Captain  suppos'd  he  was  curate  to 

**  Jinny). 
**  Whenever  you  see  a  cassock  and  gown, 
•*  A  hundred  to  one  but  it  covers  a  clown. 
**  Observe  how  a  Parson  comes  ir.to  a  room  ; 
**  G-d — n  me !  he  hobbles  as  had  as  my  groom : 
**  A  scollard,  when  just  from  his  college  broke 

*'  loose, 
<*  CaA  hardly  tell  how  to  cry  ho  to  a  goose  : 


**  Your  f  Kove<ht  and  Bluturks,  and  Omars, 

*'  and  stufV, 
'*  ByG — ,  they  don't  signify  this  pinch"t)f  snuff) 
*•  To  gite  a  young  gentleman  right  educvtion, 
"  The  army's  the  only  good  school  in  the  nation: 
"  My  schoolmaster  call'd  mca  dunccand  a  fool, 
"  But  at  cuf!s  I  was  always  the  cock  of  the 

'•  sch(*ol : 
**  I  never  could  take  to  my  book  for  the  blood 

'*  of  me, 
**  And   the  puppy   confcss'd  he  expcchrd  no 

**  good  o'  me.  [wife, 

**  He  caught  me  ouc  morning  coquetting  his 
**  But  he  maul'd  me,  I  ne'er  was  so  maul'd  in 

♦*  my  life  :  , 

*'  So  1  took  to  the  road  ;  and  what's  very  wld, 
**  The  first  man  I  robb'd  vtas  a  Parson,  by  G — . 
**  Now,  madam,  you'll  think  it  a  strange  thing 

♦'  to  sav, 
**  But  the  si^ght  of  a  book  makes  me  sick  to  this 

«'  day.' 
**  Never  since  I  was  born  did  I  hear  so  much 

*'  wit; 
"  And,  madam,  I  laugh'd  till   I  thought  I 

*'  should  split.  [Dean, 

**  So  then  you  look'd  scornful,  aitd  snift  at  the 
"  AlS  who  should  say,  Now,  am  I  i/iittni/  and 

"  lean  ? 
**  But  he  durst  not  so  much  as  once  open  his 

"  lips, 
**  And  the  Doctor  was  plaguily  down  in  the 

"  hips." 
Thus  merciless  Hannah  ran  on  in  her  talk. 
Till  she  heard  the  Dean  call,  *'  VV^ill  your  La- 

**  dyship  walk  ?" 
Her  La<lyship  answers,  **  I'm  just  coming 

*'  down  :" 
Then  turning  to  Hannah,  and  forcinga'frown, 
Altho'  it  was  plain  in  her  heart  she  was  glad. 
Cried  — '*  Hussy  !  why  sure  the  wench  is  gone 

**  mad  ! 
**  How  eould  these  chimeras   get  into  your 

*•  brains  ? 
*'  Come  hither,  and  take  this  old  gown  for  yoar 

"  pains. 
**  But  the  Dean,  If  this  secret  should  come  » 

*'  his  ears, 
**  Will  never  have  dbne  with  his  jibes  and  his 

"jeers: 
**  For  your  life,  not  a  word  of  the  matter,  I 

"  charge  ye, 
**  Give  me  but  a  barrack,,a  fig  for  the  clergy." 

§  253.  On  the  Death  of  Dr.  Swift.  Occa- 
sivHvd  by  reading  the  foUojoing  Ma.iim  in 
Uochcfoucault ;  "  Dans  Cadvrrsif^  de  nos 
**  vieillenrs  amis,  nous  trouvo7is  toitjotirs  quel- 
**  que  chose  qui  ne  7ious  dejrlaist  pan  :" 

"  In  the  adversity  of  our  best  friends  we  alwayis. 

"  find  something'  that  doth  not  displease  u»." 
A  S  Rochcfoucault  his  maxims  drew 


*  Dr.  Jinny,  a  clergyman  in  the  neighbourhood. 


From  nature,  I  believe  them  true  : 
f  <Dvid:»,  iPIutarths,  Homers. 


Ther 


600 


ELEGANT    EXTRACTS. 


Book  IV, 


lliey  irgae  no  corruptetl  mind 
In  him;  the  fault  is  tn  mankind. 

Tliis  maxim  more  tlian  ail  tho  ret 
Is  thouglit  loo  base  for  human  biciist: 
•*  In  all  distresses  of  our  friends, 
••  We  first  ton«ult  our  private  t  iidb ; 
**  ^V^nle  nature,  kindly  beni  to  ease  us, 
•*  Points  out  some  circumsianc«-  to  please  us.** 

If  this  perhaps  your  patience  movi, 
Let  reason  and  experience  prove. 

We  all  behold  with  envious  eyes 
Our  equals  rals'd  above  our  size. 
Who  would  not  at  a  crowded  siiow 
Stand  high  hjmseif,  keep  others  low  ? 
I  lo\e  my  friend  as  well  as  you  ; 
But  why  should  he  obstruct  my  view? 
Then  lei  me  have  the  higher  post. 
Suppose  it  but  an  inch  at  most. 
If  in  a  battle  you  should  find 
One,  whom  you  love  of  all  mankind. 
Had  some  heroic  action  done, 
A  champion  kill'd,  or  trophy  won  ; 
Rather  tnan  thus  be  over-lopi, 
Would  you  not  wish  his  laurels  cropt? 
Dear  honest  Ned  is  in  the  gout. 

Lies  rack'd  with  pain,  and  you  without : 
How  paiiently  you  hear  him  groan  ! 

How  glad  the  case  is  not  your  own  ! 

What  poet  would  not  grieve  lo  t>ec 
Hi.s  brothers  write  as  well  as  he? 
But,  r.uhcr  than  they  should  exctl. 

Would  wish  his  rivals  all  in  \uA\. 
Her  end  when  emulation  njis^r"?. 

She  turns  to  envy,  stings  and  iii>  ,is : 

The  strongest  friendship  yields  lo  pride, 

Unless  the  odds  be  on  our  side. 
Vain  htitnaii  kind  !  fantastic  ract- ! 

'Ihy  viirions  follies  who  can  trace- 
Seh'-lo\e,  ambition,  envy,  pride. 

Their  empire  in  our  hearts  divide. 

Give  others  riches,  pow'r,  and  siailon, 

Tis  ail  to  me  an  usurpation. 
1  liave  no  title  to  aspire ; 

\ci,  when  you  sink,  I  seem  ilic  higher. 

In  Fojic  I  eaimot  read  a  line, 

But,  with  a  sijzh,  I  wish  it  mine  : 

When  he  can  in  one  couplet  (i\ 

^loro  sense  than  I  can  do  in  six. 

It  gives  mc  such  a  je.lous  fit, 

I  CIV,  *'  l*«»x  take  him  and  his  witP 

1  grieve  lo  be  outdone  bv  Gay 

In  my  own  humorous,  biting  way. 

Arbulhnot  is  no  more  my  friend. 

Who  dares  to  irony  pretend. 

Which  I  was  born'to  introduce, 

Rcfin'd  it  first,  and  shew'd  its  use. 

Sf.  John,  as  well  as  Puliency,  knows 

Thai  I  had  some  repute  for  prose  j 

And,  till  thrydrovr  me  out  of  dale, 

Could  maul  a  minister  of  state. 

If  they  have  mortified  my  pride. 

And  made  lue  throw  my  pen  aside  ; 

If  with  such  talents  Heaven  hath  blcss'U  *cm, 

mvf  1  not  reasou  to  dciest  'cm  ? 


To  all  my  foes,  dear  Fortune,  send 
Thy  gifts,  but  never  to  my  friend  : 
I  tam^'ly  can  endure  the  first  ; 
Bui  this  with  envy  makes  me  burst. 

Thus  much  may  serve  by  way  of  proent 
Proceed  we  therefore  to  our  poem. 

The  lime  is  not  remote,  when  I  ' 

Must,  by  the  course  of  nature,  die! 
Wiicn,  1  foresee,  my  special  friends 
Will  try  to  find  their  private  ends : 
And,  though  'tis  hardly  understood 
Which  way  my  death  can  do  them  good. 
Yet  thus,  metHitrks.I  hear  them  s|)calv : 
••  Sec  how  the  Dean  begins  to  break! 
**  Poor  gentleman,  he  droops  apace! 
•'  You  plainly  find  it  in  his  face. 
*'  That  old  vertigo  in  his  head 
"  Will  never  leave  him  till  he's  dead. 
**  Besides,  hi.s  raemorv  decays  : 
"  He  recollects  not  what  he  says  : 
'*  U^  cannot  call  his  friends  to  mind ; 
"  Forgets  the  place  where  last  he  diu'd  j 
"  l^ies  vnu  with  stories  o'er  and  o'er  ; 
'*  He  told  them  fifty  times  before. 
"  J  low  does  he,  fancy  we  cjtn  sit 
*'  To  hear  his  out  of  fasliion'd  wit? 
'•  Rut  he  takes  up  with  younger  folks, 
'•  Who  for  his  wine  will  bear  his  jokes. 
•*  'Faith  I  he  must  make  his  stories  shorter, 
**  Or  change  his  comrades  once  a  quarter: 
'*  In  half  the  time  he  talks  them  round 
"  There  must  another  Pet  be  found. 

•♦  F«)r  poetry  he's  past  his  prime: 
"  He  takes  an  hour  to  find  a  rliime; 
"  His  fire  is  out,  his  witdeeay'd, 
••  His  fancy  sunk,  his  Muse  a  jade. 
**  I'd  have  him  throw  away  his  pen  ; 
**  But  there's  no  talking  to  ^ome  men!** 

And  then  their  tenderness  appears 
By  addino:  largely  to  nn  years  ; 
"'nc'.s  older  than  he  would  Ik^  reckon'd, 
"  And  well  remembers  Charles  the  Second, 
'•  He  hardly  drinks  a  pint  of  wiue; 
'*  And  thafl  doubt  is  no  good  sign. 
"  His  stomach  too  begins  to  fail : 
•'  l^st  year  we  thought  him  strong  and  hale 
'•  Ihit  now  he's  quite  another  thing: 
••  I  wish  he  may  hold  out  till  sprimi!** 
They  hug  themselves,  and  reason  thus  ; 
•*  It  is  not  yet  so  bad  with  us!" 

In  such  a  ease,  they  talk  in  tropes. 
And  by  their  fears  exjinss  their  hopes: 
Some  great  misfornine  to  portend. 
No  enemy  can  match  a  friend  ; 
With  all  ihe  kindness  they  profes*. 
The  merit  of  a  lucky  guess 
(NVhen  daily  how-d'ye's  come  of  course. 
And  servants  ansvver,  "  Worse  and  worse!"; 
\^  ould  please  them  better,  than  to  teil 
That,  "God  be  prais'd,  the  Dean  is  well." 
Then  he  who  prophesied  the  best, 
.Approves  his  foresight  to  the  rest: 
*'  Vou  know  I  plvvays  fear'd  the  worst* 
*'  And  often  told  you  ku  at  ilisu" 

'  He'd 
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He'd  rather  choose  that  I  should  die. 
Than  his  predictions  prove  a  lie. 
Not  one  foretels  I  sliall  recover  ; 
But  all  aiirec  to  give  me  over. 

Yet,  should  some  ncij^hbour  feel  a  pain 
Just  in  the  parts  where  I  complain  ; 
How  many  a  message  would  he  send ! 
With  hearty  pray'rs  that  I  should  mend  ! 
Inquire  what  regimen  1  kept ! 
What  gave  me  ease,  and  how  I  slept ! 
And  more  lament  when  I  was  dead; 
Than  all  the  sniv'lers  round  ipy  bed. 

My  good  companions,  never  fear  ; 
For  tnough  you  may  mistake  a  year. 
Though  your  prognostics  run  too  fast. 
They  must  be  verified  at  last. 

Behold  the  fatal  day  arrive  ! 
**  How  is  the  Dean  ? ' — •'  He's  just  alive." 
Now  the  departing  pray'r  is  read  ; 
He  hardly  breathes — the  Dean  is  dead  ! 

Before  the  passing-bell  begun. 
The  news  through  half  the  town  is  run. 
**  O  may  we  all  for  death  prepare! 
**  What  has  he  left?  and  who's  his  heir? 
"  I  know  no  more  than  what  the  news  Is ; 
**  *Tis  all  befjueath'd  to  public  uses. 
*'  To  public  uses  !  there's  a  whim  ! 
*'  What  had  the  public  done  for  him? 
**  Mere  envy,  avarice,  and  pride  ! 
"  He  gave  it  all — but  first  he  died. 
**  And  had  the  Dean,  in  all  the  nation, 
"  No  worthy  friend,  no  poor  relation  ? 
**  So  ready  to  do  strangers  good, 
**  Forgettmg  his  own  flesh  and  blood  !" 

Now  Grub-street  wits  are  all  employ *d  j 
With  elegies  the  town  is  cloy'd  : 
Some  paragraph  in  e^ery  paper. 
To  curse  the  Dean,  or  bless  the  Drnpifir. 

The  Doctors,  tender  of  their  jame, 
Wisely  on  me  lay  all  the  blr:me. 
**  We  must  confess  his  case  was  nice, 
*•  Bat  he  would  never  take  advice. 
*'  Had  he  been  rul'd,  for  aught  appears, 
"  He  might  have  Iiv*d  these  tv/entv  vearsj 
•'  For  when  we  open'd  him,  wc  found 
"  That  all  his  vital  parts  were  sound." 

From  Dublin  soon  to  London  spread, 
'Tis  told  at  court,  •'  The  Dean  is  dead." 
And  Lady  Suffolk,  *  in  the  spleen. 
Runs  laughint?  up  to  tell  the  Queen  : 
The  Queen,  so  gracious,  mild,  and  good, 
CtIcs,  "  Is  he  gone?  'tis  time  he  shou'd. 
"  He's  dead,  you'say?  then  let  him  rot: 
"  I'm  glad  tlic  medals  t  were  forgot. 
"  i  promis'd  hitn,  I  own  ;  but  when  ? 
**  I  only  was  the  Princess  then: 
*'  But  now,  as  consort  of  the  Kino;, 
*'  You  know,  'tis  quite  another  thing." 

Now  Chartres,  at  Sir  Robert's  levee. 
Tells,  with  a  sneer,  the  tidings  heavy: 
*•  Whv,  if  he  died  wiihout  his  shoes," 
Cries  Bjb,  •*  I'm  sorry  for  the  news  : 


*•  O  were  the  wretch  but  livinj;  still, 

*'  And  in  his  place  my  pood  friend  Will! 

"  Or  had  a  mitre  on  his  head, 

*'  Provided  Bolingbrokc  were  dead  !** 

Now  Curl  his  shop  from  rubbish  drains  : 
Three  genuine  tomes  ofSwift's  remains  ! 
And  then,  to  make  them  pass  the  glibber, 
Revis'd  by  Tibbald,  Moore,  nnd  Cibbcr. 
He'll  treat  me  as  he  does  my  betters. 
Publish  my  will,  my  life,  my  letters; 
Revive  the  libels  born  to  die. 
Which  Pope  must  bear  as  well  as  I. 
Here  shift  the  scene,  to  represent 
How  those  I  lov'd  my  death  lament. 
Poor  Pope  will  grieve  a  month,  and  Gay 
A  week,  and  Arbuthnot  a  dav  : 
St.  John  himself  will  scarce  forbeaf 
To  bite  his  pen  and  drop  a  tear. 
The  rest  will  give  a  shrug,  and  cry, 
'*  I'm  sorry — but  we  all  must  die  !" 

Indifference,  clad  in  Wisdom's  guise, 
All  fortitude  of  mind  supplies  : 
For  how  can  stony  bowels  melt 
In  those  who  never  pity  felt  ? 
When  we  are  lash'd  they  kiss  the  .rod. 
Resigning  to  the  will  of'God. 

The  fools,  my  juniors  by  a  year, 
Aretortur'd  with  susj)enseand  fear; 
Who  wisely  thought  my  age  a  screen, 
When  death  approach'd,  to  stand  between: 
The  screen  remov'd,  their  hearts  arc  tre.iibling : 
They  mourn  for  me  without  dissembling. 
My  female  friends,  whose  tender  hearts 

Have  better  learn'd  to  act  their  parts. 

Receive  the  news  in  doleful  dumps  : 

'•  The  Dean  is  de:id :  (pray  what  is  trumps?) 

'•  Then,  Lord  have  mercy  on  his  soul ! 

**  (Ladies,  I'll  venture  for  the  vole). 

**  Six  Deans,  they  say,  must  bear  the  pall ; 

*•'  (i  wish  I  kn-.nv  wh'ut  kinp  to  <RiII). 

'*  Madam,  your  husband  will  attend 

*'  The  funeral  of  so  good  a  friend  ? 

**  No,  madam,  'tis  a  shocking  sight; 

"  And  he's  ePi:ag'd  to-morrow  uig^ht : 

"  My  Luuy  Ckib  will  take  it  ill 

"  If  he  should  fail  her  at  quadrille. 

*«  He  lov'd  the  Dean — (I  lead  a  heart)— 

•*  But  dearest  friends,  they  ?av,  must  part. 

"  His  time  was  come  :   he  ran  hi»  race  ; 

'*  We  h. ope  he's  in  a  better  place." 
Why  do  we  grieve  that  friends  should  die? 

No  loss  more  easy  to  supply. 

One  year  ii  past — a  ditieient  scene  I 

No  farther  mention  of  the  Dean; 

Who  now,  alas!  no  more  is  iniss'd 

Than  if  he  never  did  c\\^l. 

Wlicre's  now  the  favocriic  of  Apollo  ? 

Dcparte(l-*tf»nd  his  wor-ks  must  foliovVj 

Mnsr  undergo  the  common  fate; 

His  kind  of  wit  is  out  of  date. 

Some  countrv  'squire  to  Lintot  goc8. 

Inquires  for  Swift  in  verse  and  proit- 


*  Mrs.  Howa^rd,  at  one  time  a  favourite  witli  the  Dear. 

t  Wliich  the  Dean  in  vain  expected,  in  return  for  a  sniall  presen:  he  had  «eot  to  tlje  Poncesr. 

S  F  '  Say» 
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Jvivs  I.'u»or,  "  I  have  jicard  tlic  name  ; 

"  )Icth«l  a  year  ago?" — "The  ^am« .  " 

Uc  searches  all  the  shop  in  vain  : 

"  Sir,   you  luav  fmd  ihcni  in  Ducl-laic; 

"  I  »«ni  iheiuuith  a  load  of  book^, 

"  I*isl  Monday,  to  the  j)astry-«ooks. 

*•  To  fancA-  they  could  live  a  year  I 

•*  F  find  yJin'reUut  a  stranger  i.t  r-. 

**  The  Dean  was  faaious  in  his  tinn  , 

•*  And  had  a  kind  of  knack  at  rhviiu-. 

*•  Fii*  way  <«r writing  now  is  pasi: 

*•  The  town  has  got  a  better  taste. 

•*  I  keep  no  antiquated  stufi'; 

••  But  spick  and  span  I  have  enou^^h. 

V  I*ray  do  but  give  me  lc;ne  to  shew  'cm  ; 

•*  litre's" Colly  Cihl>cr's  birth-r1;ty  pocin-. 

•*  Tliisode  you  never  yet  have  seen, 

"  B,-  StejjlK'n  Duick  upon  the  (^ueen. 

"  'I'hen  here's  a  letter  finely  peiiud 

**  Against  the  Craftsman  and  his  friend  i 

**  It  clearlv  shews  that  all  rcflcciiou 

"On  minfsters  is  disaffection. 

•*  Next,  here'*  Sir  Robert's  vindieaiion, 

**  And  Mr.  Henley's  last  oration ; 

**  The  h:nvkerii  have  not  got  them  \  et : 

*•  Your  lu)nour  please  to  buy  a  set: 

"Here's  \Vol>rton's  tracts,   the  twelfth  edi- 
"  *Tis  read  by  e\cry  t>oUliciau  :  [tion  ; 

"  The  count ry-mcmoers,  when  in  town, 
*'  Trt  all  their  boroughs  scud  th  m  Jou  a  : 
**  Vou  never  met  a  thing  so  smart ; 
**  The  courtiers  have  themr  all  by  heart ; 
"  Those  maids  of  honour  who  cm  read 
"  Are  taught  to  u>e  them  for  their  creed  ; 
••  The  reverend  author's  ^«)od  irjtintion 
"  Hath  been  rewarded  with  a  p»  i^-ion  :  ♦ 
•'  He  doth  an  honour  to  his  g«»wii, 
"  By  bravely  rutining  priestcraft  down  : 
"  Ue  shews,  as  sure  as  Go3's  in  Gloucester, 
"  That  Mo8t'»  wa*,  a  grand  impostor ; 
"  That  all  hi.s  miracles  were  <  he  it>., 
*•  Pcrform'd  as  ju'j;'j;Ur3  do  their  reai>. 
"  The  church  had  never  such  a      i'    r  •, 
"  .\  »hame  he  haih  not  jrot  a  uiiirc  '." 

Suppose  me  dead  ;  and  then  ^uj-jiu-^o 
A  club  assembled  at  the  Hose: 
Wher^,  from  discodr^f  of  this  and  that, 
J  prow  the  subject  of  their  chat. 
And  whik'  tbiy  to^s  mv  name  about, 
^Vilh  fivoi»r  son*«,  and  aome  w  ithoul ; 
One,  quite  indiHcrcnt  in  the  cause, 
My  character  impfirtiul  draw ^  : 

••  The  Uean,  if  wc  believe  report, 
"  Was  mvcr  ill  rcwiv'd  at  couri ; 
"  Although  ironicallv  grave, 
"  He  Bharird  i!ic  foof,  and  lish'd  thektKkve} 
"  To  st«ul  a  Ulni  was  never  Utiown, 
"  But  whpt  he  writ  was  ;dl  his  own." 

"  Sir.l  have  heard  another  k'.ory  : 
*•  He  was  a  rrtost  con/bunded  Torv  ; 
**  An<l  grew,  or  he  is  mu(  h  belied, 
*•  Kxtremelv  dull  before  he  died." 


"  Can  we  the  Drapier  then  forget  ? 
"  Is  not  oiir  nation  in  his  debt? 
'•  *Twas  he  that  writ  the  Drapier's  Letters  1" 
"  He  should  have  left  thtm  for  his  betters; 
'*  We  had  a  hundred  abler  men, 
*'  N'or  need  depend  upoi^  his  pen. 
**  Say  what  you  will  about  his  reading* 
"  You  never  can  defend  his  breeding  i 
"  \Vho  in  his  satires  rwHuing  riot, 
"  Could  never  leave  tl>c  world  iu  quiet; 
"  AttacUIug,  when  he  took  the  whim, 
"  Court,  city,  camp — all  one  to  him. 
"  But  wliy  shontd  he,  except  he  slobWr'd, 
'•  Oflend  Our  patriot,  great  Sir  Robert, 
"  Whose,  couu-cls aid  the  sovereign  pow'r 
"  To  save  the  nation  every  hour  ? 
'*  What  scenes  of  evil  he  unravels 
"  Ih  satires,  libel?,  lying  travels  : 
"  Not  sparing  his  own  clergy  cloth, 
"  But  «.»t3  into  it,  like  a  n:>oi'h !" 

'^^erhaps  I  may  allow  the  Uoan 
"  Had  too  much  satire  in  his  vein, 
"  And  seem'ddeiermin'd  not  to  starve  it, 
"  Because  ivo  age  jould  nu)re  deserve  it. 
"  Yet  malice  never  was  his  aim  ; 
"  He  lash'd  the  vie,  but  spar'd  the  name. 
"  No  individual  could  resent, 
"  A\'hete  thousancfs  equarllv  were  meant: 
"  His  satire  poii>ts  at  no  defect 
"  But  what  alF  mortafs  mav  correct; 
"  For  heabhonr'd  tlie  senseless  tribe 
"  Who  call  it  humour  when  they  jibe  : 
"  He  spar'd  a  hump  or  crooked  nose, 
"  Whose  owners  set  not  up  for  beaux  : 
"  True  genuine  dullness  mov  d  his  pity, 
"  Cnlesb  it  oftVr'd  to  be  witty. 
"  I'liose  who  their  ignorance  confess'd 
*•  He  m-'er  otrctuii'd  with  a  jest ; 
*•  But  laugh'd  to  h.-ar  an  ideot  quote 
'*  .\  verse  from  Horace  Icaru'd  by  rote. 
"  Vice,  if  it  e'er  can  be  abash 'd, 
"  Must  be  or  ridicui'd  or  lash'd. 
"  It'yci;  re  cut  it,  who's  to  blame? 
"  He  neither  knows  you,  nor  your  nam«.. 
"  Shoiilcl  vice,  expect  to  'scane  rebuke, 
'♦  ikcause  its  owner  is  a  duKC? 
"  His  friendships,  still  t(j  few  confin'd, 
•*  Were  always  of  the  middling  kind  ; 
"  No  fools  of  rank  or  inongre!  breed, 
"  Who  fain  would  pass  for  lords  indeed 
WlH-re  titles  nive  no  right  or  pow'r. 
And  peerage  is  a  wither'd  How'r; 
4le  would  have  deeiu'd  it  a  disgrace 
If  siieh  a  wretch  had  known  his  face. 
On  rural  'squires,  lint  kingdom's  banc. 
He  vented  oft  his  wrath  in  vain. 
••***•••  squ'rrcs  Xo  market  brought, 
Who  s<ll  their  souls  and  ••••  for  nought; 
The  ••••♦♦••  go  joyful  back, 
To  rob  the  church",  their  tenants  rack, 
Cto  snacks  with  ***••  justices. 
And  keep  the  peace  to  pick  up  Ices; 


•  WoUton  i*  here  ccmfoTtnded  with  Wolla-sfon. 
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■**  In  ever)' job  to  have  a  share, 
•♦  A  izaol  or  turnpike  to  repair; 
**  And  turn  •*••♦*  lo  public  roads 
"  ComiVKKlious  to  their  own  abodes. 

"  He  never  tiiought  an  honour  done  him 
y  B«-.cause  a  })ecr  was  proud  lo  own  hitn  j 
*'  Would  rather  .-lip  aside,  and  choose 
*•  To  talk  with  wits  in  dirty  shoes ; 
**  And  scorn  the  tools  with  stars  and  garters, 
'•  So  often  ^een  caressing  Charlres. 
*'  Me  never  courted  men  in  station, 
"  No  persons  held  in  admiration  ; 
<*  Of  no  man's  greatness  was  afraid, 
**  Because  he  s()U;ij;ht  for  no  n)an'8  aid. 
**  Though  trust'*d  lonj^  in  great  affairs, 
**  He  w;ave  himself  no  haughtv  airs  ; 
*'  Without  rt'finrding  jirivate  ends, 
"  Spent  all  his  credit  for  his  friends  ; 
**  And  only  chose  the  wise  and  good, 
**  No  flatterers,  no  allies  in  blood: 
**  But  suceour'd  virtue  in  distress, 
**  And  seldom  faii'd  of  c;ood  success  ; 
**  As  numbers  in  their  hearts  must  own, 
**  Who,  but  for  him,  had  been  unknown. 
**  He  kept  with  princes  due  decorum  ; 
**  Yet  never  stood  in  awe  before  'em. 
**  He  follow'd  David's  lesson  just  j 
**  In  ))rinces  never  put  his  trust; 
**  And,  would  you  make  hin«  truly  sonr, 
**  Provoke  him  with  a  slive  in  pow'r, 
"  The  Irish  senate  if  you  nam'd, 
**  With  wliat  imi^atience  he  declaim'd! 
*'  Fair  LiBERTV  was  all  his  crv, 
**  For  her  he  stood  prepar'd  to  die  j 
*'  For  her  he  boldly  stood  alon6; 
*•  For  her  lie  ofi  expos'd  his  own. 
**  Two  kingdoms,  just  as  faction  led, 
**  Had  set  a  price  upon  his  head  ; 
L     •*  But  not  a  traitor  could  be  found, 
^■     <■*  To  sell  him  for  six  hundred  pound. 

'*  Had  he  but  spar'd  his  tongue  and  pen 
"  He  might  have  rose  like  other  men  : 
*'  But  ]X)w'r  was  never  in  his  thought, 
**  And  wealth  he  valued  not  a  groat  : 
**  Ingratitude  he  often  found, 
*'  And  pitied  those  who  meant  the  wound; 
**  But  kept  the  tenor  of  his  mind, 
**  To  merit  well  of  human-kind  : 
**  Nor  made  a  sacrifice  of  those 
"  W^ho  still  v\  ere  true,  to  please  his  foes. 
"  He  labour'd  numy  a  fruitless  hour 
**  To  reconcile  his  inends  in  pow'r; 
*'  Saw  mischief  by  a  faction  brewing, 
**  While  they  pursu'd  each  other's  ruin  : 
**  But,  finding  vain  was  all  his  care, 
'*lic  left  the  court  in  mere  depair. 

*'  And,  or  how  short  are  human  schemes  ! 
'**  Here  ended  all  our  golden  dri^ams. 
"  What  St.  John's  skill  in  state  aflairs, 
*<  What  Ormond's  valour,  Oxford's  cures, 
**  To  save  their  sinking  country  lent, 
*<  Was  all  destroy'd  by  one  event. 
"Too  soon  that  precious  life  was  ended, 
*'  Oa  xyliich  Jiloucouv  w^al  depended- 


"  When  up  a  dangerous  faction  starts, 
"  \\\i\\  wrath  and  vengeance  in  their  hearts  ; 
"  Bv  solenm  league  and  covenant  bound, 
'  'i'o  ruin,  slaughter,  and  confound; 

*  To  turn  religion  to  a  fable, 

*  And  make  thegovenunent  a  Babel; 

'  l^ervert  the  laws,  disgrace  the  gown  ; 
'  ('orruj)t  the  senate,  rob  the  crown; 
'  'i'o  sacrifice  Old  England's  glory, 

*  And  make  her  infimous  in  story: 

*  When  such  a  tempest  shook  the  land, 

*  How  could  unguarded  Virtue  stand  ? 

*  W^ith  horror,  grief,  despair,  the  Dean 
**  Beheld  the  dire  destructive  scene: 

•'  His  friends  in  exile,  or  thel'ower, 
**  Himself  within  the  frown  of  power; 
"  Pursu'd  by  base  envenom'd  |Mins, 

"  Far  to  the  land  of  s and  fens; 

"  A  servile  race  in  folly  nurst, 

'•  Who  truckle  most  when  treated  worst. 

"  By  innocence  and  resolution, 
**  He  bore  continual  persecution  ; 
**  While  numbers  to  preferment  rose, 
'*  W^hose  merit  was  to  be  his  foes; 
**  When  ev'n  his  own  familiar  friends, 
**  Intent  vipon  their  private  ends, 
*'  Like  rcnegadoes  now  be  feels 
"  Against  him  lifting  up  their  heels. 
*'  The  Dean  did,  by  his  pen,  3efeat 
"  An  infamous,  destructive  cheat; 
"  Taught  fools  their  interest  how  to  know, 
**  And  gave  them  arms  to  ward  the  blow. 
"  Envy  hath  own'd  it  was  his  doing, 
**  To  save  that  hapless  land  from  ruin  ; 
"  While  they  v.'ho  at  the  steerage  stood, 
"  And  reap'd  the  profit,  sought  his  blood. 
*'  To  save  them  from  their  evil  fate, 
**  In  him  was  held  a  crime  of  state. 
**  A  wicked  monster  on  the  bench, 
**  Whose  fury  blood  could  never  quench  ; 
**  As  vile  and^  profligate  a  villain 
**  As  modern  Scrogj^s,  or  old  Tressillan  ; 
*'  Who  long  all  justice  had  discarded, 
**  Nor  fear'd  he  God,  nor  man  regarded  ; 
*'  V^ow'd  on  the  Dean  his  rage  to  vent, 
**  And  make  him  of  his  zeal  repent. 
"  But  Heaven  his  innocence  defends, 
**  The  grateful  people  stand  his  friends  : 
**  Not  strains  of  law,  nor  judge's  frown, 
**  Nor  topics  brought  to  please  the  crown, 
**  Nor  wilr.ess  hlr'd,  nor  jury  pick'd, 
*'  Prevail  to  bring  him  in  convict, 

"  In  exile,  with  a  steady  licart, 
"  He  spent  his  life's  declining  part ; 
'*  Where  folly,  pride,  and  faction  swav, 
"  Remote  from  St.  John,  Pope,  and  Ojlt*^* 

*"  Alas,  poor  Dean!  his  only  scope 
"  Was  to  be  held  a  misanthrope: 
**  This  into  general  odium  drew  him; 
*'  Which  if  heiik'd,  nmch  good  may'ldo  him. 
'*  His  zeal  was  not  to  lash  our  crime?, 
"  B-at discontent  against  the  times; 
"  For  had  we  made  him  timely  offers 
**  To  raise  his  post,  pr  fill  bis  coffers^, 

3Fj2  "Perhaps 
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•'  Ffrhap5  he  mighl  have  iruckUd  down, 
*•  Liko  other  brethren  of  his  gown  ; 
*'  For  party  he  would  erarcc  Itavc  Ulcd  r 
**  I  sav  DO  mort"— because  he's  dead. 
•'  "What  wrliines  has  he  left  behind  ?" 

••  J  hear  tli' y'rc  of  a  difl'ereni  kind  : 
•'  A  few  in  ver.v,  but  most  in  prose." 

••  Some  hicii-i'ewn  pamphlets  I  suppoie ! 
••  All  scribbled  in  the  worst  of  tinnos, 
•*  To  palliate  his  friend  Oxfords  crimes ; 
•'  To  praiic  Queen  Anne;    na^'  unnt,  defend 
•'  As  nev«*r  favouring  the  Preiendcr ;        [her, 
•'  Or  libels  yet  conceal'd  from  siplii, 
"  Ajjainst  the  court  to  shew  hi>  spite; 
•'  Perhaps  his  travels,  part  the  third  ; 
*^  A  lie  at  every  second  word — 
*'  Olfensive  to  a  loyal  ear: 
•*  But  not  one  sermon  you  may  swenr." 

**  He  knew  an  hundred  pleasing;  stories, 
*'  With  all  the  turns  of  Whip;s  and  Tories  : 
**  Was  cheerful  to  his  dving  dav, 
•*  And  friends  would  let  him  have  his  way. 

**  As  for  his  works  in  verse  or  prose, 
**  I  own  myself  no  judge  of  those  ; 
«*  Nor  can  1  tell  what  critics  thouglit  them, 
•'  But  this  I  know — all  people  bought  thcxn, 
**  As  with  a  moral  view  dcsign'd 
**  To  please  and  to  reform  mankind 
•'  Ana,  if  he  often  miss'd  his  aim, 
*•  The  world  must  own  it  to  their  shamCj 
•*  The  praise  is  his,  and  theirs  the  blame. 
**  He  gave  the  little  wealth  he  had 
**  To  build  a  house  for  fools  and  mad ; 
"  To  shew,  by  one  satiric  touch, 
*'  No  nation  wanted  it  so  much. 
•*  That  kingdom  he  hath  left  his  debtor, 
"  I  wish  it  soon  may  have  a  better. 
**  And,  since  you  dread  no  farther  lashes, 
**  Mcthinks  you  may  forgive  his  ashes." 

§  354.  The  Author.      Churchill. 
Accurs'd  the  man  whom  fate  ordains.  In 
•^*'        spite. 

And  cruel  parents  teach,  to  read  and  write ! 
What  need  of  letters?    Wherefore  should  we 
spell?  [well. 

Why  write  our  names?    A  mark  will  <lo  as 

Much  are  the  precious  hours  of  youtli  mis- 
pent 
In  climbin'T  Learning's  rugged,  steep  ascent; 
When  to  ijie  top  the  boldadveni'rer's  got. 
He  reigns,  vain  tnonarch,  o'er  a  barren  spot; 
*^^"hil^t,  in  the  vale  of  Ignorance  below. 
Folly  and  vice  to  rank  luxuriance  grow ; 
Honours  and  wealth  pour  in  on  cv'ry  side. 
And  proud  preferment  rolls  her  goUlen  tide. 

0'ercrabl)ed  authors  life's  gay  prime  to  wa.ste, 
To  cramp  wild  genius  in  the  chains  of  taste  j 
To  l)ear  the  slavish  drudgery  of  schooU, 
And  tamely  stoop  to  ev'ry  petlant's  rules  ; 
I'or  seven  long  years  debarr'd  of  lib'ral  ease. 
To  plod  in  collece  trammels  to  degrees; 
Uencath  the  weight  of  solcnm  toys  to  groan, 
bleep  c>ver  books^  aiul leave  avuvkiiid  unknown; 


To  praise  each  senior  blockhead's  threadbai« 

talc. 
And  laugh  till  reason  blush,  and  spirits  fail ; 
Manhood  with  vile  submission  to  disgrace. 
And  cap  the  fool,  whose  merit  is  hi^  place ; 
Vice-chancellors,    whose  knowledge  is    but 

small. 
And  chancellors,  who  nothing  know  at  all;^ 
IlUbrook'd  the  gen'rous  spirit,  in  those  days 
When  Learning  was  the  certain  road  to  praise. 
When  nobles,  with  a  love  of  science  blcss'd. 
Approved  in  others  what  themselves  possess'd. 
But  now,  when  dullness    rears  aloft  her 

throne, 
W'hen  lordly  vassals  her  wide  empire  own  ; 
When  Wit,  scduc'd  by  Envy,  starts  aside. 
And  basely  leagues  with  Ignorance  and  Pride, 
What  now  .should  tempt  us,  by  fajsc  hopes 

misled. 
Learning's  unfa.shionable  paths  to  tread  ; 
To  bear  those  labours  which  our  fathers  bore. 
That  crow  n  withheld  which  they  in  triumph 

wore  ?  ['"K'^  6^^* 

When  with  much  pains  this  boasted  Learn* 
Tis  an  aflront  to  those  who  have  it  not. 
In  some  it  causes  hate,  in  others  fear. 
Instructs  our  foes  to  rail,  our  friends  to  sneer. 
With  pru<lent  haste  the  worldly-minded  fool 
Forgets  the  little  which  he  learn'd  at  school ; 
The  Elder  Brother,  to  vast  fortunes  born. 
Looks  on  all  science  with  an  eye  of  scorn  ; 
Dependent  brethren  the  same  fcatvxres  wcafi 
And  younger  sons  are  stupid  as  the  Heir, 
In  Senates,  at  the  Bar,  in  Church  and  State, 
Genius  is  vile,  and  Learning  out  of  date. 

Is  this — O  death  to  think!  is  this  the  land 
Where  Merit  and  Reward  went  hand  in  hand; 
Where  Heroes,  parent-like,  the  Poet  view'd, 
By  whom  they  saw  their  glorious  deeds  re 

new'd  ; 
Where  Poets,  true  to  honour,  tun'd  thfir 
And  by  their  Patrons  sanctify'd  their  praise 
Is  this  the  land  whereon  our  Spenser's  tongue, 
Knamour'd  of  his  voice.  Description  hung; 
Where .lonson  rigid  gravity  beguil'd. 
Whilst  Reason  thro' her  critic  fetices  smil'd; 
Where  Nature  list'ning  stood  while  Shakspeare 

plav'd, 
And  w  onder'd  at  the  work  herself  had  made  ? 
Is  this  the  land,  where,  mindful  of  her  charge 
And  ofhce  high,  fair  Freedom  walk'd  at  large  ; 
A\'hore,  finding  in  our  laws  a  sure  defence, 
She  mock'd  at  all  restraints,  but  those  of  Sen^e; 
Where,   Health  and  Honour  trooping  by  hex 

side. 
She  spread  her  sacred  einpire  fur  and  wide  ; 
Pointed  the  way  Affliction  to  beguile, 
And  bade  the  face  of  Sorrow  wear  a  smile  ; 
Bade  those  who  dare  obey  the  gen'rous  cull 
Enjo^-  her  Uessings,  which  God  meant  for  all? 
Is  tins  thdand,  v.here,  in  some  tyrant's  reign. 
When  a  H'ta/it  wicked,  minisfnial  train, 
'I'l'.c  taolsofpow'r,  the  slaves  of  in  i'r(St,plann'd 
Tlicir  country's  ruin,  and  with  bribes  unnmnn'd 

Those 
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Those  wretches  who,  ordain'd  in  Freedom's 

cause. 
Gave  up  our  liberties,  and  sold  our  laws  ; 
\^hcn  Pow'r  was  taught  hy  meanness  where  to 
Nor  dar'd  to  love  the  virtue  of  a  foe;         [^o, 
"When,  like  alep'rous  plague,  from  the  foul  head 
To  the  foul  heart  her  sores  Corruption  sj)read; 
Her  iron  arm  when  stern  Oppression  rear'd. 
And  Virtue,  from  her  broad  base  shaken,  fear'd 
The  scouge  of  Vice ;  when,  impotent  and  vain, 
Poor  Freedom   bow'd   the  neck   to  Sluv'ry's 

chain  ? 
Is  this  the  land,  where,  in  those  worst  of  lirrjes. 
The  hardv  Poet  rais'd  his  hom-st  rhymes 
To  dread  rebuke,  and  bade  control  mcnt  speak 
In  guilty  blushes  on  the  villain's  check  j 
Btide  Pow'r  turn  pale,   kept  mighty  rogues  in 

awe,  [I^w? 

A»d  made  them  fear  the  Muse  who  fear'd  not 
How  do  1  laugh  when  men  of  narrow  souls. 
Whom  folly  guides  and  prejudice  controuls  ; 
Who  one  dull  drowsy  track  of  business  trod. 
Worship  theirMamuion,and  neglect  their  God  j 
Who,  breathing  by  one  musty  set  of  rules. 
Dote  from  the  birth,  and  are  by  system  fools  ; 
Who,  form'd  to  dulness  from  tneir  very  youth, 
l^ies  of  the  day  prefer  to  Gospel-truth  ; 
Pick  up  their  litiic  knowledge  from  Reviews, 
And  lay  out  all  their  stock  of  faith  in  news  : 
How  do  I  laugh,  when  creatures  foruj'd  like 

these,  [please, 

Whom  Reason  scorns,  and  I  should  blush  to 
Rail  at  all  lib'ral  arts,  deem  verse  a  crime. 
And  hold  not  Truth  as  Truth  if  told  in  rhyme! 
How  do  I  laugh,  when  Publius,  hoary  grown. 
In  zeal  for  Scotland's  welfare  and  his  own. 
By  slow  degrees,  and  course  of  ofHce,  drawn 
In  mood  and  figure  at  the  hehn  to  yawn  ; 
Too  mean  (the  worst  of  curses  Heav'n  can  send) 
To  have  a  foe,  too  proud  to  have  a  friend. 
Erring  by  form,  which  blockheads  sacred  hold, 
Ne'er  making  new  faults,  and  ne'er  mending 
Rebukes  my  spirit,  bids  the  daring  Muse  [old, 
Subjects  more  equal  to  her  weakness  choose ; 
Bids  her  frequent  the  haunts  of  humble  swains. 
Nor  dare  to  trafl'ic  in  ambitious  strains  j 
Bids  her,  indulging  the  j)oetic  whim 
In  quaint  wrought  ode,  or  sonnet  ])ertly  trim. 
Along  the  church-way  path  complain  with 

Gray, 
Or  dance  with  Mason  on  the  first  of  May  I 
*♦  All  sacred  is  the  name  and  power  of  Kings  ; 
**  All  States  and  Statesmen  arc  those  mighty 

"Things,  [roll, 

*'  Which,  howsoe'cr  they  out  of  course  may 
**  Were  never  made  for  Poets  to  controul." 
Pe;^ce,  peace,  thou  dotard,  nor  thus  vilely  deem 
Of  sacred  numbers,  and  their  pow'r  blaspheme ; 
I  tell  thee,  wretch,  search  all  creation  round. 
In  earth,  in  heav'n,  no  subject  can  be  found 
(Our  God  alone  except)  above  whose  weight 
The  Poet  cannot  rise,  and  hold  his  state. 
The  blessed  Saints  above  in  numbers  speak 
Tiic  praise  of  God,  tho'  there  all  praise  is  weak; 
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In  numbers  here  below  the  Bard  shall  teach 
Virtue  to  soar  beyond  the  villain's  reach  ; 
Shall  tear  his  lab'ring  lungs,  strain  his  hoarse 

throat, 
And  raise  his  voice  beyond  the  trumpet's  note;. 
Should  an  afflicted  country,  aw'd  by  men 
Of  slavish  principles,  demand  his  pen. 
This  is  a  great,  a  glorious  point  of  view. 
Fit  for  an  English  Poet  to  pursue. 
Undaunted  to  pursue,  tho',  in  return, 
His  writings  by  the  common  hangman  bum. 

How  do  I  laugh  when  men,  by  mrtuncplac'd 
Above  their  betters,  and  by  rank  disgrac'd. 
Who  foimd  their  pride  on  titles  which  they 

stain. 
And,  mean  themselves,  areof  their  fathers  vain. 
Who  would  a  bill  of  privilege  prefer, 
At^d  treat  a  Poet  like  a  creditor. 
The  gen'rous  ardour  of  the  Muse  condemn. 
And  curse  the  storm  they  know  must  break  on 

them ! 
'*  What,shall  a  reptile  Bard,  a  wretch  unknown, 
**  Without  one  badge  of  merit,  but  his  own, 
"  Great  Nobles  l^sh,  and  Lords.like  conmion 

**  men  [pen?*' 

**  Smart  from  the  vengeance  of  a   scribbler's 
What 's  in  the  name  of  l^ord ,  that  I  should  fear 
To  bring  their  vices  to  the  nublic  ear? 
Flows  not  the  honest  hlooa  of  humble  swains 
Quick  as  the  tide  which  swells  a  Monarch's 

veins? 
Monarchs,  who  wealth  and  titles  can  bestow. 
Cannot  make  virtues  in  succession  flow. 
Wouldst thou, proud  man , be  safelv  plac'd  above 
The  censure  of  the  Muse,  deserve  he;;  love; 
Act  as  thy  birth  demands,  as  Nobles  ought ; 
Look  back,  and,  by  thy  worthy  father  taught, 
Wlio  earn'd  those  honours  thou  vvert  bom  to 

wear. 
Follow  his  steps,  and  be  his  virtue's  heir. 
But  if,  regardless  of  the  road  to  Fame, 
You  start  aside,  and  tread  the  paths  of  Shr^mc-j 
If  such  thy  life,  that,  should  thy  sire  arise. 
The  sight  of  such  a  son  would  blast  his  eyes. 
Would  make  him  curse  the  hour  which  gave 

thee  birth. 
Would  drive  him,  shudd'ring  from  the  face  of 

earth. 
Once  more,  with  shame  and  sorrow,  'mongst 

the  dead. 
In  endless  night  to  hide  his  rev'rend  head  ; 
If  such  thy  life,  tho'  Kings  had  made  thee  more 
Than  ever  Kin^  a  scoundrel  made  before; 
Nay,  to  allow  tny  pride  a  deeper  spring, 
Tho'  God  in  vengeance  had  made  thee  a  King; 
Taking  on  Virtue's  wing  her  daring  flight, 
The  Muse  should  drag  thee  trembling  to  the 

light. 
Probe  thy  foul  wounds,  and  lav  thv  bosom  bare 
To  the  keen  question  of  the  searching  air. 

Gods !  with  what  pride  I  see  the  litk  d  slave. 
Who  smarts  beneath  the  stroke  which  Satire 
Aiming  at  ease,  and  with  dishonest  art  [gave. 
Striving  to  hide  the  feelings  of  his  heart ! 

3  F  3  How 
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How  do  I  laugh,  wlicn,  with  aflficud  air, 
(Scarce  able,  ihro'  despite,  to  \wv\>  his  chair 
Whilst  on  his  irenibjlng  lip  pale  .\wxvr  speaks, 
And  the  chnf'd   blood  flics  n«ouiiiing  to  his 

cheeks) 
He  talka  of  Conscience,  which  goori  men  f  ecures 
From  all  those  evil  moments  pulli  tixUires, 
And  seems  to  laugh  at  those  who  pav  regard 
To  the  wild  ravings  of  a  frantic-  hard  ! 
**  Satirt,  whilst  envy  and  ill  humour  sway 
**  Themind  of  mnn, must  always,  make  her  way; 
**  Nor  to  a  bosom  with  di;icreiion  fraught 
*'  Is  all  her  malice  worth  a  sinpile  thought: 
**  The  Wise  have  not  the  will,  nor  Fools  the 

'*  pow'r 
'*  To  stop  her  headstrong  coursej  within  the 

**  hour, 
"  Left  to  herself,  she  dies;  opposing  strife 
**  Gives  her  fresh  vigour,  and  proloniis  her  life. 
*'  All  things  her  prey,  and  cvVv  m./n  her  aim, 
"  I  can  no  naJent  for  exempiion  riaiin  ; 
*'  Nor  would  I  wish  to  stop  that  harndess  dort 
**  Which  plays  around,  but  caunoi  wound  njy 

''heart: 
**  Tho'  pointed  at  myself,  be  Saiirc  free; 
**  To  her  'lis  pleasure,  and  no  ^):iin  to  uie.' 
Dissanbling  wretch  !  hence   to  the  >fitoic 

school. 
And  there  amonq;st  thy  brethren  piny  the  fool : 
Then:  unrcbuk'd,   these  wild,   vniii  doctrines 

preach : 
JJves  there  a  man,  whom  Satire  cannot  reach? 
Lives  there  a  man,  who  calmly  ran  stand  by. 
And  see  his  conscience  ripp'd  with  stendyej'c? 
M'heu  Satire  flics  abroad  on  Falsehood'!,  wing. 
Short  is  her  life,  and  impotent  her  sting; 
But,  when  to  Truth  allied,  the  wound  she  gives 
liinks  dup,  and  to  remotest  aires  live';. 
When  in  the  loinh  thy  pamper'd  Pcsli  sitall  rot, 
And  e'en  by  friends  thy  mcm'ry  he  fors;ot. 
Still  shall  tnon  live,  recorded  forthv  rrimcs, 
Live  in  her  i)agc,  and  slink  to  aritr-times. 
Hast  thou  no  feeling  yet?    Coipe  il)nnr  off 

pride,  '  [Iiide. 

And  own  those  passions  which  thon  shah  not 

S ,  who,  from  ihe  mf)i|ient  of  liis  birth, 

]Vfade  hnmnn  nature  a  rcprooch  on  earth  ; 
^\  ho  nevei  d.T'd,  nor  wish'd  behind  to  stay, 
VV^hen  Folly,  Vice,  and  Meanness,  led  the  way, 
Would  binih,  should  he  be  told,  by  Truth  aiid 

Wit, 
Those  actions  which  he  bhish'd  not  to  commit: 
IVIen  the  most  infamous  are  fond  of  fame, 
An<l  those  who  fear  not  guilt,  yet  start  at  shame. 
But  whither  runs  my  zeal,  whose  rupid  force, 
Turning  the  brain,   bears   Reason   from  her 

Tarries  me  back  to  times,  when  Poets,  blcss'd 
W'ith  courage,  grac'd  the  science  they  profess'd? 
When  they,  in  honour  rooietl,  firndy  stood 
The  bad  to  punish,  f»ud  reward  the  good  ; 
^yh«n  to  a  flame  by  Public  Virtue  wroug;ht, 
The  foes  of  Freedom  they  to  justice  brought, 


And dar'd  expose  those  slavcs.whodar'd  support 
A  tyrant  plan,  and  call'd  themselves  a  C(uirt? 
Ah !  what  arc  Poeij>  now  i   As  slavish  those 
Who  deal  in  verse  as  those  who  deal  in  pro.€. 
Is  there  an  Author,  starch  the  kingdom  round. 
In  wh«>in  true  woiih  and  real  spirit's  tound  ? 
The  slaves  of  Booksellers,  or  (doom'd  by  fate 
To  baser  ch.iins)  vile  pensioners  of  State? 
Some,  dead  to  shame,  and  of  those  shackles 

proud 
Which  Honour  scorns,  for  slav'ry  roar  aloud  ; 
Others,  half-palsied  only,  mutes  become. 
And  what  makes  Smoiiet  write  makes  Johnson 

dumb. 
Why  turns  yon*  villain  palel  why  bends  his 
'eye 
Inward,  abash'd,  when  Murphy  passes  by? 
Dost  thou  sage  Mnrphvfora  blockhead  take. 
Who  v\ages  war  with  Vice  for  Virtue's  sake? 
N'of^jo — like  other  worldlings,  you  will  find 
He  slitfts  his  sails,  and  catches  cv'ry  wind. 
His  soul  the  shock  of  in i' rest  can't  endure: 
Give  him  a  pension  then,  and  sin  secure. 

With  laurcrd  v.naths  the  flatt'rer's  browi 

adorn. 
Bid  Virrue  crouch,  bid  Vic-  exalt  her  horn. 
Bid  cowards  thrive,  pnt  honesty  to  flight, 
Mur[ihy  shall  prove,  or  try  to  prove  it  right. 
Try,  thou  State-Juggler,  ev'ry  paltry  art. 
Ransack  tho  inmost  closet  of  my  heart. 
Swear  iho^i  'ri  my  friend ;  by  that  base  oatU 

make  way 
Into  ray  breast,  and  flatter  to  betray: 
Or,  if  those  tricks  are  vain  ;  if  wholesome  doubt 
Detects  the  frand,  and  points  the  villain  out. 
Bribe  those  who  daily  at  my  hoard  are  fed. 
And  make  them  take  my  life  who  eat  my  bread  ; 
On  .\uthors  for  defence,  for  praise  depend  ; 
Pav  hitn  but  well,  and  Murphy  is  thy  friend. 
He,  he  shall  ready  stand  with  venal  rhymes. 
To  varnish  guilt  and  consecrate  thy  crimes. 
To  make  corruption  in  fal.se  colours  shine. 
And  damn  his  own  L'onil  nmno,  to  rescue  thine. 

But  if  ihy  niuigard  hands  their  mfts  withhold. 
And  Vice  no  longer  rains  down  sliow'rs  of  gold, 
F-xpcct  no  mciry  ;  facts,  well  ,c;roundcd,  teach. 
Murphy,  if  not  rewarded,  will  impeach. 
What  tho'c.nch  manofniccand  jusler  thought. 
Shunning  his  steps,  decrees,  by  Honour  taught. 
He  ne'er  can  be  a  friend  who  stoops  so  low 
To  be  the  base  bolra\xr  of  a  foe  3 
What  tho*,  with  thine  together  link'd,  his  name      g 
Must  be  with  thinctran5miit«*d  down  to  shame, 
'IV)  cv'r\'  manly  feeling  callous  i^rown. 
Rather  than  not  blast  thine,  he 'll  blast  his  own. 

Tooj)cthe  fountain  whence  Sedition  springs. 
To  slandiv  v Government,  and  libel  Kings  ; 
With  Freedom's  name  to  serve  a  present  hour, 
Tho'  born  and  bretl  to  arbitrary  pow'r; 
To  talk  of  William  with  insiclious  art. 
Whilst  a  vile  Stuart  's  lurking  in  his  heart; 
And,  whilst  nrean  Knvy  rears  her  loathsome 
I'iaii'ringthelivipg,  to  abuse  the  dead,  [head. 
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Where  is  Shcbbeare  ?  O,  let  not  foul  reproach> 
Travelling  thither  in  a  city  coach, 
Tlic  pill'ry  dare  to  name  ;  the  wliolc  intent 
Of  that  parade  was  fame,  not  puhi-hinent ; 
And  thatolJ,  stuimchWhi^,  Ikardinore,  j-tand- 
Can  in  full  court  <;ive  thai  report  the  lie.  [ingby, 

^V'ith  rude  unnat'ral  jargon  to  support. 
Half  Scotch,  half  Knn;lish,  a  declining  Court ; 
'J'o  make  ino.st  glaring  eonirarie^s  uuile, 
Aiidprovc,  beyond  di&pute,  that  black  i^  white  : 
'Jo  make  firm  Ilonortamelv  league  with  Siiame, 
Make  Vice  anil  Virtue  difl'er  but  in  naniw; 
To  prove  that  chains  and  freedom  are  but  one, 
That  to  be  sav'd  must  mean  to  Ih;  undone. 
Is  tlicre  not  Guthrie?   Who,  like  him,  can  call 
All  opposites  to  proof,  and  conquer  all? 
He  calls  forth  living  waters  from  the  rock; 
He  calls  forth  children  from  the  barren  stock; 
lie,  far  beyond  the  springs  of  Nature  led, 
Make^  woujcn  bring  forth  after  they  ijre  dead  ; 
He,  on  a  curious,  new,  and  happy  plas. 
In  wedlock's  sacred  bands  joins  man  to  man ; 
And,  to  complete  the  whole,  most  strange,  but 

true. 
By  some  rare  magic  makes  them  fruitful  too; 
Whilst  froii^  their  loins,  in  the  due  course,of 

years, 
Flows  the  riclj  blood  of  Guthrie'sEnglish  Peers. 

Dost  thou  contrive  some  blacker  deed   of 
shame,  [name, 

Something   which   Nature   shudders    Jbut  to 
Something  which  makes  the  soul  of  man  re- 
treat. 
And  the  life-blood  run  backward  to  her  scat? 
Dost  thou  contfive,  for  some  base  private  end. 
Some  selfish  view,  to  hang  a  trusting  friend. 
To  lure  hinj  on,  e'en  to  his'parting  breath. 
And  promise  life  to  work  him  surer  death  ? 
Grown  old  iti  villany,  and  dead  to  grace. 
Hell  in  his  heart,  and  Tvburn  in  his  face: 
iJehoUl  a  Pardon  at  thy  clbpw  stands, 
Low'ring  danjna'ion,  and  with  open  hands, 
Ripe  to  befroy  his  Saviour  for  reward, 
The  Atheist  t'haplain  of  an  Atheist  Lord  ! 

Bred  totheChurch,  and  for  thegown decreed, 
]i^re  it  was  known  that  I  should  learn  to  read  ; 
Tho'  that  was  nothing,  for  my  frierids,  who 
What  mighty  Dulness  of  itselfcould  do,  [ktxjvv 
Never  design'd  me  for  a  working  Priest, 
liui  ho|)'d  I  should  have  been  a  Deanat  least; 
Condemn'd  (like  many  more, and  worthier  men, 
To  whom  I  pledge  the  service  of  my  pen), 
Condemn'd  (whiUi  proud  and  pamper'd  Sons 

of  Luvu, 
Cramui'd  to  the  throat,  in  lazy  plenty  yawn) 
Jh  pomp  of  rev'rend  begg'ry  to  appear. 
To  pray,  and  i-tirve  on  forty  pounds a-vear; 
ISiy  friends,  who  nvvcr  felt'the  galling'load. 
Lament  that  I  forsook  the  paekhorsc  road. 
Whilst  Virtue  to  my  conduct  witness  bears, 
Inthrowingofi  that  gown  which  Francis  wears. 

What  creature 's  that,  so  Very  pert  and  prira  ; 
So  very  full  of  foppery  and  wh'iuii 


So  gentle,  yet  so  brisk ;  so  wond'rous  swect» 
So  fit  to  prattle  at  a  lady's  feet ; 
Who  looks  as  he  the  Lord's  rich  vineyard  trod, 
And  bv  his  garb  appears  a  man  of  God  ? 
Trusi  not  to  looki,  nor  credit  outward  »ho\v'j 
i'he  villain  lurks  beneath  the  cassock'd  Beau; 
That's  an  Informei  ;  what  aval's  the  name? 
Siiilicc  it,  that  the  wretch  from  Sodom  came. 

11  is  tongue  is  deadly — from  his  presence  run, 
t'nless  thy  rage  would  wisli  to  be  undone. 
No  ties  can  hold  him,  no  affection  bind. 
And  Fear  alone  restrains  his  coward  mind. 
Free  him  from  that,  no  mon'-ter  is  so  f^ll. 
Nor  is  so  sure  a  blood-hovmd  found  in  hell. 
His  silken  smiles,  his  hypoeritic  air. 
His  meek  demeanour,  plausible  and  fair. 
Are  only  worn  to  pave  Fraud's  easier  way. 
And  make  gtdl'd  Virtue  fall  a  surer  prev. 
yVttend  bis  church — his  plan  of  doctrine  view. 
The  Freucher  is  a  Christian,  dull,  but  true ; 
But  when  the  liallow'd  hour  of  preaching's 

o'er, 
The  plan  of  doctrine's  ne>Tr  thought  ofmorej 
Christ  is  laid  by  neglected  on  the  shelf. 
And  the  vile  j)riest  is  Gospel  to  himself.  . 

By  Clcland  tutor'd,  and  with  Blacow  bred, 
(Blacow,  whom,  by  a  brave  resentment  led, 
Oxford,  if  Oxford  bad  not  sunk  in  fame, 
I'lre  this,  had  danm'd  to  everlasting  shame) 
Their  steps  he  follows,  and  their  crimes  par- 
takes. 
To  Virtue  lost,  to  Vice  alone  he  wakes ; 
Most   lusciously    declaijns    'gainst    lusclouf) 

themes. 
And,  whilst  he  raiJs  at  blasphemy,  blasphemes* 

Are  these  the  arts  wliich  Policy  supjdies? 
Arc  theie  the  steps  by  which  grave  Church- 
men rise? 
Forbid  it,  Hcav'n  !  or,  should  it  turn  out  so. 
Let  me,  and  mine,  continue  mean  and  low : 
Such  be  their  arts  wliom  Interest  controuls; 
Kidgell  and  I  have  free  and  honest  souls: 
We  scorn  prefennent  which  is  aain'd  by  Sin, 
And  wiU,  tho'iKiot;  without,  have  peace \vilhiii^ 


N' 


§  255.  A  poor  JVoman  attcjidirig  in  the  Field 
of  Battle  sees  her  only  Son  slain,  ami  r.T- 
prcsxcs  Iter  Feelings  in  the  J'ulluain^  Xa- 
vicntation. 

AMELESS  sons  of  want  and  sorrow. 
Few  and  evil  were  yoar  days ; 
To-day  the  cowslip  buds,  to-n\orro\v 
Low  the  scythe  the  cowslip  lays! 

Men  and  brethren  still  I  hail  ye. 

Though  in  hostile  bands  ye  be; 
Men  and  brethren,  1  bewail  ye     - 

With  a  tear  of  synipaihy ! 

Yes,  vc  all  were  born  of  woman, 

Suek'd  a  tender  mother's  breast : 
Hark!  she  cries,  O!  sword  inhuman, 

Spare  my  child !  I'm  sore  dislresi. 
'       'M<^^  Me! 
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Me!  mel-p-kill  me!  m«,  who  bore  him ! 

Sparc  the  babe  this  bosom  fed ! 
Ruffians  from  my  cottage  tore  him. 

Where  he  earn'd  my  daily  bread. 

Warrior,  here,  with  rase  unfeeling, 

^     Here  behold  my  white  breast  bare ; 

Dye  it  rttif  and  plunge  your  steel  in. 

But  my  child,  poor  stripling,  spare. 
M*  nf»c's  solace! — for  his  father 

Perish'd  in  the  bloody  field  ; 
A  babe  he  left  me,  nhfch  I'd  rather 

Than  the  gold  the  Indies  yield. 
Plodge  of  his  love; — and  I  did  dearly 

Love  the  father,  in  the  child; 
Slav  us  both,  I  beg  sincerely ; 

On  us  both  the  earth  be  pil'd. 
Thev  sunk  !  biitlo!  a  vision. 

Cloud-clad  f^hosts  unnumbcr'd  rise; 
Pale,  wan  looks,  that  speak  coniritifm; 

Biood-6tain*d  cheeks  and  hollow  eyes. 
More  in  number  than  the  ocean 

Rolls  the  pebbles  on  its  shore, 
S«c  they  come!  andlo!  amotion 

From  a  hand  all  red  with  gore! 
•*  Listen,  listen,  sons  of  sorrow, 

**  Few  and  evil  were  your  days ; 
*VTo-day  the  cowslip  buds,  to-morrow 

"  Low  the  scythe  the  cowslip  lays. 

*♦  We,  like  you,  O!  heed  our  warning, 
**  Warriors  were,  all  blythe  and  gay, 

"  But  we  fell  in  life's  bright  morning, 
**  Ere  we  knew  the  joys  of  day. 

♦'  $#ns  of  men,  all  doom'd  to  trouble, 

*•  Travelling  quickly  to  the  grave, 
**  Sheath  the  sword,  for  fame's  a  bubble; 

*'  Live  to  bless,  O  live  to  save! 
•*  Life  to  be  enjoy'd  was  given; 

"Such  the  will  of  him  above; 
••  Live  and  love,  make  earth  a  heaven, 

"  God  made  men  to  live  and  love  1 
**  Hark  I  the  skies  with  music  ringing, 

*'  Silver  sounds  the  concave  fill ; 
«*  Angils  voices  sweetly  singing, 

•*  peace  on  Earth,  to  men  good-will." 


§  256.  Written  on  Occasion  of  a  Ball,  in  which 
the  Ladiet  agreed  to  drexs  in  Si/ks^  far  the 
sake  of  encouraging  the  Spitalfields  Manu- 
facturers. 

"tlTEAVE  the  web  of  brightest  hl«ic, 
'^    Azure  as  its  native  sky  j 
Flow'rels  add  of  ev'ry  hue, 

'Tis  the  vest  of  Charity. 
Rich  the  tissue  of  the  loom. 

Glossy  gleams  the  artist's  dye ; 
Yet  the  mantle  shall  assume 

Brighter  tiuls  (ti^u  Charity. 


Youth  and  beauty,  lo!  advance. 

Light  and  gay  as  love  can  be. 
Nimbly  tripping  in  the  dance, 

CLia  in  robes  of  Charity. 
Babes  atid  mothers  lift  the  head. 

Silk-clad  truing  of mniphs  to  see. 
Beauty  deals  them  daily  bread, 

Degk'd  ui  silks  of  Chariw. 
Shiv'ring  wiih  the  winter's  wind. 

Age,  disease,  and  infancy, 
In  warm  wool  their  cold  linibsbindj 

Silk's  the  dress  of  Charity. 

Lovely  ladies  at  the  ball. 
Lovelier  still,  if  that  can  be, 

Rob'd  in  silk,  in  Pleasure's  hall. 
Dance  the  dance  of  Charity. 


§^57.     On  the  late  Queen  of  France, 


If  thy  breast  soft  pity  knows, 

01  drop  a  tear  with  me; 
Feel  for  the  unexampled  woes 

Of  widow 'd  royalty. 

Fallen,  fallen,  fallen  from  a  throne! 

Lo!  beauty,  grandeur,  power; 
Hark  !  'tis  a  queen's,  a  mother's  moan. 

From  yonder  dismal  tower. 

1  hear  her  say,  or  seem  to  say, 
'•  Ye  who  listen  to  my  story, 

"  Learn  Jiow  transient  beauty's  day, 
"  How  unstable  human  glory. 

'*  And  when  ye  hear  that  I  was  frail, 
'•  O!  think  what  now  I  hear, 

'*  Herd  noL  the  page  of  scandal's  tale, 
•*  But  blot  it  with  a  tear." 


§  2*>8.     Verses,  hy  Dr.  Glynk. 

HPeask  me  no  more,  nor  think  1  care 
*    Tho'  nionarchs  bow  at  Kitty's  shrine^ 
Or  powdcr'd  coxcombs  woo  the  fair. 
Since  Kitty  is  no  longer  mine. 

Indifferent  'tis  alike  to  me. 

If  my  favourite  dove  be  stole. 
Whether  its  dainty  feathers  lie 

Pluck'd  by  the  eagle  or  the  owl. 
If  not  for  me  its  blushin;;  lips 

The  rose-bud  opens,  what  care  I 
Who  the  od'rous  liquid  sips. 

The  king  of  bees,   or  butterfly  ? 
Like  me,  the  Indians  of  Peru, 

Rich  in  mines  of  golden  ore. 
Dejected,  sec  the  merchant's  crew 

Transport  it  to  a  ioreigu  shore. 
Sevks  the  slave  despoil'd,  to  know. 

Whether  his  gold  in  sliape  of  lace 
Shine  on  the  coat  of  birth-day  beau, 

Or  wear  the  stamp  of  George's  face  ? 


§259  .  Ilohenlindea ;  the  Seme  of  a  dreadful 
J'ftirai^nnent  hetioecn  flir  French  and  Impc- 
Tialists,  ill  which  the  former  conquered.  By 
T.  Campbell,  Esq. 

/^N  I/indcH,  when  the  sun  was  low, 
^-^  All  bloodless  lay  the  untrodden  snow; 
And  dark  as  winter  was  the  flow 

Of  Iser  rolling  rapidly. 
Kut  Linden  shcw'd  another  sight, 
When  the  drum  beat  at  dead  of  night. 
Commanding  fires  of  death,  to  light 

Tile  darkness  of  her  scenery. 

By  torch  and  trumpet  fast  array'd, 
Each  horseman  drew  his  battle-blade. 
And  furious  every  charger  neighed 
To  join  the  dreadful  revelry. 

Then  shook  the  hills  by  thunder 'riven; 
Then  flew  the  steed  to  battle  driven  ; 
And  rolling  like  the  holts  of  heaven, 
I'^ir  flash'd  their  red  artillery. 

But  redder  yet  their  fires  shall  glbvv 
On  Linden's  heights  of  crimson'd  snow; 
And  bloodier  still  the  torrent  flow 

Of  Iser  rolling  rapidly. 
The  combat  deepens !  on,  ye  brave. 
Who  rush  to  glory  or  the  grave ! 
W^ave,  Munich,  all  thy  banners  wave, 

And  charge  with  all  thy  chivalry. 

'Tis  morn; — but  scarce  yon  level  sun 
Can  pierce  the  war-clouds  rolling  dun. 
Where  fiery  Frank  and  furious  Hun 
Shout  in  their  sulphury  canopy. 

Few,  few  shall  |;art  where  many  meet; 
The  snow  shall  be  their  wiuding-shett; 
And  every  sod  beneath  their  feci 
Shall  be  a  soldier's  sepulchre. 


§  260.     A  British  War-Song, 

Quit  the  plough,  the  loom,  the  mine; 
^^  Quit  the  joys  the  heart  entwine! 
Join  our  brothers  on  the  brine; 
Arm,  ye  brave,  or  slavery  ! 

Peace,  so  lov'd,  away  is  fled  ; 
War  shall  leave  his  iron  !)ed ; 
To  your  arms,  avengers  dread  ! 
Strike,  oh  strike  at  tyranny. 

For  our  homes,  our  all,  our  name! 
Blast  again  the  tyrant's  aim ; 
Britain's  wrongs  swift  vengeance  claim; 
Rush  to  arms — or  slavery! 

1^0!  the  shades  of  Britons  proud! 
Hqar  them  in  yon  flitting  cloud  ! 
*•  Freedom,  children,  or  a  shroud," 

Chuse  with  British  slavery. 
Heroes  of  the  sea — the  shore ! 
Quit  your  laurell'd  rest  once  more; 
Pfeadly  rouse  the  battle's  roar. 

Vengeance  hurl  on  tyranny  ! 


OS  ofEjiypt ;  a  Poem. 
v.T.  Maurice. 
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§;36*l.    The  Lotos  0, 
Rev 

"PMBLEM  sublime  of  that  priniordlal  power 
■*-^  That  brooded  o'er  the  vast  chaotic  wave. 
Accept  my  duteous  homage,  holv  flower. 
As  in  thy  favorite  flood  my  limbs  I  lave. 

From  iFthiopia's  lofty  mountains  roll'd. 
Where  Nile's  j)roud  stream  thro*  gladden'd 
F^ypt  nours,  fold. 

In  rapi'urea  strains  thy  praise  was  hymn'd  of 


And    still 
shores! 


resounds    on   Gan;;es'    faithful 


Within  thy  beauteous  coral's  full-blown  bcU 
Long  since  the  immortals  fixd  their  fond 
abode;  [dwell. 

There  dav's  bright  source,  Osiris,  loved  to 
While  hy  his  side  cnamour'd  Isis  glow'd. 

Hence,  not  unconscious  to  his  orient  l>oam. 
At    dawn's    first  blush  thy  radiant   petal* 
spread, 
Drink  deep  the  eff'algence  of  the  solar  stream. 
And,  as  he  moiints,  etill  brighter  glories 
shed.  ' 

When  at  the  noon-tide  height  hrs  fervid  ravs 
In  a  bright  deluge  burst  on  Cairo'-s  plains. 

With  whatuew  lustrethen  thy  beau  ties  bla/*. 
Fun  of  the  God,  and  radiant  with  its  fires! 

Brilliant  thyself,  in  store  of  dazzling  rvhite 

Thy  sister  plants  more  gaudy  robes  unfold; 
This  flames  in  purple — that  intensely  bright. 

Amid  th'  illumin'd  waters  burns  in  gold. 
To  brave  the  tropics'  fiery  beam  is  thine. 

Till  in  the  distant  west  his  splendours  fade; 
Then  too  thy  bduuty  and  thy  fire  decline. 

With  morn  to  rise  in  loveUer  charms  array*d. 
Thus  from  Arabia  borne,  on  golden  wings. 

The  Phoenix  on  the  sun's  bright  altar  dies; 
But  from  his  flaming  bcnl,  refulgent,  sprinKs, 

And  cleaves,  with  bolder^^lumc,  the  sapphixc 
skies. 

What  mystic  treasures  In  thy  form  conceal'd 
Perpetual  transport  to  the  sage  supply; 

Where  nature  in  her  deep  designs  rcveal'd. 
Awes  wondering  man,  and  charms  th*  ex- 
ploring eye. 

In  thy  prolific  cup^  and  fertile  seeds, 

Arc  traced  her  grand  regenerative  jjowers; 

Life  springing  warm  from  ioaili'd  putrescence 

breeds,  [flowers.. 

And  lovelier  germ«  shoot  forth  and  brighter 

Nor  food  to  the  enlighten'd  mind  alone. 

Substantial  nutriment  thv  root  bcsiow'd  ; 
In  famine's  vulture  fangs  did  P2j?ypt  j^roan. 
From  thy  ilch  bounteous  hoiii  abundance 
flow'd. 
Hence  the  immortal  rare  in  Thebes  revered, 

Thv  praise  the  theme  of  endless  rapture  made; 
Thy  unagcon  an  hundred  columns  rcar'd. 
And  vcil'd  their  altars  with  thine  haJlow'd 
shade. 
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But  far  bc}-ond  the  bounds  of  Afric  liorne. 

Thy    honours    floiirish'd    'mid   '1  hihciian 
snows ; 
Thv  flowers  ihc  lama's  ^Id«d  shri nr  idom, 

AudBoodliaii'l  Bramah  oninvaMik  repose. 
Where'er  f.ur  Science  dawn'd  on  Asia's  shnre. 

Where'er  Ijerhallow'd  voice  Dcvoiion  rais'd. 
We  see  then  ?;raven  on  the  poldt-n  ore, 

AndoiK-i  ihoubund  sparkling  gems  emblazed. 

Child  of  the  sun,  why  droops  thy  withering 
hend. 

While  hi5;h  in  Leo  flame';  thv  nHiant  sire? 
With  E,9:ypi'8  glory  is  tliy  glory  fl(  d  ;      [fire? 

And  with  her  geniusi  quench'd  thy  native 
¥oT,  direr  than  herdc<rrt's  burniijp:  ^^•ind, 

Gaul's  furious  legions  sweep  von  ravaged 

Death  stalks  liefore,  grim  famine  howls  behind. 
Ami  screams  of  horror  load  iht^  tainted  galf. 

Nile's  crimson'd  waves  with  b!;)od  polluted 
roll  J  [sumes; 

"  Tier  groves,   her  fanes,   devouring  hrc  con- 
Bui  mark — slow  rising  near  th?  distant  pole, 

A  sudden  splendour  all  her  shores  illumes! 
Fatal  to  Gaul — 'tis  Britain's  rising  star,  [gains, 

That  in  the  south  the  bright  asceu«lani 
Rc«iplenfbnt!  as  her  Sirins  shin'.-s  from  far. 

And  with  new  fervors  fires  the  Lybian  plains. 
A  race  as  Egypt's  ancient  warriors  hravc. 

For  her  ipsnltrd  sons  indignant  plows ; 
IVfies  the  tropic  storm,  the  faithli  ss  wave. 

And  hurls  destruction  on  their  haughty  foes. 
K7cnltin'4  to  his  source,  old  Nilus  hoars 

The  dccp'ninc  thundets  of  the  British  line; 
Again  its  lovely  head  the  I.otos  rears, 

Again  ti>e  fields  in  rain-bow  gloriis  vhine. 
Siill  wider,  beauteous  plant  I  ihv  Iravc s  extend. 

Nor  drea<l  the  cy^ft^an  admirin  c  muse  j 
In  union  with  'J^e  M^vrtg  song  a  ,<  ciul. 

Spread    all  thy  charms,  and  all   iliy  svvccls 
dift'use. 

Of  that  bold  race  beneath  the  l*lo..ntls  born, 

To  chanl  ihy  praise  a  norihern  !>:ird  aspires  j 
Xor  with  more  ardour  erst  Ht  earlv  dawn 

Tho  Theban  harpists  smote  tlu-iivfiiive  lyres. 
For,  oh  !  can  f  limc?.  th'  cxcursivcgrnins  bound  ? 

No — 'mid  Siberia  bursts  the  l^eav'n-taughi 
strahi, 
Ati.'ither  pole  the  .Mu<»c»  songs  resound,  [vojn. 

And  snows  descend  and  whirlwinds  ra;j:c  in 
Four  thousand  summers  have  thy  ])ride  sur- 
vey'd  '         ft«)m!>s; 

Thy  Pharaohs  moulder  in  their  marble 
Oblivion's  wings  the  pyramids  shall  shade. 

But  thy  fair  family  inifading blooms! 
Still  'mill  these  niin'd  towers  admired,  revered, 

Wave  high  thy  foliage, and  strure  expand  ; 
These  vast  but   crtimbiing  piles  by  man  were 
rcar'd  ; 

But  thou  wcrt  forn/d  by  an  immortai  hand! 


With  Nature's  charms  alone  tby  charms  shall 
f;Nlp ; 

With  Being's  self  thy  beauteous  tribedeclinci 
Oh  !  Ii\  \1^<r,  inayihy  fiowVsuiv  tcmpks  shade, 

And  decorate  when  dead  my  envied  shrine! 


§  262.  Alonzo  Htc Brave, and  Ihrfiih  I.,i..^tnc. 

M.  G.  I.Rwrs,  Esq. 
A   WARRIOR  SO  bold,  and  a  virjiu  so  bright, 
^   Comers'das  they  sat  on  the  greon  ; 
They  gaz  d  on  each  otl.rr  with  tender  delight, 
Alonzo  the  brave  vias  the  name  of  the  knight. 
The  maid's  was  the  fair  Jmogenc. 

And  ah !"  said  the  youth,  **  since  to-morrow 

*'  I  Ro, 
*'  To  fight  in  a  far  distant  land,  fflow. 

Your  tears  for  niv  absence  soon  cea^lup;  to 
Some  other   will  court  you,  and  voir  will 

^  besiow 
**  On  a  wealthier  suitor  your  hand." 

Oh,   hush   these  suspicions,"  fair  Imogene 

said, 
••  So  hurtful  to  love  and  to  me; 
For  if  you  be  living,  or  if  you  be  dead, 
I  s\year  by  the  Virgin  that'nonein  yourstead 
'*  Shall  husband  of  Imogene  be. 

"  And  if  e'er  for  another  my  heart  should 
'*  decide, 

•♦  Forgeiiing  Alonzo  the  lyave,  [pride, 

**  God  grant  tiiat  to  punish  my  filscbood  and 
«'  Thy  ghost  at  mymarria^ic  may  sit  by  my  side, 
*'  May  ta>:^  me  with  perjury,  clatin  me  as  bride, 

*'  And  bear  me  away  to  the  t'.rave." 

To  Palestine  ha^ien'd  th«'  warrior  so  bold. 

His  lovj-  she  lameiifni  lii.n  sore.        [behold 
But  scarce  had  a  twtl.cmonih  cl aps'd,  wlu,'n 
A  baron,  all  covcr'd  with  jewels  and  gold, 
Arriv'd  at  fair  Iinogene's  door. 

His  treasure,  his  presents,  his spaoiousdomain, 

So()ii  made  her  tniiTue  to  her  vows.     >. 
Ileda/jrled  her  eyes,  he  bewildii'd  her  brain, 
He  caught  her  atfeetions  so  light,  and  so  ram. 
And  carried  her  home  as  his  ipouse. 

And  now  had  the  fiiarriage  been  blest  by  the 
priest, 

The  revrlry  now  was  Ix'Kun  ;  [feast, 

The  tables  tlv.y jtroan'd  with  the  weijrht  of  tho 
Nor  vet  had  the  Iaughiera;nl  merrinieiiiccao'd, 

Mlien  the  bell  of  the  castle  toll'd — osbI 

'Twas    tln-n    with  amazement  fair    Imogene 

A  stranger  was  plac'd  by  1'<t  side;      [found 

llis  air  was  tcrrifKr,  be  tiitir'd  no  sotind, 

III'   spoke  not,    he  movM  not,    he  look'd  not 

But  earnestly  gaz'd  on  ihi:  bride,     [around. 

His  vizor  was  elos'd,  and  gigantic  his  hei-^ht, 

His  armour  was  sable  to  view ;  [si^lit, 

.'Ml   lau'zhter  and  pleasure  were  hush 'd   at  liis 

The  dogs  a^  they  ev'd  him  drew  back    with 

nfiriRht, 

And  tlie  lights  ia  ihc  chamber  burnt  blue. 
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His  presence  afl  bosoms  appcar'd  to  dismay. 
The  guests  sat  in  silence  and  fear ; 

At  length,  spoke  the bridf,  while  she  trembled 
— "  1  prav,  ^l:n", 

•*  Sir  knic;ht,  that  your  helmet  aside  you  would 
*'  And  deign  to  partake  of  our  clieer." 

The  lady  is  silent — the  stranger  complies. 

And  nis  vizor  he  slowly  unclos'd. 
Oil,  gods !  what  a  srglit  met  fair  Iiuogenc'seyes, 
What  words  can  express  her  dismay  and  sur- 
Whcn  a  skeleton's  head  was  expos'd.  [prise. 

All  present  then  utter'd  a  terrified  shout. 
And  turnM  with  disgust  from  the  scene; 

Tlie  worms  they  crept  in,  and  the  worms  they 
crept  out, 

And  sported  his  eyes  and  his  temples  about, 
Wliile  the  spectre  address'd  Imogene. 

*'  Behold  me,  thou  false  one !  behold  me!" he 
cried, 
"  Behold  thy  Alonzo  the  brave. 
*'  Go\  grants  that  to  punish  thy  fidsehood  and 
*•  jjfide  [side, 

**  My  ghost  at  thy  marriage  should  sit  by  thy 
**  Should  tax  thee  with  perjurj-,  claim  thee  as 
*'  bride, 
**  And  beat  thee  away  to  the  grave." 

This  saying,his  arms  round  the  lady  he  wound. 
While  fairlmngcne  shrick'd  with  dismay; 

Then  sunk   with  his  prey  through  the  wide- 
yawning  ground. 

Nor  ever  again  was  fair  Imogene  foundj 
Or  the  spectre  that  bore  her  away. 

Kotlong  liv'd  the  baron,  and  none  since  that 

To  inhabit  the  castle  presume :  time. 

For  chronicles  tell,  that  by  order  sublime, 
Tl/erc  Imogene  suffers  the  pain  of  her  crime. 

And  mourns  her  deplorable  doom. 
At  midnight  four  times  in  each  year  does  her 

When  mortals  in  slumber  are  bound,  [sprite, 
Airay'd  in  her  bridal  apparel  of  white, 
x\ppear  in  the  hall  with  ner  skeleton  knight. 

And  shrieks  as  he  whirls  her  around. 
AVhile  theydrink  outof  sculls  newly  torn  from 

«     the  grave. 

Dancing  round  them  pale  spectres  are  seen  : 
Their  liquor  is  blood,  and  this  horrible  stiive 
I'hey  howl :  *'  To  the  health  of  Alonzo   the 
"  brave, 

•*  And  his  consort  the  false  Imogene." 

§  l'G3.     Sonnet.  Bowles. 

\I7Hosii  was  that  gentle  voice,  that  vvhisper- 

'     in{i:;  sweet, 
Promis'd  methouglu  long  davs  of  bliss  sincere? 

NSooihing  it  stole  on  my  deluded  car,  [cheat 
Most  like  soft  music,  that   might  sometimes 

Thoughts  dark  and  drooping?  'twas  the  voice 
of  Mope. 
Of  love  and  social  scenes,  it  secm'd  to  speak 
Of  truth,  of  friendship,  of  affection  meek  ; 

That  hand  in  hand  along  life's  dovytivvard  slope 


Might  xvalk  with  peace,  and  cheer  the  tranqail 
hour?  : 
Ah  me!  the  prospect  sadden'd  a<  she  sungi 
I^oud  on  my  startled  ear  the  deatli-beli  rung: 
Chili  darkness  wrapt  the  pleasurable  bowers 
She  built — whilst  pointing  to  yon  breathless 

clay. 
She  cried  '•  No  peace  be  thine,  away,  away  '.'• 


§264. 


Scn/jci.  Bowles. 

hill»  I  take  mv  silent  round- 


A  s  o'er  these 
^^  Still  on  that  vision  which  is  flown  I  dwt-lU 

On  images  I  lov'd,  (alas,  how  well!) 
Now  past,   and  but  rcmeinber'd  like  sweet 
sound 

Of  yesterday !  yet  in  my  breast  I  keep 
Such  recollections, pahiful  though  ihcy  seem. 
And  hours  of  Joy  retrace,  till  from  my  dream 

I  wake,  and    find   theiu  not:  then  I  could 
weep 
To  think  that  time  so  snon  each  sweet  devou1»s. 

To  think  so  soon  life's  first  iudcarmeutsfail. 

And  we  arcdup'd  by  hope's  amnsive  tale! 
Who  like  a  flatterer,  wRenihchappiest  hours 

Are  past,  and  mostwe  wish  bet  cheering  lay. 

Will  fly  as  faithless  and  as  fleet  as  they ! 


§  26.7.    Sonnet.  At  a  Convent.      Bowles. 

Tf  chance  some  pensive  stranger  hither  led, 
-'•  His  bosom  glowing  from  majestic  views. 

The  gorgeous  dome,  or  the  proud  landscape 
hues. 
Should  ask  who  sleeps  beneath  this  lonely  bed, 

'Tispoor  Matilda!    To  the  cloister'd  scene 
A  monrner  beauteous,  and  unknown  she  came. 
To  shed  her  tears  unmark'd,  and  quench  the 
flan)e 

Of  ruthlcsslove:  yet  her  look  serene. 
As  the  pale  moonlight  in  I  he  mid  night  i 

Her  voice  was  soft,  which  veta  charm  could 

Like  that  which  spoke  of  a  deiiartcd  friend. 
And  a  meek  sadness  sat  upon  her  smile  ! — 

Be  the  rude  spotbv  passing  pity  blest,  [rest. 

Where,  hush'd  to  long  repose,  the  wretched 


>le,[lend 


§  265.     Sonyict. 


Bowles. 


OTiME  that  know'sta  lenient  hand  to  lay 
Softest  on  sorrow's  wounds,   and  .slowly 
thence 
(LviUiny;  to  sad  repose  the  weary  sense 
The  fiiint  pang  stcalest  unperceiv'd  away)  j 

On  thee  I  rest  my  only  hope  at  last, 
And  think,  when  thou  hast  dried  the  bitter  tear 
That  flows  in  vain  o'er  all  my  soul  held  dear, 

I  may  look  back  on  every  sorrow  past, 
Andineetlife'speaceruleveningwitb  a  smile- 
As  some  lone  bird  at  day's  departing  hour 
Siiigs  in  the  sunbeam  of  the  transient  shower, 
Forcretful  tho"  its  wings  are  wet  the  while  : 
\etah!  how   much  must  that  poor  heart 
endure,  [euro! 

Which  hopvs  from  thcc,  and  thee  alone,  a 
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§  267.     So0k€H  hy  Mr.  Thomas  Knox  at  the 

annual  n$ilation  ofTitnbrifi^e  School. 
CwEE  r  is  thy  monlh,  O  Maia !  nor  less  S4vect 
*^  Life's  earliest  prime,  when  roseate  blossoms 

blow 
In  Fancy's  fairy  meads,  the  Elysjan  fields 
Of  infantine  illusion,  on  the  breast 
Of  bovs,  who  court,  like  us,  the  classic  Muse, 
Ami  d.iily  sip  the  dev\s  of  Castalie. 

Happv  the  school -boy !  did  he  prixe  his  bliss, 
Twcre  ill  exchanp'd  for  all  the  dazzling  gems 
That  gallv sparkle  in  ambition's  eve; 
His  arc  the  joys  of  nature,  his  the  smile. 
The  cherub  smile  of  innocence  and  health. 
Sorrow  unknown,  or  if  a  tear  he  shed, 
He  wipes  it  soon  ;  for  hark  !  the  cheerful  voice 
Of  comrades  calls  him  to  ihc  top,  or  ball : 
Away  hchies,  and  cbmours  as  ne  goes 
With  pice,  which  causes  him  to  tread  on  air; 
Bonndin«;  along  elastic  to  the  field. 
Or  jJay- ground,  scarce  the  well  stuff  *d  leathern 

orb 
Springs  from  the  earth  so  light,  so  swift  as  he : 
And  well  he  earns  the  sports  he  u>  II  enjoys. 
For  from  the  morning's  dawn  o'er  learning's 

page 
ITis  steady  eye  has  por'd  till  eventide. 
Karly  he  awoke ;  scarcely  had  chanticleer 
A nnounc'd  Aurora's  orient  blushin-j;  beams. 
When  from  the  turret  of  the  clabsie  dome 
The  bell  importunate,  rai>p  shrill  and  loud. 
And  call'd  him  from  his  piflow  ;  up  lie  sprang, 
Siiaking  soft  slumbers  from  his  shining  eyes. 
Ami  eager  to  renew  his  daily  task. 
First  lowly  on  his  knees  with  orisons 
His  Father  high  in  heaven  he  supplicates 
To  bless  his  earthly  father,  her  that  bore  him, 
F'riends,  tutors,  fl//ihal  watch  with  anxiouscare 
To  guide  his  (ootsleps  in  the  paths  of  peace: 
Then  to  the  limpid  spring  he  hies,  and  laves 
In  the  cold  elenieut  his  morning  fiee. 
Iii»  flowing  locks  well  kempt,  all  neat  and 

fresh 
As  Temal  violets  wash *d  with  droj)s  of  dew, 
He  takes  his  seat  upon  the  classic  bench. 
With  Lily's  volume  dulyop'd  before  hint. 
And  cons  the  task  to  memory  assi;;n'd. 
Repeating  rules  of  grammar  o'er  and  o'er 
"^Vnh  patience  imsub^hrd  ;  for  now  and  then 
He  sweetens  toil  with  gingerbread's  nice  cakes. 
Or  apples  par*<l  unseen  beuealh  the  foru», 
Or  conversation  softly  interchang'd 
Of  nests,  slides,  marbles,  weighty  carc^, 
Yet  not  unpleasing;  till  now  the  busy  school 
Glows  with  a  general  hutn,  as  when  iti  May 
The  bees  go  forth  to  rifle  honied  flowers. 
They  buzand  murmur,  yet  no  labour  slight, 
hut  bring  home  luscious  load*  to  enrich  the 
hive. 
The  morning  part  well  said,  new  cares  suc- 
ceed ; 
For  now  the  authors  of  a  golden  age, 
Vircil  and  Horace,  Tally's  copious  pag^. 
And  llomcrVmanly  melody  invite 


The  ear  attun'd  by  nature  and  by  art 

To  revel  in  the  luxury  of  verse, 

Or  prose  wtll  measat'd,  fraught  with   Kuse 

and  sound 
Harmonious  ;  polish'd  is  his  ear,  and  keen 
His  intellect,  he  hears,  he  tastes,  he  feels. 
Till  his  whole  soul  elate  with  ecstacy. 
Catching  the  flame  of  genius,  boldly  dares 
To  emulate  the  beauties  he  admires: 
Hence  in  the  evening  exercise  the  theme 
Pregnant  with  moral  truth,  express'd  in  style 
Purely  Augustan  ;  one  dav  sure  to  grace 
The  bar,  the  pulpit,  or  the  author's  page, 
Himself  to  aggrandize,  and  serve  mankind. 
Nor  seldom  does  the  stripling  snatch  the  lyre. 
And  strike  the  deep- ton  a  shell.    Alcaeus  now 
He  emulates;  whose  sinewy  nervons  lines 
Pour  forth  like  Handel's  strains — full  harmony ; 
And  now  he  sings  with  Sappho  softly  sweet; 
Theiicj^uid  measures  flow  like  honied  drops 
That  tnckle  from  the  daedal  cells  of  bees, 
Adonis  closing  the  mellifluent  lay 
With  gentlest  cadence.  Listen  yet  once  more! 
'Tis  elegy  I  hear  ;  the  mournful  verse 
Is  simple ;  yet  is  nature's  voice,  and  comes 
Directly  from  the  heart; — and  to  the  heart 
It  deeply  pierces j  I  could  weep,  and  smile 
To  think  i  wept — how  plaintive  are  the  notes  I 
I..ike  such  as  oft  I  hear  the  nightingale 
Modestly  warble  from  the  thicket  shade. 
Concealment  seeking,  yet  betray 'd  by  tone* 
Softer  and  sweeter  than  Ilalia's  sons 
Strain  from  their  throats  to  raptur'd  theatres. 
But  not  to  ode  and  elegy  alone 
His  ardour  leads  ;  his  emulative  skill 
In  epigram  he  tries;  and  many  a  point 
Which  Martial  might  not  blush  to  own. 
In  classical  expression  neat  and  terse. 
Oft  on  the  bunks  of  Medway,  near  the  dome 
Of  Sydney's  noble  race,  he  sitsreclin'd. 
And  meditates  the  verse  where  Waller  sat 
And  sung  his  Sacharissa  ;  by  his  side 
Horace  and  Ovid.     While  the  trembling  rec4 
With  fly  appendant  lures  the  golden  chub. 
His  pencil  in  his  hand,  he  studious  notes 
Some  bright  idea,  or  some  polish'd  phrase 
Suggested  by  the  Muse,  that  haunts  the  grores 
Of  Penshurst,  classic  ground  :   if  Ihiiain's  isle 
Can  claim   such  ground,  then  Penshurst's  is 

the  claim,  [wild  scream 

Though  solitude  now  reigns,  and  the  heron's 
Drowns  with  his  din  the  song  of  Philomel. 

The  task  now  finish'd,  to  the  master's  eye 
The  stripling  bard  submits  with  anxious  heart, 
Happy,  thrice  happy  could  it  meet  with  praise. 
His  bosom  throbs,  till  soon  the  judge's  brows. 
That  frown'd  terrific,  gentler  looks  assume  ; 
He  calls  the  urchin  with  a  friendly  voice, 
And  stroking  his  curl'd  locks,  •*  'Tisgood,"he 

cries, 
**  And  to  reward  thy  well-done  task  I  grant 
*'  A  holiday."  Strait  all  the  air  resounds 
'  A  holiday!'  loud  shouts  from  infant  lip.<{ 
Proclaim  a  holiday !     Out  they  eager  ^ysh 
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To  snatch  the  licens'd  joy  ;  each  moment  lost 
Seems  like  an  hour,  lake,  O  take  your  fill. 
Ye  innocent  tribes,  nor  let  severity 
Too  rigorous,  rob  you  o(  the  fleet hig  day  : 
'Tis  brief  at  best,  and  hardly  shall  ye  know 
I;i  life's  most  boasted  years  a  purer  bliss 
Or  more  exalted.  Fly  then  o'er  the  lawn. 
Climb  yonder  hill — exj)atiatc  thro'  the  grove, 
Or  from  the  river's  margin  plunge  into  the  wave. 
Why  need  I  urge?  already  they  are  gone  ; 
Some  in  the  limpid  stream  already  merg'd, 
Their  pastime  take  and  cleave  the  ambient  wave. 
Or  buoyant  on  the  surface  float  supine, 
Sporting  like  Halycous  on  the  smooth  expanse. 
1  hus  nerv'd   witii  added  strength  thcv  urge  the 

ball 
At  cricket,  manly  game!  the  boast  of  Kent, 
Tunbridge's  sons  against  all  England's  racej 
Nor  last,  tho'  least,  the  sprightly  boysof  Judd, 
Scorning  to  be  surpass'd  in  school,  or  tield. 

Others,  as  seasons  urge,  with  weary  eye 
Search  every  thicket  for  the  mossy  nest  ; 
Andjthoaghtless  of  the  wrong,  the e";gs  despoil , 
Blue  as  the  ethereal  concave  streak'u  or  vcin'd 
By  nature's  pencil  with  a  thousand  dyes. 
Oh!  my  companions!   rob  not  the  poor  bird, 
For  mai\y  a  pang  she  feels ;  but  be  content 
With  viewing  the  fair  prize,  and  leave  it  there. 
Sweetly  the  song  from  yonder  hawthorn  bush 
Shall  pay  your  generous  pity  as  you  pass. 
And  conscious  virtue  shall  a  bliss  bestow. 
Which  rapine,  tho'  successful,  never  tastes. 
Though  India's  gems  enrich  the}»lunderer. 

Trust  not  in  wrong  and  robbery  for  happinessj 
Nor,  when  autuiimul  suns  the  pensile  fruit 
Matures,  and  on  the  southern  garden  wall 
Blushes  the  nec^ar'd  peach  like  Hebe's  cheek, 
O'erlcap  the  t'cuca.    C)h,  turn  thy  roving  eye 
From  orchards  rich  with  vegetable  gold. 
The  pippin  and  ihe  pear  ;  but  learn,  like  me, 
The  ripen'd  cherry,  shining,  sleek,  and  plump. 
To  view  with  all  the  stoic's  apathy. 
I  hate  the  purple  cluster  of  the  grape 
When,  out  of  reach,  it  peeps  between  theleaves 
Half  shewn  and  half  conceal'd,  to  tempt  the 

more. 
Insidious  beauty  !  Comrade,  touch  It  not ; 
If  e'er  in  evil  hour  thou  pluck  the  fruit 
Unlawful,  thou  shalt  rue  it,  short-liv'd  sweet 
Follow'd  by  bitterness.     The  owner  sees 
Unseen,  and  tells  your  master  of  thy  theft. 
Then  lo,  the  birchen  fasces — hateful  twigs  j 
Down  go  the  galligaskins ;  sighs  and  sobs 
Too  plainly  tell  what  penalties  and  woes 
Brings  disobedience,  and  the  fruit 
Of  that  forbidden  tree.     Then  learn  content: 
A  little  weekly  stipend  is  thine  own. 
And  freely  use  it,  as  't  was  given  for  use. 
Do^s  thy  mouth  water  ?  See  the  matron's  stall. 
Plums,  nuts  and  apples,  ranged  in  tempting 
Invite,  nor  rigid  Prudence  bid's  forbear;  [rows. 
There  purchase,  paying  ready  cash,  and  eat. 
Welcome  as  nuts  to  thee,  thy  mite  to  her. 
Enjoy  thy  feast,  poor  imp,  and  ficely  taste. 
No  fears  or  (jualms  empoisoning  the  resale; 


Then,  with  light  heart,  and   pockets  lighter 
Eiis'd  of  thy  money — root  of  every  ill  !     [stiA, 
Away  again  to  drive  the  circling  hoop, 
Or  spin  the  top,  or  knuckle  down  at  taw. 

But  now  the  shades  of  eve  and  turret  bell 
Proclaim  the  holiday  too  soon  expired. — 
••  In, beys!  all  in, boys!"  Instant  lo  the  school 
Repairing,  low  they  bend  to  that  liigh  Pow'r 
That  guards  them  from  the  noontide  heat. 
The  pestilence  that  walketh  in  the  night. 
And  out  of  mouths  of  sucklings  and  of  babes 
Ordained  praise.    The  choral  hymn  and  pray'r 
Ascends  like  incense  to  the  throne  of  heaven. 

And  now  all  weary,  and  with  eyes  haif-clos*d, 
Down  on  the  couch  they  sink,  nor  sooner  down 
Than  sleep  seals  up  their  lids  :  how  hush'd  the 
The  merry  noise  that  echo'd  o'er  the  Held  [din. 
The  live-long  day  !  'Tis  silent  ail  and  still 
Along  the  chambers  of  the  dormitory. 
Save  where  a  gentle  breathing  sooths  the  ear. 
Or  now  and  then  a  voice  that  talks  in  sleep  : 
For  many  a  vision,  orfantaslic  dream. 
Hovers  around  their  pillows ;  rivers,  groves. 
Birds,  nests,  on  tops  of  tallest  trees  are  seen. 
With  callow  young,  or  eggs  of  varied  hue  j 
Goldfinches,  linnets  lined  with  twigs. 
Or  shared  in  traps,  or  gudgeons  on  the  hook  : 
The  orchard's  charms  \vith  added  lures  appear. 
Already  up  the  tree  they  seize  the  prize  ; 
The  plums  and  pippins,  pears  of  freshest  hne. 
Clusters  of  grapes,  no  longer  out  of  reacji. 
Distil  neclareous juices  on  their  lips. 
Which  seem  to  smack  again:  so  strong  and  true 
Imagination's  pencil  paints  the  scene. 
Thus  chear'd  by  slumbers  and  a  holiday. 
With  double  diligence  they  j^ly  the  task 
Upon  the  morrow  :   then  vacation's  good 
When  to  ingenuous  minds  allow'd  it  gives 
A  spur  to  industry,  and  to  genius  fire. 

liest  and  alternate  labour,  these  combined 
With  discipline  shall  form  the  emulous  youth 
To  high  accomplishments  in  liberal  arts; 
And  when  his  friends   and  country  call  him 
To  generous  service  in  busy  life,  j^forth 

With  energetic  force  he  acts  his  part 
With  strict  propriety,  fitted  for  each  place 
However  arduous  in  the  social  scene. 
Happy  and  honour'd,  prominent  he  stands 
Among  the  sons  of  men  ;  and  lustre  flings 
Back  on  the  place  where  education  stored 
His  mind  with  arts  that  taught  him  to  excel. 

Pardon  my  daring,  if  amid  this  group 
Of  school-boys,  who,  beneatli  your  fostering 

smiles. 
The  muses,  grAces,  virtues,  cultivate, 
I  venture  to  forciel  that,  spurning  ease. 
Some  shall  emerge,  and  add  to  the  renown 
Of  Tunbridgc  school ;  an  ancient  hoary  seat 
Of  classic  institution,  favour'd  long 
By  patronage  of  men  whose  liberal  souls. 
Amid  the  cares  of  gain,  commercial  toils. 
Chief  cause  of  Britain's  proud  pre-eminence. 
Still  find  an  hour  to  listen  to  the  muse. 
And  honour  arts  v»hich  seek  no  sordid  pelf. 
And  add  a  grace  to  life,  and  build  up  man. 

O  'tit 
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O  *ll»  a  nobte  eUitice ;  and  htrc 
The  solid  basis  must  be  firmly  laid 
In  elcnitrntal  lore.     The  pious  Jndd 
Some  centuries  past  here  pbrtd  ihe  corner 
Hif  sons*  diMlainin^  to  degenerate,       [stone  : 
Su|)port  and  detk  the  pile.     Tis  no!)Iy  done, 
And  merits  praise,  which,  though  our  hearts 
can  tcel,  [due. 

Ourtongucs  want  w(*ds  to  speak  in  lancuage 

A  school-boy    I — you've  heard  jny  artless 
Tis  a  true  ptciure  of  my  simple  life ;        [tale. 


Then  how  should  I  in  lan)3;ua5t  adequate 
Describe  your  merits  ?  Tis  a  copious  theme. 
And  asks  a  genius,  as  your  bounty  large. 
But  this  I  know,  instr'uctwl  in  the  arts 
Of  elegance  and  t.tste  beneath  this  roof, 
And  cherish'd  by  your  smiles,   the  day  may 

come 
When  1  may  strike  the  lyre  with  manly  grace. 
And  justify  the  favour  which  e'en  now 
Indulgence,  blindingjuduimenl,  has  In'stow'd. 
Tunbridgc,  May  9,  1802.  T.  K. 


EPIGRAMS,  EPITAPHS,  and  other  LITTLE  PIECES. 

On  n  very  rick  Gentieman  drinkir.g  '/  ••  IVnters  '  A  s  Will  along  the  floor  had  laid 
nfTiinhrldf^  WelUt  who  had  ri  f'l'.^rd  fo  ron-   -^  His  lazy  limbs  in  sok-mn  show, 
trilufe  to  the  Relief  of  a  diitrr.^ud  Fauiily. ,  ••  Ydu  're  ill,"  quoth  Sal,  **  I  'm  sore  afraid." 

FOR  dcej>cst  woes  old  Harpax  sruins  to  fed;;"  in^td, '  says  Will,  "  I  'm  rather  low." 
Think  ve  his  bowels  stand  in  need  of  aleelt  I  


The  Art  of  making  one*s  own  Sermons, dhtUraled 
ly  Example. 

JACK  stole  his  discourse  from  the  f  und  Do  ctor 
Brown  ; 
Bat  reading  it  damnably,  made  it  his  own. 


To  a  Lady,  with,  the  Print  of  Venus  attired  ly 

the  iircues. 
n^uAT  far  superior  is  thv  state 
•*•      liven  en^  y  must  agree ; 
On  thee  a  thou>and  Graces  wait. 
On  Venus  only  three. 


Know  Thysfff. 
'OiTX  to  the  Peerage  knows  he  's 
"'•  So  mounts  the  coach-box,  as  hi; 


a  disgrace; 
;;/-o;uT  place. 


W 


i  To  a  Gentlcmau  who  was  ol/iged  to  retreat  fc^ 
I  fear  of  disagreealle  Retaliation. 

I'T'HAT  Cotia  is  so  pale,  so  spare, 

j  -■■    No  cause  for  wonder  now  affords; 


H11.E  Dick  to  combs  hosiilitv  proclaims,-,,-    11,  r 

Aneighl^ouriiigtaperseishislvufinflames:  "^^V^Y      '1   .""  '="'»^^^''^ 


The  blaze  extmct,  permit  tis  to  mqiure : 

••  Were  there  no /ivM  lost,  Richard,  in  ihefiret' 


Tgitotum  omne  pro  maguijim. 

A  VERSE  to  pampcr'd  and  high-meiiled  steeds, 
■^*-  ilis  own  upon  chopp'd straw  Avaro  feeds: 
Bred  in  his  stanic,  in  his  paddock  l>orn. 
What  vast  ideas  they  must  have  of  corn  ! 


A  Case  of  Conscience  i  submitted  to,  a  late  Dig- 
nitary of  the  Church,  on  his  Narcotic  Expo- 
sition-of  tha  following  Trxl :  "  Watch  ttnr/ 
•*  Pray,  le^t  ye  enter  into  Temptation." 

Xyx  our  pastor  porplext, 

•*-*  How  shall  we  determine? 

•*  Watch  and  Pray,"  says  tJie  Text, 
*•  Go  to  Sleep,"  says  the  Sermon. 


On  a  Lady  who  squinted. 
"If  ancient  poets  Argus  prize 
■*  Who  boasted  of  an  hundred  eyes. 
Sure  greater  praise  to  her  is  due, 
WI».o  looks  ail  hundred  wavs  with  two  I 


Who  lives  by  eating  his  own  words. 


On  the  Duchess  of  Devonnhire. 

A  RRAV'n  in  matchless  beauty,  Devon's  fiir 

In  Fox's  favour  lakes  a  zealous  parf: 

But,  oh !   where'er  the  pilferer  comes — beware! 

She  supplicates  a  vole,  and  steals  a  heart. 


On  the  Phrase  *«  killiyin  Time."     Translated 
from  Voltaire. 

'*  'T^HEFR  's  scarce  a  point  wherein  mankind 

,  "*■  "  Jjircc, 

*•  So  well  as  in  their  boast  of  killing  me. 
"  1  boasi  of  nothing;  but  when  Pvcamlnd, 
'*  I  think  I  can  be  even  with  mankind." 


**  R'^OTHER  bucks,  your  glasses  drain  : 
^  ♦'  Tom,  'tis  strong  and  sparkling  rcd."- 

*'  Never  fear — 'twon't  reach  mv  brain." 
*•  No— that's  true — but  'iwlll  your  licad.' 


Th» 
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^lin  gay  Flirtlila  sUew'tl  her  mimic  bust, 
-■•    And  ask'd  blunt  Scnso  if  i  were  tai>liion*d 
just.  fy^"' 

'*  M:ram,"  he  replicl,  **in  this  'lis  much  like 
*'  The  face  U  paiiued,  aiul  thai  badly  loo." 


An  Exposlulalion. 

I'lFM  late  I  attempted  vour  pity  to  move, 
U'hy  secmd  you  so  tfcaf  to  my  prayers  ? 
Perhaps  it  was  right  to  dissciublc  your  love — 
But—  why  did  you  kick  me  down  stairs  ? 


W 


Epitaph. 
ERii  is  my  much-lov'dCclia  luid. 
At  rest  from  all  her  earthly  labours! 
Glory  to  God  !  peace  to  the  dead, 
And  to  the  ears  of  all  her  neighbours. 


H' 


D 


4  Pctroily  on  /*  Blest  as  the  immortal  Gnds  ii 
he"  ]3y  the  HunourableHE^RY  Ekskiuz. 

RUNK  as  a  dragon  sure  is  he,' 
The  youth  that  dines  and  sups  with  thee; 
And  sees,  and  hears  thee,  fiiU  of  fun, 
I^oudly  laugh,  and  quaintly  pun. 
*T\vas  this  first  made  me  love  my  dose. 
And  rais'd  such  pim;)ics  on  mv  nose ; 
i>)r,  while  I  fill'd  to  ev'ry  toasti 
My  health  was  gone,  my  senses  lost. 

I  found  the  claret  and  champagne 
JInHaine  my  blood,  and  mad  my  brain; 
The  toiist  fell  fali'ring  from  my  tongue, 
1  hardly  heard  the  catch  1  sung. 
I  felt  my  gorge  and  sickness  rise  ; 
The  candles  danc'd  before  mv  eves ; 
My  sight  grew  dim,  the  room  turn'd  round, 
1  tumbled  senseless  on  the  ground! 


ly/TY  wife's  so  very  bad,"  cried  Will, 
She  keeps  her  bed  !" 


1  fear  si 


ic  ncer  wii 


hold  it — 


•*  Mine's  worse,"  quoth  Phil, 
**  The  jade  has  just  now  sold  it." 


B 


Epitaph  on  a  Lady.  By  Peter  Pindar. 
NKATH  this  lurf,  in  sweet  repose. 
The  friend  of  all — a  fair-one  lies- 
Yet  hence  let  sorrow  vent  her  woes. 
Far  hence  1-et  pity  pour  her  sighs. 
Tho'  ev'ry  hour  thy  life  approv'd^ 
The  muse  the  strain  of  gnef  forbears. 
Nor  wishes,  tho'  by  all  belov'd, 
'J'o  call  thee  to  a  world  of  tears. 
Best  of  thy  sex!  alas,  flirewel! 
I'rom  this  dark  scene  remov'd,  to  shine 
W'^here  purest  shades  of  mortals  dwell. 
And  vinue  waits  to  welcome  thine. 


The  Clown's  Reply.     GoLDsiiiTH. 


OHN  Trott  was  desired  by  two  witty  )>eers 
To  tell  them  the  reason  why  asses  had  ears: 
An't  please  you,"  quoth  John,   '*  I'm  not 
*'  given  to  letters,  [Ix-ttcrs': 

Nor  dare  I  pretend  to  know  more  than  my 
Howe'er,  from  this  time,  I  shall  ne'er  see 
"  your  graces,  [asses." 

As  I  hope  to  be  sav'd  ♦  without  thinking  oa 


G' 


In  Elegy  on  the  Glory  of  her  Sex.  By  the  iame, 

ooD  people  all  with  one  accord. 
Lament  for  Madam  Blal/e, 
Who  never  wanted  a  good  word — 
From  ihosrC  whos|X)ke  her  praise. 

"file  needy  seldom  pass'd  her  door. 

And  always  found  her  kind  ; 
She  freely  lent  to  all  the  poor— 

^Vho  left  a  pledge  behind. 
She  strove  the  neighbourhood  to  please. 

With  manners  wondrous  winnings 
And  never  follow'd  wicked  ways— 

Unless  when  she  was  sinning; 

At  church,  with  silks  and  satins  new. 

With  hoop  of  monstrous  size ; 
She  never  slumber'd  in  her  pew — 

But  when  she  shut  her  eyes. 
Her  love  v.as  sought,  I  do  aver. 

By  twenty  beaux  and  more; 
The  king-himself  has  follow'd  her— 

When  she  has  walk'd  before. 

But  now,  her  wealth  and  finery  fled. 

Her  hangers-on  cut  short  all ; 
The  doctors  found,  when  she  was  dead. 

Her  last  disorder — mortal. 

Let  us  lament  in  sorrow  sore; 

For  Kent-street  well  may  sav. 
That,  had  she  liv'd  a  twelvemonth  more, 

Slie  had  not  died  to-day. 


On  a  Miser. 


Iron  was  his  chest, 
■■   Iron  was  his  door, 
His  hand  was  iron, 
And  his  heart  was  more. 


On  Mr.  Churchiirs  Death, 

'AYS  Tom  to  Richard,  *'  Churchill's  dead. 
'  Says  Kichard,   •'  Tom,  you  lie : 
Old  Rancour  the  report  has  spread, 
**  But  Genius  cannot  die." 


JACK,  br^s  he  never  dines  at  home. 
With  reason  too,  no  doubt — 
In  truth,  Jack  never  dines  at  all. 
Unless  invited  out. 
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To  Chlot.    Btf  Pbtir  Pi  n  n a  r  - 
EAR  Chlor,  well  I  know  the»watn. 
Who  gladly  would  embrace  thy  chain. 
And  who,  alas  !  can  blame  hiui? 
Affect  not,  Chloe,  a  surprise: 
Look  but  a  moment  on  these  eyes. 
Thou  'It  ask  me  not  to  name  him. 


On  a  new-made  Lord.     By  the  same. 

Tut  carpenters  of  ancient  Gret-cc,       [piece, 
Although  thev  bought  of wooil  astiibl)orn 
Not  fit  to  make  a  block — yet,  \  crv  odd  I 
No  losers  were  the  men  of  chippiivu  trade. 
Because  of  this  same  stubborn  stuti  they  made 
A  damn'd  good  god  ! 


Carrick  and  his  brother  Actor,    lii/  the  satn^. 
A   SHABBY  fellow  chanc'd  one  day  to  meet 
""■  The  Hritish  lloscius  in  the  stnot : 
(Garrick,  of  whom  our  nation  justiv  brags.) 
The  fellow  hup^'d  him  with  a  kind  embrace— 
"  Good  Sir,  1  tlo  not  recollect  yotir  face," 
^uoth  Garrick. — •*  No !"  reply  d  the  man  of 

rags, 
•♦  The  boards  of  Drurv  you  and  I  liavotrod 
*'  \'i\\\  many  a  time  togrt her,  I  am  sure."— 
••  When?"  with  an  oath, cry'd Garrick — ''for, 

•*  by  G— , 
*«  I  never  saw  that  face  of  yours  before! 
*•  What  characters,  I  pray, 
**  Did  you  and  I  together  plav  ?" 
'*  Lord !"  quoth  the  fellow,  **  think  not  that  1 

•*  mock — 
••  When  you  nlay'd  Hamlet,  Sir, — I  play'd  the 

•'  Cock." 


Epitaph  on  Dr.  Jf'il/iovt  C/nrke,  thrcrhlrated 
.■intinnanj,  and  Mrs.  Ann  Clarlc,  In^  ff'ije. 
By  \\'ii.t.iAM  Hayley,  Esq. 

■jV/TtLn  William  Clarke,  and  Anne  liis  wife, 

*^*-  Whom  happy  love  had  join'd  in  life, 

Uniittl  in  an  humble  tomb. 

Await  the  everlasting  doom. 

And  bless'd  the  dead,  pre;tar'd  as  these. 

To  njcet  our  Saviour's  just  decrees! 

On  earth  their  hearts  were  known  to  feci 

Surh  rharitv  and  chrisii-in  zeal, 

That,  shoufd  the  world  for  ages  last. 

In  adverse  lorlunc's  bitter  blast, 

Ken-  friends  so  warm  will  man  find  here. 

And  God  no  servants  more  sincere. 


Tiien  think  not,  tho'abridg'd  bv  fate. 
Too  short  this  youth's  allotted  date. 
With  dignity  he  fill'dhis  span, 
In  conduct  and  in  worth  a  man. 
So  spent  a  life— to  heaven  appears. 
As  full  as  Nestor's  length  of  years. 


On  a  whole  Family  cut  offhif  the  SmalUpox, 
By  Master  Peter  Rainier. 

At  oncedepriv'd  of  life,  lies  here 
f*-  A  family,  to  virtue  dear. 
Tho'  far  rcmov'd  from  regal  state. 
Their  virtues  made  them  truly  great. 
Ia'sI  one  sho>»Jd  feel  the  other's  fall. 
Death  has,  in  kindness,  seiz'd  theuiall. 


A    DOCTOR  there  is  of  so  humble  a  grace, 
^  That  the  case  he  durst  never  ex|>rcss  : 
nm  Ij[Mle  he  says  ;  and  if  that  yon  will  trace. 
His  knowledge'you'U  find  to  be  less. 

Then  sure  you  will  say  he's  deficient  in  brain ; 
Or  his  head  to  a  still  vou  '11  compare. 
That  docs  littfeornotlungbntsimples contain. 
And  yields  them  hydrops  that  are  rare. 


A  Distich,  written  hj  Mr.  Cotrper,  at  t/ie  Rc' 
guest  of  a  Gentleman  who  importuned  him  t6 
write  something  in  his  Pocket  Album. 

r  WERE  indeed  indiflerent  to  fame, 

■^  Grudging  two  lines  t' immortalize mv  name. 


An  old  Ger.tlcmnn  nfthe  name  of  Page,  find- 
ing: a  Lady's  Glove,  sefit  it  to  the  Owner, 
with  this  Distich,  and  received  the  following 
Answer. 

Tf  that  from  Glove  you  take  the  letter  G, 
•*■  Then  Glove  is  lc\e,and  that  1  send  to  thee. 

Answer. 
If  that  from  Page  you  take  tlic  letter  P, 
Then  Page  is  age,  and  that  won't  do  for  me. 


On  tht  Death  of  a  promising  Youth  of  Eigh- 
teen. 
'T*Ho'  death  the  virtuou.««  young  destroy, 
"*■    They  go  to  rcM,  and  heavenly  jov:' 
Life  is  not  to  l)e  jiwlgd  bvdavM, 
Virtue  endures— when  time  dtcavs; 
And  many  old  we  falsely  call, 
\yho  truly  never  liv'd  at  all: 
For  w'liat  IS  time,  if  not  emplov'd 
lu  worthy  deeds — but  all  a  void  ? 


Sent  to  a  Lady  with  a  Present  of  a  I'air  of 
Scissors. 

A  BseiN-ntN'G  form,  divide  the  liquid  air, 
■^  On  wings  njctallic  fly  \jnto  mv  fair; 
To  her  acute  and  fiiithfulever  prove, 
I3ui  never  cut  th'  incn-asing  plumes  of  love. 

On  his  Excellency  the    late  Lord  Galloway 
and  his  Cook. 

Cays  mv  Lord  to  his  cook,  "  You  son  of  a 
•^  •'  punk, 

•*  How  comes  it  I  sec   vou,  thus,  cv'ry  day 
"drunk? 

*•  Physicians,  they  soy,  oncea month, doallow 

'•  Aman,forhishealiH,iogetdrunk — wsasow." 

*  That  is  right."  quoth  Che  cook,  ♦•  butthedoy 

*•  they  don't  say;  [dav." 

*'  So,  for  fear  I  should  uiissit,  I'm  drunk  cvrv- 
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An  economical  Reflection. 
ALL  mortal  things  are  frail — and  go  to  pot ; 
**   What  wonder  then  if  mortal  trowscrs  i*ot? 
^Iv  velvet  torn,  I  $honc  in  mimic  shag: 
'I'Kose  soon  grew  rusty  and — began  to  fJug;. 
Buck -skin  was  greasy ;  serp^edenym  was  queer; 
Qimhlel  was  airv,  6nt  how  apt  to  te;vl 
Ouoih  I,  "  'S>\Tprickloiis.ey  shallwctryaT'Mg?" 
•'  Ves,Sir,"sayshe,  ♦*  that  sure  will  hold  a  tug." 
Ah !  no  ;  the  rug  dccay'd,  like  all  the  past, 
Kv'n  cvarlasting  *  would  not  ever  last. 
At  length  ;  guess  how  Ifix'd  it. — Why,  in  troth 
With  projects  tir'd — I  stuck  to  common  cloth. 

On  a  Bee. 
T)rf.tty,  little,  buzzing  thin^! 
•'-    Arm'd  by  nature  with  a  sting 3 
Lazy  man's  obli^'d  to  thee, 
Pattern  thou  of  mdustry! 
When  the  fields  rich  scents  exhale. 
And  new  be;uitv  docks  each  vale, 
Kusy  all  the  shining  day 
Ev'ry  How'r  thou  mak'st  thy  prey. 
And  sweet  honey  home  dost  bring, 
Iliflcr  of  the  i)loomy  spring  ! 
Love  does  never  thee  molest, 
l^ove,  that  tyrant  of  our  breast  : 
Than  the  birds  more  happy  thou  ; 
They  the  spring  to.  love  allow. 
Who  no  tribute  has  from  thee. 
Emblem  thou  of  liberty  ! 
Hail!  chaste,  frugal  annual. 
Happiest,  wisesti^bcst  ofall ! 

To  anwifortunalc Bcautij. 
Cay,  lovely  maid,  with  downcast  eye, 
^  And  check  with  silent  sorrow  pale, 
What  gives  thy  heart  the  Icngthen'dsigh, 
That  heaving  tells  a  niournCut  talc? 

Th}-  tears,  which  thus  each  other  chase, 

'  Bespeak  a  breast  o'erwhelm'd  with  Woe ; 
Thv  stghs,  a  storm  which  wrecks  my  peace. 
Which  souls  like  thine  should  never  know. 

Oh  !  tell  me,  doth  some  favour'd  yo\ith. 
Too  often  blest,  thy  beauties  slight; 

And  leave  those  thrones  of  lave  and  truth; 
That  lip,  and  bosom  of  delight? 

What  though  to  other  nymphs  he  flies. 

And  feigns  the  fond,  impassion'd  tear. 
Breathes  all  the  eloquence  of  siglis 

That  treach'rous  won  thy  artless  ear  : 
Let  not  those  nymphs  thy  anguish  move. 

For  whom  his  heart  may  seem  to  pine; 
That  heart  shall  ne'er  be  blest  by  love. 

Whose  guilt  can  force  a  pang  from  thine. 

Conscience. 
'T'HFCJhartreux  wantsthe  warning  of  a  bell 
-*     To  call  him  to  the  duties  of  hi^  cell ; 
There  needs  no^  noise  at  all  t'  avvaken  sin, 
Th'adulicrerand  thiefbis  'larum  luis  within. 

♦  A  ribbed 


Linct  sent  to  Mr.  Cosicai/,  tvhilc  tady  C.  Pauf 

let  was  sitting  to  him. 
/^osWAY,  my  Cath'rine  sits  to  sou: 
^  And,  that  tlie  col'ring  may  be  true. 
This  nosegtty  on  your  palirte  place,  ^ 

Replete  with  all  the  tints  that  grace  ^ 

The  variou$  iTcautics  of  her  face.  J 

Her  skin  the  snow-drop*s  whiteness  shows^ 
Her  blushing  cheek  the  op'ning  rose; 
Her  eyes  the  modest  violet  speak. 
Whose  silken  fringes  kiss  her  cheek. 
The  spicy  j)ink,  in  morning  dew. 
Presents  her  fragrant  lips  to  view  ; 
The  glossy  curls  that  crown  her  head. 
Paint  from  the  gilt  cup  of  the  mead. 
Long  may  her  image  fill  my  eye, 
When  these  fair  emblems  fade  and  die; 
Plac'd  on  mv  faithful  breast,  and  prove 
'Tis  Cosway  paints  the  Queen  of  Love. 


Shalspeare's  JValk. 
T)  Y  yon  hills  with  mossing  spread, 
•*-'  Lifting  up  the  tufted  head  i 
Hv  those  golden  w  aves  of  corn 
Which  the  laughing  fields  adorn  ; 
\\y  the  fragrant  breath  of  flowers 
Stealing  from  the  woodbine  bowers; 
By  this  thougiit-inspiring  shade; 
By  the  gleamings  of  the  glade; 
By  the  babbling  of  the  brook, 
Winding  slow  in  many  a  crook; 
By  the  rustling  of  the  trees ; 
By  the  humming  of  the  bees. 


On  seeing  a  Dog  a:>leep  near  his  Master. 
nr^HRiCE  ha])py  dog  !  thou  feel's t  qo  woe, 
■*■      No  anguish  to  molest 
Thv  peaceful  hours  that  sweetly  flow. 
Alternate  sport  aisd  rest. 

Man's  call'd  thy  lord — affliction's  heiil 

And  sorrow's  only  son  I 
Whilst  he's  a  slave  to  ev'ry  ca^e. 

And  thou  art  slave  to  none 
lilcst,  near  thy  master  thus  to  lie. 

And  blest  with  him  to  rove! 
Unstain'd  by  giull  thy  moments  fly 

On  wings  of  grateful  love. 

Oh  !  that  my  heart,  like  thine,  couW  tast« 

The  sweets  of  guiltless  life! 
Beyond  the  reach  of  passion  plac'd. 

Its  anguish  and  its  strife. 


On  a  JFaifer,  once  at  Ar/liir's,  end  a  Frthw- 
servant  of  his  there,  lofk  i/nee  Members  (jf 
Parliament^  and  the  Uitt  a  ^i'alvl:. 

TIT  HEN  Bob  IM-ck-th,  with  upper  servant'* 

^  pride, 

"  Here,  sirrah,  clean  my  »hoes,"  to  Ruaib— 4 
'  cry'd, 

BtuiTso  called. 

SG  He 
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He  humbly  answer'd,  *♦  Yea,  Bob  :." 
«m  since  return'd  from  India's  plimfler'tlland. 
The  purse-prouxl  Ilumb— d  now,  on  such  com- 

mntid,  •  ' 

•  Would  stoutiv  answer,  "Nav,  Bob." 


rpo  rob  the  nation  two  Contr ick ->  come, 
■*•  Oi*-cheatsincorn,theother(  >  •  i*   n  rum; 
The  greater  rogim'tis  hard  to  asccri.iin. 
The  rogue  in  spirits,  or  the  rogue  in  grain. 

Ferses  tgritien  by  a  Gentleman  unjinding  an 

Urn. 
'T'RirLTNO  raortal,  tell  me  why 
■*■    Thou  hast  disturbed  niv  urn  ; 
Want'st  thou  to  find  oxit  what  am  I  ? 

Vain  man!  attend,  and  learn  : 
To  know  what  letters  spelt  my  name 

lb  useless  quite  to  thee ;  < 

An  heap  ofdust  is  all  1  am. 

And  all  that  thou  shalt  be. 
Go  uow,  that  heap  ofdust  explore. 

Measure  its  grains,  or  wejch  ; 
Canst  thou  the  title  which  I  bore 

I)istin'i;u'.sh  in  the  clay  ? 
What  glitt'ring  lionours,'or  high  trust 

Once  dignifijod  uie  here, 
Were  characters  imprest  on  dust, 

Which  rjuicklv  (lisappear. 
Kor  will  the  sparkling  atoms  show 

A  Claudius  or  a  Guelphr 
Vain  search  !  if  here  the  source  thou  'dst  know 

Of  nobles,  or  thyself. 
The  mould  will  yiejd  no  evidence, 

Bywhiclj  thOu  mayb.t  divine 
iflord>  or  be^jj^ars  issued  thence. 

And  forui'd  the  ancient  line. 
Learn  t,her\  the  Tani\y  of  birth. 

Condition,  honours,  name. 
All  are  h,utn1od'es  olconunnn  r  .itli. 

The  substance  just  the  same. 
Bid  .iv'rireand  ambition  view 

Tlr  e'xtciTfoT  air  their  gain^ , 
Themselves,  and  their  possesbiorr.  too, 

A  gnllon  vaSe  cOntilins. 
Ha«ite,  lift  thy  thoughts  from  e.irtlily  things 

To  more  substantial  bliss; 
And  leave  ilpt  c;rov'lin|;  pride  t-  Line;'!, 

W^hich  nid^-in  dirt  lilce  f  hi  .. 
Let  virtue  be  tiiv  "radiant  guid'\ 

•'K>villdis^nir-    •'"  -'•••.. 
And  rni-ic  th}  ,  "<1. 

Wjien  syb>   ,  .;\Tay. 

Upon  a  Gnat  burnt  in  a  Candle 

T R IF LiN«  insert!    that  art  now 
Hut  an  aiYy  cnat  below, 
Ah  !  wh;  *  ■"  '!     -^    ^le  thce  tly 
To  tlic  (  :  etooni'.;h? 

Seeming  ^  .. .:  ireach/rons  ill 

Cheated  thine,  tiiat  cheats  man's  will, 
iiimple  thjnjj!  how,,3hou'ld.-.t  tliou  fear 
Whaisob<'auteoiis  scem'd,  and  fair? 
Thus  dcc^eitful  plcnsure's  suille 
hid  iliy  silly  life  be?,uilc. 


What  from  envy  can  be  free. 
If  iiUifite  could  envy  thce? 


The  Nrgro's  Complaint. 
1  XTiDK  over  the  tremulous  sea 
'  '      The  moon  spread  her  mantle  of  light. 
And  the  gale,  gently  dying  away, 

IJrcaih'd  soft  on  the  bosom  of  uight. 
On.  the  forecastle  Maralan  stood, 

And  pour'd  forth  his  sorrowful  tale  j 
His  tears  fell  unseen  ui  the  flood. 

His  sighs  (»ass'd  unheard  on  the  gale. 
Ah,  wretch  !  in  wild  anguish  he  cry'd. 

From  country  and  liberty  lorn ; 
Ah  1  Maratan,  wouldst  thou  had  cjied, 

I'.rf.'  o'er  the  salt  waves  thou  wert  borne! 
Thro'  the  groves  of  Angola  T  stray'd, 

Love  and  hope  made  my  bosom  their  home  : 
TlHiis.'  I  talk'd  with  my  favourite  maid, 

NoYdream'd  of  the  sorrow  to  tome. 

From  the  thicket  the  rnan-huntcr  sprung, 
My  cries ,echo'd  loud  thro'  the  air  j 

There  was  fury  and  wrath  on  his  tongue. 
He  was  deaf  to  i\\e  shrieks  of  despair. 

Accurs'd  be  the  merciless  band. 

Who  his  k)ve  could  frcm  Maratan  tear; 
And  blasted  this  impotent  hand. 

That  was  screr'd  from  all  I  held  dear. 
Flow,  ye  tears,  down  my  cheeks  ever  flow,    ,m 

Still  let  sleep  from  my  eye-lids  depart,  p 

And  still  may.the  arrows  of  woe 

Drink  deep  of  the  stream  of  my  heart  I 
But  hark  !  on  the  silence  of  night  , 

My  Adila's  accents  I  hear,  • 

And  mournful  beneath  the  wan  light 

I  bCe  her  lor'd  image  appear! 
Slow  o'er  the  smooth  ocean  slie  glide*:, 

As  the  mist  that  hangs  li^ht  on  the  wave; 
And  fondly  her  lover  she  chides. 

That  lingers  so  long  from  the  grav». 

**  O,  Maratan,  haste  thce!"  she  cries, 

"  Here  the  reign  of  oppression  is  o'er, 
*'  The  tyrant  is  rohb'd  ol  his  pri/c, 

"And  Adila  sorrows  no  more.'* 
Now,  sinking  amidst  the  dim  ray,  ^ 

Her  form  seems  to  fade  on  my  view; 
"  O  slay  thee,  my  Adila,  stay — "  ^ 

She  beckons,  and  I  nuist  pursue. 
To-morrow,  the  white  tnan  in  vain 

Shall  proudly  account  me  his  slave; 
Mv  shackles  1  plunge  in  the  main, 

Aiid  rush  to  the  realms  of  the  brave. 


£,Vpy  tv  the  Memory  ofMus  Louisa  Hanreaf,  t 
j  /^  Tirou,  to  whom  fair  Genius  homage  paid, 
I  ^^  Whom  Science;    courted,  and  the  Aluset 
Im'd; 

Whose  mind  the  hand  of  Innocence  arrav'd, 
j     Pureasthat  form  winch  Knvy'sself  approv'cU 
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Accq)t  these  tributary  drops-»-thcse  sijjhs ! 

(Hcinembraiice  still  will  on  thy  viitqes  dwell) 
Tho'  nought  could  check  thy  progress  to  the 
skies,  •     .       , 

The  soul  must  cherish  /^e/s  it  lovM  so  well. 
For,  thou  wcrt  all  ambition  could  desire, 

lliidow'd  with  all  that  nature  could  impart; 
^Varmwasthy  breast  with  Friendship's  sacred 
fire," 

And  form'd  for  sentiment  thy  gentle  heart* 

J^ear  Uiy  blest  shade  tlie  pensive  Muse  shall 
stray. 
Led  by  the  palliJ  moon's  uncertain  light. 
Sad  tributes  to  thy  peerless  wortii  to  pay. 
And  to  thy  tomb  soft.  Sympathy  invite. 
Lamenting  Memory,  too,  shall  linger  there, 
;    And  cull  sweet  'flovv'rs  to   deck  thy  holy 

shrine;'  '        '  ' 

For  thee  indulge  the  deep-drawn  sigh  sincere. 

And  o'er  thy  ashes  shall  with  pity  pine. 
Yet  check'd  should  be  tJbose  tears  thy  friends 
may. shed. 
That  grief,  which  thy  fond  parentb' peace  de- 
stroys ; 
For  thou  art  only  rank'd  amongst  the  dead, 

'J'o  find  a  passage  to  eternal  joys. 

That  Power  which  seal'd  th' apparent  harsh  de- 

creCj 

Who  ev'ry  feeling  of  thy  heart  could  know, 

Jiulg'd  what  thy  paugb  from  rutiueiils  might  be, 

And  suatcIi'iJ  thee  early  from  a  world  of  woe. 


On  an  unfortiomte  Beauty.         Axon-. 
T>ooK.  wandVer!  how  shall  that  weak  form, 
-*•     So  loosely  clad  in  vesture  light. 
Endure  the  malioe  of  the  storm,  ' 

The  rudeness  of  the  winter's  night? 
And  does  a  smile  thy  cheek  illume  ? 

Alas  !  that  faint  and  feeble  glow 
Is  like  the  flow'r's  untimely  bloom. 

Drooping  amidst  a  waste  of  snow. 

Poor  wretch! — you  sigh,  you  would  unfold 

The  course  of  sorrow  you  have  run  : 
A  simple  story,  quickly  told, — 

You  lov'd,believ'd,  and  were  undone. 
Why  weep  you  as  my  hand  you  press  ? 

Why  on  my  features  gaze  and  sigh? 
Would  no  one  pity  your  distress? 

None  listen  to  your  tale,  but  1  ? 
Alas !  a  pittance  scant,  I  fear, 

Is  all  the  joy  I  can  bestow  ; 
I  can  but  wipe  away  one  tear. 

One  moment  from  a  life  of  woe. 

Yet  e'en  for  this  your  jiirateful  eye 

To  heaven  is  rais'd — Poor  girl,  adieu! 

To  scenes  of  senseless  mirth  1  Hy, 
To  poverty  and  sickness  you, 

Bij  Dr.  YouKo. 
S\  s  in  smooth  oil  the  razor  best  is  whet, 
^^  So  wit  is  by  politeness  sharpest  set  J 


Their  want  of  edge  from  their  ofltjice  Is  seen, 
I>olh  pain  us  least  when  exquisitely  keen. 


O 


Advice  to  Mr.  Pfijyc,  on  his  intended  Tranila* 
tion  of  Hurler  f  1714. 

THOU  who,  with  a  happy  genius  born. 
Canst  tuneful  verse  in  Howiog  nunibcr« 

turn,  .    fbaysi 

Crown'd  on  thy  Windsor's  plains  with  eaVly 
Jieenrly  wise,  nor  trust  to  barren  praise. 
iJlind  was  the  bard  that  sung  Achilles' rage, 
He  sung,  and  begg'd,  and  curs'd  th'  ungiving 

age: 
If  Britain  his  translated  song  would  hear, 
First  take  the  gold — then  charm  the  libt'nlng 

car ; 
So  shall  thy  father  Homer  smile  to  see 
His  pension  paid,  tho'  Iate-»*and  paid  to  thee. 


Under  the  Print  of  Tom  Britlon,  the  Musical 
Small-coal  Man.  Hughes. 

TpHo'  mean  thy  rank,  yet  In  thy  humble  cell 
•*•    Did   gentle  peace    and   art's  uiipurchas'J' 

dwell : 
Well  pleas'd,  Apollo  thither  led  his  train. 
And  music  warbled  in  her  sweetest  strain  : 
Cyllenius  so,  as  fables  tell,  and  Jove, 
Came  willing  guests  to  poor  Philemon's  grove. 
Let  useless  pomj)  behold,  and  blush  to  find 
So  low  a  station,  such  a  lib'ial  mind. 


n^H'  inspiring  muses,  and  the  god  of  Ioat, 
-*•    \vhich  most  should  grace  the  fair  Melinda 

strove. 
Love  arm'd  her  with  his  bow  and  keenest  darts. 
The  muses  more  enrich'd  her  mind  with  arts. 
Tho'  Greece  in  shining  temples  heretofore 
Did  Venus'  and  Minerva's  pow'rs  ;idore. 
The  ancients  thought  no  single  goddess  fit 
To  reign  at  once  o'er  beauty  and  o'er  wit; 
Hach  was  a  sep'rate  claim;  nil  now  we  find 
riie  d ill  rent  titles  in  Melindajoin'd. 

A  N  Opera,  like  a  plU'ry,  may  be  said 

^*'  To  nail  our  ears  down,  but  expose  our  head. 


uciA  thinks  Jiappiness consists  in  state; 
'  She  weds  an  ideot,  but  she  eats  in  plate. 


To  the  Jlon.  Mrs.  Pacivalf  with  IlutchcsoyCs 

Trciiliae  oii, Beautif  andOrder .     Grier.so>:. 
T^.i'  Internal  senses  painted  here  we  see :  [thee. 
•*•    They  're  born  in  oiliers,  but  they  live  in 
O  were  our  author  with  thy  converse  blest. 
Could  he  behold  the  virtues  of  thy  breast; 
His  needless  labours  with  contempt  he'd  view. 
And  bid  the  world  not  read — but  copy  you. 


Tack,  eating  rotten  cheese,  did  say, 
I    Like  Samson,  I  my  thousands  slay: 
r  vow,  quoth  Roger,  so  you  do, 
.\;id  with  the  self-sanne  weapon  too. 

3  G  a  O* 
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Oh  God's  Omnipotence. 

"VTriiEN  HKVpl's  host  God's  chosen  tribe  pur- 
*'  suM, 

In  crystal  walls  th'ndnriring  waters  stood  ; 
When  ihro'  the  dreary  wastes  thev  took  their 

way. 
The  rocks  relented,  and  jiour'd  forth  a  sea! 
What  Hmitscun  iIj'  AhniRhtygDodnis-sknow, 
bitice  seas  can  harden,  and  since  rocks  canflow! 


Simili  simih's  |^andct 
^ture  was  to  ( 
charms  a»d  heautv  not  her 


TXTREn  Chloe.'s  nicture  was  to  Chine  shown 
^^    Adorn  d  witli  chj 


Where  iloirarth,  pityinp  nature,  kindlv  made 
Such  lips,  such  eyes,  as  Chloe  ne\pr  hadj 
Ye  Gods!  she  cries  In  ecstacy  of  htiirt. 
How  near  can  nature  he  express'd  h\  art ! 
^V'cll !  ii  is  wondrous  like!  nay,  let  iiic  die. 
The  very  pouting  lip,  the  kiUinc;  cn  1 1  ^ 

iJlimt  ann  sovcre  as  M.mlv  in  the  pir-. 
Downright  replies — Like,  Madam  I  (i<M()n5ay? 
The  picture  bears  this  likeness,  it  is  true: 
The  cauvass  painted  is,  and  so  arc  you. 


M 


»'  «icklv  spouse,  with  manv  a  si;j;h. 
Oft  tells  me— Billy,  I  shall  die  1 

2  RMev'd,  but  recollected  straight 

^Tis  bootless  to  contend  with  fate; 

So  resignation  to  Heaven's  will 

Prepar'd  uje  for  succeeding  ill. 

'Tvvas  well  it  did  ;  for  on  my  life, 

*T\vas  Heaven's  will — to  spare  my  wife. 

A  s  Sherlock  at  Temple  was  taking  a  boat, 

•^*'  The  waterman  ask'd   him  uhirh  way  he 

would  Hoat;  [the  stream: 

Which  way?  says  the  Doctor }  wh\ ,  fool,  with 

To  Paul's  or  to  Lambeth — 'twas  all  one  to  him. 


On  a  Prelate's  going  out  of  Church  ni  Ttmc  of 
Divine  Service,  to  wait  on  the  JatU  Lieute- 
nant of  Ireland. 
T  oRD  Pam  in  the  church  (could  y6a  think  it?) 
•*^         kneel'd  down : 
When,  told  that  the  duke  was  just  come  to 

town, 
J  lis  Citation  dcs|)isin{r,unaw'd  by  the  place, 
fie  flies  from  hi*  CJod  to  attend  on  his  Grace 
'J'o  the  court  it  was  fitter  to  pay  his  devotion. 
Since  God  had  no  share  in  tiis'  lordship's  pro 
motion. 


B 


Y  fav'ring  wit  Mxccnas  purcha»'d  fame, 
Virgil's  own  works  imniortaliz'd  his  name: 
A  double  share  of  fame*  is  J)orset's  due, 
At  once  the  patron  and  the  poet  too. 


On  an  eminent  mndrrn  Preacher, 

pOLLio  must  needs  to  penitence  excite; 
*"    For,  »re,  his  scarf  is  rich,  and  gloves  are 

white; 
Behold  his  notes  display'd,  his  body  raisM ; 
With  what  a  real  he  labours  to  be  prais'd ! 
No  stubborn  sinner  able  to  withstand 
The  force  and  reasoning  of  his  wig  and  hand: 
Much  bettc*'  pleas'd,  so  pious  his  intent. 
With  five  tltat  laugh  than  fifty  who  repent:     ^ 
On  moral  duties  when  his  tongue  refines, 
Tully  and  Plaio  arc  his  best  divines ;     [small ; 
What  Matvhcw  say5,   or  Mark,  the  proof  but 
What  Locke  or  Clarke  asserts,  good  scripture 

^all  ; 
ToucrTtl  with  each  weakness  which  he  does 

arrait^n, 
With  vanity  he  talks  against  the  rain  ; 
With  ostentation  does  to  meekness  guide. 
Proud  of  his  periods  levell'd  against  pride; 
Ambitiously  the  lo\c  of  glory  slights,  [writes. 
And  damns   the  love  oi  fame — for  which  he 


^HE  I^linword  forcold,  one  ask'd  his  friend; 
It  is,  said  he — 'tis  at  my  finger's  end. 


The  World. 

THE  world's  a  book,  writ  by  th'  eternal  art 
Of  the  great  Author;  printed  in  man's  heart: 
Tis  falsely  printed,  though  divinely  penu'd ; 
And  all  th'  errata  will  appear  at  ih'  end. 

On  the  Battle  of  the  Books. 
CwiFT  for  the  ancients  has  argu'd  so  well, 
*^  'Tis  apparent  from  ihcticc  that  the  moderns 
excel. 


A  HUM'Rors  fellow  in  a  tavern  late,  [pate; 
■^  Being  drunk  and  valiant,  gets  a  broken 
The  surgeon,  with  his  instnnnents  and  skill. 
Searches  hi'' skull  deeper  .tnd  deeper  aii II, 
To  feci  hi«  brains,  and  irv  if  thfcy  were  sound,: 
And,  as  he  keeps  ado  about  the  woinid,  [pains, 
The  fcMow  cries — Ciood  surtjcon,  spare  your 
""•A'hen  i  bet:,an  tin!  brawl  1  had  no  brains. 


A  WEI.SHMAV  .ntid  an  l*!nghshnian  disputed 

^^  Which ofthcirlandsiuaintain'dlhcgreatcst 

state  ;  [ed. 

The  Kngli>hnian  the  Welshnian  qnitcconfut- 

The  Wolshinau  yet  would  not  his  vaunts 

abate : 

Ten  cooks,  fpioth  he,  in  Wales,  one  wedding 

sees. 
Ah,  quoth  the  other,  each  man  toasUihis  cheese. 

Vrom  the  Latin, 

rTxHAPPY,  Dido,  was  thy  fate, 
^    In  first  and  second*  wedded  state! 
One  husband  caus'd  ihv  llicht  by  <l\iiig, 
'n»y  death  the  other  caus'd  by  Hying. 


On  the  Funeral  of  I'ulture  Hopf^ins. 
TXThat  nnm'rous  lights  this  ^vrctch's  corptc 
'''  attend. 

Who,  in  hi?  life-time,  sav'd  a  candle'^  end! 
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The  Ilutnourisf.  Imitated  from  Martial. 
Ty  allthy  hutnours,  whether  grave  or  mellow, 
•*■  Thou'rt  such  a  touchy,  tesiy,  ploasutit  fel- 
low, '  [iliee, 
Hast  so  much  wit,  and  mirth,  and  spleen  about 
There  is  no  living  with  thee,  nor  without  ihcc. 


A    HAUGHTY  courtier  meeiing  in  the  streets 
-^^  A  scholar,  him  thus  insolently  greets  : 
Base  men  to  take  the  wall  I  ne'er  permit. 
The  scholar  said,  I  do  j  and  gave  him  it. 


T^^HUS  with  kind  words  Sir  Edward  chcer'd 
■*•        his  friend :  r.P*^"tl : 

Dear  Dick!  thou  on  mv  friendship  may'st  de- 
I  know  thv  fortune  is  but  verv  scant; 
lint  beassur'd,  I  '11  ne'er  see  Dick  iti  want. 
Dick's  soon  confined — his  faend,   no  doubt, 
would  free  him:  [him. 

His  word  he  kept — in  want  he  ne'er  would  $cc 


W 


HF.N  men  of  iufaniv  to  grandeur  soar. 
They  light  a  torch  to  shew  their  shanje 
the  more. 


To  Henry  Pur  eel. 
rpo  voua  tribute  from  each  muse  is  due; 
•*-    The  whole  poetic  tribe's  ohlig'd  to  you  \ 
Vox  surelv  none  but  yon,  with  ctpial  case, 
Ct)uld  add  to  David,  and  make  D'Urfey  please. 


Ok  the  Offtrin^  ynade  hi/  King  James  T.  al  a 
grave  Comedy ^  calU'd  the  Marriage  of  Arts 

AT  Christ-Church  Marriage,   play'd  before 
■^         the  king,  [ing 

I^est  these  Icarn'd  mates  should  want  an  offer- 
The  king  himself  did  offer — what,  I  pray? 
He  oller'd,  twice  or  thrice,  to  go  away. 


To  a  JVriteroflong  F./ntaphs. 

pRiENP,  in  your  Epitaphs  I'm  griev'd 
•*■     So  Tcry  nuieh  is  said  : 
One  lialf  will  never  be  believ'd. 
The  other  never  read. 


To  Mr.  T/iumson^  who  had  procvred  the  Author 

n  Bcnrjit  Night.  Drnxis. 

D  EFLic  1  iXG  on  thy  worth,  mcthinks  I  fjid 
^Thy  various  Seasons  in  their  Author's  mind. 
Spring  oj)es  her  blossoms  various  as  thy  muse  ; 
.\nd,  like  thy  soft  conii>as?ion,  sheds  her  dews. 
Summer's  hot  drought  in  thy  expression  glows. 
And  o'er  each  page  a  tawny  ripeness  throws. . 
/^i,7/i//«?/s  rich  fruits  ih'  inslructed  reader  !;ait»«, 
W^ho  tastes  the  meaning  purpoirc  of  thysi7ains. 
fi'mlvr. — but  that  no  semblance  takes  from  ihv-»e: 
That  hoary  season  yields  a  type  of  me.  [lay, 
Shalter'd  by  Time's  bleak  storms  I  witU'rmg 
Lcalless,  and  whit'ning  in  a  cold  decay ! 
Vet  shall  my  propless  ivy,  j)ale  and  bent, 
Bless  the  short  sunshine  which  thy  pity  lent. 


The  Van.      Atterbury. 
pi.AviA  the  least  and  slightest  toy 
Can  with  resistless  art  emplov  : 
This  fan,  in  meaner  hands,  would  prove 
Au  engine  of  small  force  in  love; 
Yet  she,  with  graceful  air  and  mien. 
Not  to  be  told,  or  safely  seen. 
Directs  its  wanton  motions  so. 
That  it  wounds  more  than  Cupid's  bow  j 
(iives  coolness  to  the  matchless  dame. 
To  cv'ry  other  breast  a  flame. 


A  Country  Parson^^  Ausicer  to  a  yoimg  Lady 
who  sent  hitn  her  Compliments  on  the  Ten  oj 
Hearts. 

VToiiR  Compliments,  dear  lady,  pray  forbear; 
^    (Jid  English  services  are  more  sincere. 
You  send  ten  hearts;  tlie  tythe  is  only  mine, 
(jive  me  but  one,  and  burn  the  other  nine. 


By  Dr.  Donne. 

AM  unable,  yonder  beggar  cries. 

To  stand  or  go.     If  he  says  true,  he  lies. 


M' 


'ooRE  always  smiles  whenever  he  recites ; 
He  smiles,  you  think,  approving  what  be 
And  yet  in  this  no  vanity  is  shown  ;     [writes  : 
A  modest  man  may  like  what's  not  his  own. 


To  the  Author  of  an  Kpitapk  on  Dr.  Mead. 

Hackhtt. 
jV/Tead's  not  dead  then,  you  say,  onlv  sleep!  ncr 
^^^         a  little?  '  '     fiittle': 

Why,   egad  !  Sir,  you've  hit 
Yet,'  friend, 

l-*luto  knows  whom  lie's  got, 
him  out. 


it  off  there  to  a 

uch doubt — 
and  will  ne'er  let 


To  Mr.  Pope. 
"\17'HiLE  malice.  Pope,  denies  thy  page 
'*     Its  own  celestial  fire; 
While  critics  and  while  bards  in  rage. 

Admiring,  won't  admire : 
While  wayA\ard  pens  thy  word  assail. 

And  envious  tongues  decry  ; 
These  times  tho'  many  a  friend  bewail. 

These  times  bewail  not  I. 
But  when  the  world's  loud  praise  is  thine. 

And  spleen  no  more  shall  bla.TiC; 
When  with  thy  Homer  thou  shall  bhine 

In  one  establish'd  fame: 
When  none  shall  rail,  and  ev'ry  1^ 

Devote  a  wreath  to  thee : 
That  day  (for  come  it  will) — that  day 

Shall  I  lajTient  to  see. 

aG3  Bntli! 


$2t  ELEGANT    EXTRACTS. 

Urtiisk  Kconomtf. 
Tn  merrv  old  Kngland  il  once  >vr«!  :;  ru]r, 
^  Tile  King  had  liis  poet,  and  also  i.i-  iool: 
But  now  we're  so  frugal,  I'dluivcyoii  to  .know 
poor  Cibbcr  must  serve  both  for  tool  and  [it. 


Boor  IV, 


for 


poet. 


Tinirtd  stuck  on  the  Statue  of  the  Muor  which 
supports  the  Sun^D'tat  in  Clemtnt's-Jnn. 

Is  vain,  poor  sable  son  offtvoc, 
"'■  Thou  seck'st  the  tei.der  tear; 
From  thee  in  ^ain  with  pan^s  they  ilow. 

For  incrcv  dwells  not  here. 
From  cannibals  thou  fled'sl  in  *'ain  ; 

IjOwyers  less  quarter  give; 
Tiic  first  won't  cat  you  till  you're  slain, 

7'lie  last  will  do't  alive. 


By  Haokett. 

"flTHi'N  Jack  was  poor,  the  Ind  was  iVanV 
•^        and  tree;  . 

Gf  late  he's  grown  brimful  of  pride  and  pelf 
You  wonder  that  he  don't  remember  me  :, 

Why  so?  You  see  he  hub  forgot  lijnjsclf. 


Bi/  Prior. 


'TV)  John  I  o\\'d  great  obligation  ; 
•*•    Kut  John  unhappily  thought  lit 
To  publish  it  to  all  the  nation  : 


Sutc  John  and  1  are  more  that 


I  quit. 


1 


Or.  the  BnrsrrqfSt.  Johir<  Cnlh-^s  vi  Oxford 
cutting  down  ajine  Itoio  of  Trees.      Kvans. 

NMLGENT  nature  to  each  kind  bestows 
A  secret  instinct  to  discern  its  foes : 
Thc>;oose,  a  iillybird,  avoids  the  Ton  :  [rucks; 
l.ambs  fly  from  wolves,  and  9ailor>  siccr  from 
\  rogue  the  gallows  as  his  fate  for.   ccs, 
\nd  bears  the  like  anli|)athy  to  ir^cs 


H 


Ooo^  Music  and  had  Dou  ,     . 
ow  ill  the  motion  with  the  uui  ic  suits! 
So  OrpJKus  jday'd,  and,  like  them,  danc'd 
the  brutes. 


Xr?.  little  wit«;,  that  gleam'd  awhile, 
•*•    While  Pope  vo\uhi,af'd  a  ray; 
Alas!  depriv'd  of  his  kind  smile. 

How  soon  ye  fade  away ! 
To  compass  Phoebus'  car  about. 

Thus  empty  vapours  rise ; 
Z\\rh  tends  his  cloud  to  put  him  out, 

That  rear'd  him  to  the  skies. 
. .  1 13 !  these  skies  are  not  )  our  sphere ; 

There  he  shall  ever  burn  : 
Werp,  weep,  and  fallj  for  earth  ye  were, 

Aud  m  :>t  to  earth  return. 


JFrillen  in  d  Lady's  Praycr-Bobk. 

LA&'»DOWKai 

Tn  vain,  Clarinda,  night  and  day 
*  For  mercy  to  the  Gods  vou  prav  : 
VVhr.t  arroi^.mce,  on  Heaven  to  call 
For  ihiu  which  yo»  dooy  to  all. 


Co  much,  my  Pcpe,  thy  Ena,lish  Iliad  charm*  ^ 
^  As  pity  melts  us,  or  Ub  passion  warms. 
That  afier  ages  shall  with  wonder,  seek 
Who't  was  translated  Homer  into  Greek. 


Bii  Harrinctok. 

"T^HE  "jolden  hair  that  Galla  wears, 
*■    Isners:   who  would  have  thouglit  it? 
She  swears  'tis  hers;  and  true  she  swears. 
For  I  know  where  she  bought  it. 


To  Lady  Isal-cUa  Thynnr,  cuftiug  Trees  in 
Pupcr.  Waller. 

f^AiR  hand,  that  pan  on  virgin  paper  write, 
^  Yet  from  the  slain  of  ink  preserve  it  white; 
Whose  travel  o'er  that  silver  field  does  show 
(^ike  irackr,  of  leverets  in  morning  snow  : 
Love's  image  thus  in  purest  minds  is  wrought. 
Without  a  spot  or  blemish  to  the  thought. 
Stran:;e,  that  your  fingers  should  the  pencil  foil, 
\\  ithout  the  lielp  of  colour.^  or  of  oil?  > 

For  tho'  a  painter  boughs  and  leases  can  make, 
"I'is  yours  alone  to  make  them  bend  and  shake  ; 
Whose  breath  salutes  your  new-created  grove 
Like  southern  v.inds.and  makes  it  gently  move. 
Orpheus  could  mike  tlw  forest  dance,  but  vou 
Can  make  the  motion  and  the  forest  too. 
A  poet,  when  he  would  describe  his  mind. 
Is,  as  in  language,  so  in  fan»e,confin'd  : 
Your  works. ire  read  wherever  there  are  men: 
So  far  the  scissors  goes  beyond  the  pen. 


By  Prior. 
''pHY  nags,  the  leanest  things  alire, 
*^    So  very  hard  thou  lov'st  to  drive, 
I  heard  ihy  anxious  co.u'hman  »f>y 
It  cost  thee  more  in  whips  than  hay. 


A  Cure  for  Poetry. 

SKVEN   wealtliv  towns  contend  for  Homer 
dead,        '  %[bread! 

Thro'  which  the  living    Homer  bcgg'd  his 

On  some  Snow  which  mi  It cd on  a  Lady's  Breast, 
'T^iii-.  envious  snow  Comes  down  in  haste 
*■    To  })rovc  thy  breast  less  fair; 
Butgrieves  to  see  itself  surpast. 
And' melts  into  a  tear. 


W 


The  French  Poet. 

HEN  old  Elijah,  as  the  Scriptures  say. 
Triumphant  mounted  to  tne  r  ealm  of  day 

Hii 
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His  spirit  doubled,  and  his  cloak  beside. 
He  gave  Elisha,  by  long  scnice  tried. 
Tristan  from  hence  would  fain  exam^)le  take 
For  honest  yuin;iult,  his  disciple's  sake: 
But  this,  alas  !  injurious  fate  denied. 
For  Tristan  poorer  than  a  prophet  died. 
To  OuinauU  thus  the  bard,  expiring,  spoke: 
'•  M'y  wit  I  leave  thee — but  1  have  no  cloak.* 


E  P  I  G  R  A  M  S,   Ifec. 

By  Priok 

As  afternoon  one  sdmmei's  (Jay 
V/.nnc  tttnnri   K.lthmcT  in   a   riv< 


«2r 


Pox  on't,  quoth  Time  to  Thomas  Heame, 
Whatever  I  forget  you  learn. 

Annvrrcd  Inj  Mr.  "VA'est. 
I) — n  it,  nuoth  llearne,  in  furious  fret, 
Wliate^cr  1  learn  you  soon  forget. 


Dr.  Aldricu's  Five  Rcasausfor  Driiildng. 

GOOD  wine  ;  a  friend ;  or  beins;  dry ; 
Or  lest  we  should  be  by  and  by  ; 
Or,  any  other  season  why. 


Venus  stood  bathing  in  a  river; 
Cupid  a-shootin^  went  that  way, " 

New  strung  his  bow,  new  fill'd  his  q^uiver. 
With  skill  lie  chose  his  sharpest  dart; 

With  all  his  might  his  bow  he  drew : 
Swifi  to  his  beauteous  parent's  heart 

The  too  well  guidod  arrow  flew. 
I  faint !  I  die !  the  goddess  cried  : 

0  cruel  J  couldstthou  find  none  other 
To  wreak  thy  spleen  ou,  parricide? 

Like  Nero,  thou  hast  sluin  thy  mother. 
Poor  Cupid,  sobbing,  scarce  could  speakj 

Iiidec.l,  Mamma,  I  did  not  know  y.c  ; 
Alas!  how  ensy  my  mistake! 

1  took  you  for  your  lUicness,  Chloe. 


i?^  Waller. 

THYRSis,  a  youth  of  the  inspired  train. 
Fair  Satiharissa  lov'd,  but  loy'd  in  vain  : 
].ike  Phoebus  sung  the  no  less  amrdus  boy  j " 
Like  Daphne  she,  as  lovely  and  as  coy. 
With  numbers  he  the  flying  nymph  pursues. 
With  numbers  such  as  Inioebus'  self  migiit  use 
All  but  the  nymph  who  should  redress   his 

wrong. 
Attend  his  passion,  and  approve  his  song: 
Like  Phoebus  thus  acquiring  unsought  praise, 
Jle  catch'dat  Jove,  and  fiU'd  his  arms  with  bays. 


From  the  Greek.      •     Prior. 
'\7'e!^i)s,  take iny  votive  glass : 
^     Since  I  am  not  what  I  was  j 
What  from  this  day  I  shall  be, 
Venus,  let  me  never  see ! 


JFiitfen  on  a  Glass,  hy.  a  Gentleman  who  hor^ 
rowed  the  Edrt  of  Chesterfield^ s  Diamond 


Pencil. 
A  ccEPT  a  miracle,  instead  of  wit ; 


By  Prior. 

ON  hl>^  death-bed  poor  Simon  lies. 
His  spouse  is  in  despair: 
"With  frequent  sobs  and  nmtual  cries 

Tiiey  both  express  their  care. 
A  dirt' 'rent  cause,  says  Parson  Sly, 

The  same  cfl'ect  may  give ; 
Poor  Simon  fears  that  he  shall  die. 
His  wife — that  he  may  live. 


bee 


[writ  I, 
tv/o  dull  lines  by  Stanhope's  pencil 


On  Lady  Manchester.       •  ApDisoJT.    ,,_. 

■yifHiLST  haughty  Gallia's  dames,  thitjpreai 
^  •    O'er  the  pale  cheeks  an  artful  red, 
Beheld  this  beauteous  stranger  there. 
In  native  charms  divinely  fair — 
ConfuNion  it)  their  looks  they  show'd. 
And  wiiii  unusual  blushes  glov^'d. 


JVritlcn  en  the  Bed-chamlerDoor  qfCharlcsJl. 
Rochester. 

Here  lies  our  sovereign  lord  the.Kin^, 
Whose  word  no  man  relies  on ; 
He  never  savs  a  foolish  thing. 
Nor  ever  docs  a  wise  one. 


Suicide.         Dr.  Sewel. 

Vy  HEN  all  the  blandishments  of  life  arc  gone,' 

•'     The  coward  sneaks  to  death,  the  brrfve 


The  coward  sneaks 
iive  on. 


By  Banks: 

"VTouNG  Courtly  takes  me  for  a  dunoe; 
•*•     For  all  night  long  1  spoke  not  once ; 
On  better  grounds  1  think  him'such  : 
He  ^lokQ  but  once,  yet  once  too  muck. 


To  Phyllis. 

HPhat  little  patch  upon  your  face 
-'■   Would  seem  a  foil  ou  one  le^s  fair: 
On  you  it  hides  a  killing  grace. 
And  you  in  pity  plac'd  it  there. 


By  Pui'E. 
|V/I  USE, 'tis  enough  ;atlength  thy  labour  ends, 
■'■'■'■  .  And  thou  sha^l  Uvt — U^  But'kinghatipi  . 

comnicnds. 
Let  crouds  of  critics  now  my  verse  assail. 
Let  Dennis  write,  and  nampless  nundiers  rail  ; 
This  more  than  pays  whole  years  pf  ihankl^ si 

« *  pain, 
[Time,  health,  and  fortune  are  not  lost  in  vain, 
a  G  4  SiicihcJd 


«-:♦ 
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ShefHeld  approves,  consenting?  PliaMms  hcndi, 
And  I  ana  mallec  frgm  this  hour  arc  friends. 


On  a  certain  Beauty. 

MISTAKF.N  nattire  here  has  join'd 
A  bf.iutcous  face  and  ugly  mind, 
Inx-ain  the  faultless  features  strike 
When  soul  and  body  are  unlike  : 
Pity  that  snrtwy  breast  should  hide 
Dcciit,  and  avarice,  and  pride. 
So  in  rich  jars,  from  China  brought. 
With  glowing  colours  gaily  wrought, 
Oftimes  tlic  subtle  spider  dwells, 
With  secret  venom  bloated  swells. 
Weaves  all  his  fatal  nets  within, 
Ai  unsuspected  as  unseen. 

Bu  Waller. 
Xlf  EHE  mesn  so  dull  they  could  not  see 
^^    That  Lyce  painted  ;  should  they  flee, 
X^ikc  simple  birds,  into  a  net 
So  grossly  woven  and  ill-set; 
JJer  own  teoth  would  undo  the  knot, 
Arrd  let  all  go  that  she  had  got. 
These  teeih  luy  Lyce  must  not  j^how. 
If  she  would  bile  :  he»  lovers,  though 
IJke  birds  they  Stoop  at  seeming  grapes. 
Are  disabus'd  When  first  she  gnpes ; 
The  fotten  l)onc8  discover'd  there, 
Shew  'tis  a  painted  sepulchre. 


To  Mr.  Pope. 

DRPP.ND  not  upon  verse  for  fame, 
Tlio'  none  can  equal  thine  : 
Our  lana;Mage  never  rt.tg  the  same ; 

Twill  rise,  or  't  \vill  decline. 
Tliy  wreaths,  in  course  of  fleeting  hours. 

Too  soon  will  be  decay'd  : 
But  story  lasts,  thougli  modern  flow'rs 

Of  poetry  must  fade. 
A  surer  way  then  wouldst  thou  fmd 

Thy  glory  to  prolong, 
Whilst  there  remains  amongst  mankind 

The  sense  of  right  and  wrong  ? 
Thy  fame  with  nature's  self  shall  end. 

Let  future  times  but  know 
That  Atterburv  was  ihy  friend. 

And  Benilcy  was  thy  foe. 


By  Lord Hh.nvr.Y. 
Tp08.«;B«5'D  of  one  great  hall  for  state, 
^  Without  one  room  to  sleep  or  eat; 
How  well  y6u  build,  let  flatt'ry  tell. 
And  all  mankind  how  ill  you  dwell. 


Some  rais'd  aloft  come  tumbling  down  amain. 
And  fall  so  hard,  they  bound  and  rise  again. 


fTfilicn  in  a  Jyindoie  nf  the  Towefy  fi^ver  th 
Name  of  U.  tValpnle,   conjincd  in  the  same 
liooyi,  j-liiH.  Dom.  1712.     Lansuowne, 

Gonn  unexpected,  evil  unforeseen. 
Appears  by  turns,  as  fortune  «i^ift5  the 
scene : 


TVie  Manchester  Ml  Hers  named  Bonr  and  Skirt, 

BvROM. 

Done  and  Skin,  two  millers  thin, 
^  Would  starve  us  all,  or  near  it : 
But  be  it  known  to  Skin  and  Bone 
That  flesh  and  blood  can't  bear  it. 


By  Sir  G.  Lyttleton. 

VToNE  without  hope  e'er  lov'd  the  brightest 

^^         fair. 

But  love  can  hope  where  reason  would  despair. 

T^RUE  wit  is  like  the  brilliant  stone 
"*•    Dut;  from  the  Indian  mine  ; 
Which  boasts  two  diff'rent  pow'ra  in  one, 

T-tKCut  as  well  as  shine. 
Genius,  like  that,  if  polish'd  right. 

With  the  same  gifts  abounds; 
Appears  at  once  both  keen  and  bright. 

And  sparkles  while  it  wounds. 


The  Difference  Ivtween  the  Ancients  and 
Moderns. 

Come  for  the  ancients  zealously  declare, 
^  Others  our  modern  wits  are  fools,  aver: 
A  third  affirms,  thatlhey  arc  much  the  same. 
And  tlifler  only  as  to  lime  and  name: 
Yel  sure  one  more  distinction  may  be  told. 
Those  once  were  new, but  these  will  ne'er  be  old, 


To  Mr.  Pope  on  his  llpitaph  on  Mr.  Coy. 

Lord  ORRtRY. 

Entomii'd  with  kings  tho'  Gay's  cold  ashes 
lie, 
A  nobler  monument  thv  strains  supnly. 
Thy  matchless  nuise.slifl  faithful  to  thy  friend. 
By  courts  unaw d,  his  virtues  daa-s  coninjend. 
Lamented  Gay!  forget  thy  treatment  past, 
Look  down,  and  see  thy  m-rii  crown *d  at  last. 
A  destiny  more  glorious  who  can  hope? 
In  life  belov'd,  in  death  bemoan'd,  by  Pope. 


On  the  Queen's  Grotto  at  Jlichmond, 

Lot- IS  the  living  genius  fed, 
Aixl  r.^is'd  the  scientific  head; 
Our  Queen,  more  frugal  of  her  meat, 
Raises  those  heads  which  cannot  eat. 


I  HEARD  last  week,  friend  Edward,  thou  wast 
dcid. 
I'm  very  glad  to  hear  it  too,  cries  Ned. 

"paiEKP  Isaac,  'tis  strange,  you,  that  live  so 
■^  near  Bray, 

Shoulfl  not  set  up  the  sign  of  the  Vicaf ; 
Tho'  it  may  be  an  odd  one,  you  cannpt  but  sa/ 

It  UiU3l  llu«ds  be  a  sign  of  good  iicpior. 

jlnm-cn 
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Antvcr  • 

Is'DEED,  Master  Poet,  yonr  reason's  but  poor  j 
I'or  the  Vicar  would  think  it  a  sin 

To  stav,  like  a  booby,  aud  lounge  at  the  door; 
Tvvere  a  sign  'twas  bad  liquor  within. 


"By  a  Porter y  on  the  Gin  Act.  To  a  Great  Man, 
"VfTuY  will  you  ii^ake  us  cooly  think? 
'  '    If  you  would  govern,  we  must  drink. 


GJ 


Giles  Jolt. 

iiLES  Jolt  as  sleeping  in  his  cart  he  lay, 
Some  waggish  pilt'rers  stole  his  team  away. 
Giles  wakes,  and  cries — What's   here?    Ods- 

dickin !   what? 
Why  how  now  ?  am  I  Giles,  or  am  I  not  ?, 
If" lie,  I've  lost  six  geldings,  to  my  smarts 
If  nut — odsbuddikins!  I've  found  ac^rk 


To  Zoilus.     JosiAH  Rel?H. 
"XlTiTH  industry  I  spread  your  praise, 
^'     With  equal  vou  my  censure  blazej 
But,  faith  !  'tis  all  in  vain  we  do. 
The  world  nor  credits  me  nor  you. 


Milton.     Drydek. 
n^HRFE  poets  in  three  distant  ages  born, 
•^    Greece,  Italy,  and  England  did  adorn  : 
The  first  in  loftiness  of  thought  surpass'd  j 
The  next  in  majesty,  in  both  the  last. 
The  force  of  nntuie  could  no  farther  go! 
To  make  a  third,  she  join'd  the  other  two. 


On  the  Duchess  ofMarlhoronp;h's  Offer  of  bQOl 
J'or  the  icsl  Poem  on  the  Duke's  Actions.    ^ 
"Pivii  hundred  pounds!  too  small  a  boon 
-*■    To  put  the  poet's  muse  in  tune, 

'i'hat  nothing  might  escape  her; 
Should  she  attempt  th'  heroic  story 
Of  the  illustrious  Churchill's  glory, 

It  scarce  would  buy  the  |)aper. 


Scotland.     Cleveland. 
TTad  Cain  been  a  Scot,  God  would  havealter'd 
•*• -^     his  (loom  ;  [at  home 

Not  foic'd  him  to  wander,   but  contin'd  him 


Bit  Prior. 


»T*HUs  to  the  Muses  spoke  the C\'prian  dame: 
■*■    Adorn  my  altars,  and  revere  my  name; 
My  son  shall  else  assume  his  potent  darts, 
Twang  goes  the  bow!  my  girls,  have  at  your 

hearts  I 
The  Muses  ansvver'd — ^\''onus,  wc  deride 
7'he  vagrant's  malice,  and  his  mother's  pride. 
Send  him  to  nymphs  who  sleep  in  Ida's  shade, 
'i'o  the  loose  d^nce  and  wanton  maiqucjade : 


Our  thought^  arc  settled,  and  iotent  our  look 
On  the  instructive  verso  and  moral  book; 
Oit  female  idlencis  bi$  power  rclicii, 
Bui  when  he  duds  us  studying  hio^d  he  flics. 


W 


By  Aaron  Hill. 

irEN  Christ  at  Cana's  feast,   by   (y>w'r 

divine, 

Inspir'd  cold  water  with  the  warmth  of  wine. 
Set!  cried   they,    while  in   redd'ning  tide   it 

gush'd,'  (blush'd. 

The  ba!>hful  stream  hath  seen  its  God  oiid 


By  Aaron  Hill. 
'T^ENDER-handed  stroke  a  nettle, 
■*■    And  it  stings  yon  for  your  i>aias; 
Grasp  it  like  a  man  of  mettle. 

And  it  soft  as  silk  remains, 
Tis  the  same  with  connnon  natures: 

Use 'em  kindly,  tliey  rebel ; 
But,  be  rough  as  nutmeg-graters. 

And  the  rogues  obey  you  well. 


Upon  the  Busts  of  the  English  fVorthiea  at  Stow, 

Lord  Ci.AR£, 
A  MONR  these  chiefs  of  British  race, 
■^  Wlio  live  in  breathing  stone, 
Whv  has  not  Cobham's  bust  a  place? 
— ^^Phe  structtire  was  his  own. 


By  Pope. 


/^  REAT  V^illers'  fate  sage  Cutler  could  foresee; 
^^And  well,  he  thought, advis'd  him — •♦Live- 

*'  like  me." 

As  well  his  Grace  replied — **  Like  vou«  Sir 
••  John ! 
That  J  can  do  when  all  I  have  is  gone.** 


The  Giuni  auglivg. 
IS  angle  rod  made  of  a  sturdy  oak,  fbrokv; 
Mis  line  a  cable,   which  in  storms  ue'er 
His  hook  he  baited  with  a  dragon's  uil, 
And  sat  upon  a  rock,  and  bobb'd  for  wtuJe. 


H 


To  a  noted  Liar. 

LIE  on!  while  my  revenge  shall  be 
To  speak  the  very  truth  of  thee. 


On  Michael  Anf^clo's  famous  Piece  of  the  Cm* 
cifxion,  7L'ho  slaU  rd  a  Person  that  he  imghi 
do  it  more  nalurcily.  Dr.  YooKC. 

iiiLST  his  Redeemer  on  the  rnnvass  dies, 
Stabl)*d  at  his  feet  his  hrotlicr  weliVin^ 
The  daring  artist,  cruelly  serene,  flics ; 

Views  the  pale  chuck,  and  the  distorted  mien  j 
He  drains  off  life  by  drops  :  and,  deaf  to  cries, 
Examine*  cv*r>'  si tiru a«  il  flici ; 

He 


W 


«^ 


He  studies  torm^ht,  dives  in  mortal  whe, 
To  rouse  up  rv'rv  pnni:;  rfpc?^'  the  bibw; 
KdcIi  risin.  '  '  <jmoc,    '  ' 

Yet  warm  niour'sfftce: 

O  glorious  ttu-a  :  i.>  nohiy  wuKcd  draught ! 
"With   its  lull  charge  of  death  l.kIi  feature 

fratJght! 
Such  wondrous  force  the  magic  '^olours  boast, 
From  his  own  skill  He  starts,  ia  !i orror  lost. 


ELEGANT    EXt^ACtS. 


On  the  Death  of  a  Lndt/'s  Cat.        Harrison. 

A  ND  is  MissTahby  from  the  woiM  retir'd  ? 
•^  And  are  her  lites,  all  her  nine  li  vrs  expir'd  ? 
What  sounds  so  moving,  as  her  own,  can  tell 
liow  Tabby  died,  how  lull  of  phiy  she  fell? 
l^epin,  ye  tuneful  nine,  a  mournful  sirlfe. 
And  cv'rvmuse  shall  celebrate  a  life. 


A  Rccdj^for  Courtship.      Swift. 
rpwo  or  three  dears,  and  two  or  three  sweets ; 
^  Two  or  three  balls,  and  two  or  iluce  treats ; 
Two  or  three  serenades,  giv'n  as  a  lure ;    , 
Two  or  three  oaths  how  much  they  endure; 
Two  or  three  messages  sent  in  one  day; 
Two  or  three  times  led  out  from 
Two  or  three  sof*  speeches  made  1 
Two  or  three  tickets  for  two  or  three  times  ; 
Two  or  three  love-letters  writ  al!  in  rhymes; 
Two  or  three  months  keeping  stnrt  to  these 
Canucver  fail  making  a  couple  of  fools,  [ruks 


I  one  (lay;  "^ 
)n">  I'.ir  ))lay  ;  S 
Ic  bv  the  way ;  J 


loo  Lady  i/)hQUsrd  Pafch,-!;. 
TfoT-R  homely  face,  Flippanta,  you  <lisguise 
■*■     Wiih  patches  numerous  as  Argus'  eves; 
I  own  that  patcliing's  rcfpiisitefo;  \  on,  [vi<iw  : 
I'or  more  we're  pleas 'd  the  less  vmir   face  we 
Yet  r  advise,  since  my  advice  you  osk. 
Wear  but  one  patch«  aod  he  thai  patch  a  mn!~dc. 


Inscription  for  a  Bust  of  Laily  Suffolk  in  a 
jyood. 

TJer  ^vit  and  brauly  for  a  court  were  made, 
"*^  Her  truth  and  goodness  fit  her  for  a  shade 


W 


%  Lady  M.  W.  ISIovtagu. 
'hilst  thirst  of  praise  and  vain  desire  of 
fame. 

In  c^-'ry  age  is  eVry  womin's  aim  ; 
With  courtship  pIcasM,  of  si llv  toasters  proud, 
Fond  of  a  train,  and  happy  in  a  crowd ; 
On  each  poor  fool  bestowing  some  kind  glnncc, 
Fojch  co:ujuc8t  owins?  to  some  loose  advance  j 
While  vain  coquets  aflect  lo  be  pursuM, 
Aiid  think  they're  virtuous,  if  notgrosslylcwd  ; 
Let  thib  ^rcat  maxim  be  my  virtue's  guide — ■^ 
Tn  part  she  is  to  blame  (hat  has  been  tried  ;  > 
lie  comes  too  near,  that  comes  to  be  denied.  J 


Book  IV. 

To  Mr.  Addison,  on  his  Trngcd)/  of  C. 
<HE  mind  to  virtue  isbv  vef^esubdu'd, 
And  the  true  [joct  is  a  public  ^ood. 
This  }kitnin  feels ;  whti^,  by  vour  lines  inspir'd , 

Jler  free-bom  sons  to  ploriotis  thoughts  arc  fii'd. 
n  Rome  had  you  c^pous'tl  lhc\anquish"u  cause, 
Jnflam:d  her  senate,  and  upheld  her  law>, 
Vour  mnnly  scejKs  had  liberty  restor'd. 
And  <2;iven  the  just  S4icccss  to  Cato's  suoiil, 
0'cr"&csar's  arms  your  genius  harl  prev:n!'d, 
And  the   muso  triuniph'd    wiierc    ihc  patriot 
fail'd. 


'T'om's  conch  and  six  ! — rwhithcr  ia  such  hast* 

going?  ,  . 

But  a  short  journey — to  his  own  undoing. 


Jcalovsy. 


nno^^^dlam  with  him  :  is  he  round  in  min<l. 
,-*■   Who  still  is  seeking  what  he  would  noifini! 


7?//  Leonard' Welstfap 

T  OWK,  says  Thomas,  miich  to  Peter's  care; 
•*•  Once  only  seen,  he  chose  me  for  his  heir. 
True,  Thomas;  hence  your  fortunes  take  their 

rise  : 
His  heir  you  were  not,  had  he  seen  vou  twice. 


By  Dr.  KhKKic  k. 
'X' HE  groat,  good  man,  whom  Fortune  will 
■■■  displace. 

May  into  scarceness  fall,  but  not  dis<;race. 
His  sacred  peibon  none  will  dare  profane; 
He  may  he  poor,  but  never  can  be  mean. 
Beholds  his  value  with  the  wiseilnd  good. 
And,  prostrate,  seenis  as  great  as  vhcn  WstoocJ 
So  ruin'd  templeb  holy  awe  dispense, 
They  lose  their  height,  but  keep  the" 
The  pious  crowd  the  piles,  iho' fii 
And  what  they  fail  to  raise  th'-- 


riclrix  Cnusa  Diis placuit,  :cd  iu:'u  Ca/cni, 

G. SVEPXKY. 

n^uE  gods  and  Cnto  did  in  this  divide — 
■^  They  chose  the  conqu'ring,  he  the  conquer"^ 

side. 


By  Dean  S\yiFT. 
"VTou  beat  your  pate.andfancy  wit  will  come 
■^  Kpockasyou  will,  there's  nobody  at  houK 


A  Flower  ly  I'mihf.     Prior. 

Tl/'HENfanrd'V^arclst  this  little  wonder  drew, 
'  '  F'lora  vouchsafd  the  growing  work  to  view. 
Finding  the  painter's  science  at  a  stand. 
The  Goddess  snalch'd  the  pencil  t>om  his  hand; 
And,  finishing:  the  piece,  she  smiling  said  : 
Behold  one  work  of  mine  that  nie'er  shall  fade. 


Book  IV. 


EPIGRAMS,    &c. 


m 


Bij  Sir  S>A\t.  Garth. 

/^AN-  you  count  the  silver  lights 

^  lliat  deck  the  skies,  and  cheer  the  nights ; 

Or  the  leaves  that  strew  the  vales. 

When  groves  arc  stript  bv  winter  gales; 

Or  the  drops  that  in  the  morn 

!Han<5  with  transparent  pearl  the  thrtrn  ; 

C)r  hridcf^rooin's  joys,  or  niisei*'s  cares, 

Or  gamester's  oaths,  or  hermit's  prayers ; 

<^)r envy's  pangs,  or  love's  alarms. 

Or  Marlbro's  acts,  or  Molly's  charms? 

Bi/  Aaron  Hill. 
TTow  is  the  world  deceiv'd  by  noise  and  show! 
■*■■'•  Alas!  iiovv  diff'reut,  to  preiendandhnow! 
l.ikea  poor  highway  brook,  pretence  runs  loud  : 
liiistliug,  but  shallow,  dirty,  weak,  and  proud. 
^Vhile,  like  some  nobler  stream,  true  know- 
led  !i,e  glides, 
Silently  strong,  and  its  deep  bottom  hides. 


The  Boyal  Kmlter.     Sir  Ca.  Sedley. 

A  H,  happy  people!  ye  must  thrive, 
-^  While  thus  the  royal  pairdoes  strive 

Both  to  advance  your  glory; 
While  he  by's  valour  conquers  France, 
l>he  manufactures  does  advance. 

And  makes  thread-fringes  for  ye. 
Blest  we  !  who  from  sudi  queens  are  freed, 
\Mio,  by  vain  superstition  led. 

Are  always  telling  beads: 
But  here's  a  qneetj  novv,  thanks  to  God ! 
"Who,  when  she  rides  in  coach  abroad. 

Is  always  knotting  threads. 
Then  haste,  victorious  Nassau,  haste ; 
And,  when  thy  summer  show  is  past. 

Let  all  thy  trumpets  sound  :. 
The  fringe  which  this  campaign  has  wrought 
Though  't  cost  the  nation  scarce  a  groat. 

Thy  conquests  will  surround. 


N 


I  rode  font  more  to  Great  5?t.  Mary, 

Using  four  legs",  when  two  were  weary. 

To  three  fair  virgins  1  did  tie  men. 

In  the  close  bands  of  pleasing  llyracti  j 

I  dinp'd  two  babes  in  lioly  water. 

Ami  purified  their  !nothersafi«r. 

Within  an  hour  atid  eke  an  half, 

I  pxeach'd  throe  congregatiyns  deaf, 

\\  bile  thund'ring  out  with  lungs  long  w! 

I  chu|)p'd  s«  fast  that  few  ibercmiuded. 

My  emblem,  the  kiborious  sun. 

Saw  all  these  mighty  labours  done 

Before  one  race  of  his  was  run  : 

All  this  perform'd  by  Robert  Ilewlt; 

What  mortal  else  could  e'er  go  through 


inded. 


} 


it? 


Jfliufs  Honour  P 

OT  to  be  captions,  not  unjustly  fight ; 
''J"'is  to  confesswliat'swrong,  and  do  what's 
rid)t. 


J 


Afuir  Ground  for  Pride. 
ACichls  own  merit  sees :  this  gives  him  pride. 
For  he  sees  more  than  all  the  world  beside. 


Bij  Prior. 

TTes,  ev'ry  poet  is  a  fool  ; 
•^^  By  demonstration  Ned  can  show  it: 
Hanpy,  could  Ned's  inverted  rule 
Prove  ev'ry  fool  to  be  a  poet. 


Dean  SwifCs  Citrate. 
march'd  three  miles  thro'  scorching  sand, 
f  With  zeal  in  heart,  and  notes  in  hand  j 


I 


The  Miser's  Feast. 
TTis  chimney  smokes!  it  is  some  omen  dtjel 
*■-*■  His  neigtibours  are  alarni'd;  ahd  cry  out. 
Fire ! 


On  Sir  Gudfrey  Krielleis  painting,  for  the 
Author,  the  Staiuoi  cf  Apolio,  ^enus,  and 
licrculcs.  Pope. 

vy  "AT  God,  what  genios  did  the  pencil  move, 
'*     When  Kneller  painted  these?       [Love, 
'Twas  friendship— warm  as  Phoebus,  kind  as 
And  strong  as  Hercules. 


The  Duke  ofCli s.    Sw'irr. 

JAMTs  B s  was  the  Dean's  familiar  frieiul ; 
James  grows  a  Duke ;  their  friendship  here 
must  end. 
Surely  the  Dean  descr\'cs  a  ^ore  rebuke. 
From  knowing  .lames,  to  sav  he  knowsaduke. 


The  Doefor  and  the  Patient. 
Clept  you  well!  "  Very  well."  My  draught 
^         did  good. 
"  Ii  did  no  harm  :  for  yonder  it  hath  stood." 


f'erscs  occasioned  hi/  Mr.  Airman's  death. 

Thomson'. 

As  those  w<?  love  decay,  we  die  in  part. 
String  after  string  is  severd  from  the  heart ; 
Till  loosen'd  life,  at  last  but  breathing  clay, 
Without  one  pang  is  glad  to  fall  away. 
Unhappv  he  who  latest  feels  the  blow,    [low, 
\Vhose  eyes  have  wept  o'er  every  friend  laid 
Dragg'd  ling'ring  on  from  partial  doath  to  deatli, 
Tilij^'dying,"  all  he  can  resign  is  breath. 


To  the  Reverend  Mr.  Murdoch,  Rector  of  S  trad- 
dishally  in  Suffolk.        Thomson. 

THUS  safely  low,  my  frien4,  thou  canst  not 
fall; 
Here  reigns  a  deep  tranquillity  o'er  all; 


No 
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ELEGANT    EXTRACTS. 


Book  IV. 


No  noise,  no  care,  no  vanity,  no  strife ;   [life : 
^Icn,  woods,  and  iiclds,  all  brcatiu-  untroubled 
Then  keep  each  passion  down,  however  dear ; 
Trust  me,  the  tender  are  the  jaobt  severe. 
Guard,  while  't  is  thine,  thypMlosophic  ease. 
And  ask  no  joy  but  that  of  virtuous  peace; 
That  bids  defiance  to  the  storms  of  late  : 
High  bliss  is  only  for  a  higher  state. 


The  PotcfT  of  Time.       Sv/irr. 

IF  neither  brass  nor  marble  can  wiihstand 
The  mortal  force  of  Time's  destructive  hand : 
If  mountains  sink  to  vales,  if  ci  lies  die. 
And  less*ning  rivers  mourn  tht.ir  fountains 

dry— 
When  my  old  cassock,  said  a  Welsh  divine. 
Is  out  at  elbows,  why  should  I  repine? 


Epigram  hy  Dr.  Doddridge,  r>r  his  Mnlio, 
Dum  vivinius,  vivamus. 
T  iVE  while  vou  live,  the  epicure  will  say, 
-"  And  take  the  pleasure  oft  he*  present  day: 
I>ive  while  you  live,  the  sacred  jurarlicr  cries. 
And  give  to  God  each  fnoment  a-,  it  Hies. 
I.ord,  in  my  view  let  both  unitcH  he  ! 
1  lire  iu  ^Jeasure  when  I  live  to  Thee. 


Oil  the  Pullication  of  Mrs.  Jiouc's  Poems  since 
her  Death. 

'T'Ht75  Philomela  sung,  on  eartli  (Iclain'd, 
•*•    While  cnnib'rous  clay  the  rising  soul  re 

strain'd  ; 
Kow  the  freed  spirit,  with  th'  an'7;clic  choir, 
]n  fiflds  of  light  attunes  th'  imniorial  lyre. 
And  hymns  her  God  in  strains  more  sou,  more 

strong- 
There  only  could  she  learn  a  loftier  song. 


By  Zorrf  Lansdown'i  . 

p.T.iF.VB  me,  Chloe,  those pcrfiimes,  that  oost 
Such  sums  tos^^ecten  thee,  i,->  treasure  lost ; 
Not  all  Arabia  would  sufticiont  he  ;  [thee 
Thou  smcH'st  not  of  thy  sweets,  they  stmk  of 
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Bj  Prior. 
TXTnEN  Hopewell  thought  fit  from  the  world 

to  retreat. 
As  full  of  Champaigne  as  an  epjg's  full  of  meat  : 
He  wak'd  iu  the  boat,  and  to  Charon  he  said, 
He  wou'd  be  row'd  back,  for  he  was  not  yet 

dead. 

Trim  the  boat,  and  sit  quiet,  stern  Charon  re- 
plied :  [died. 
You  may  have  forgot,  you  was  drunk  when  you 

Firmness  under  Distress. 

"Drutus  unmov'd  heard  how  his  Portia  fell 
■*-'  Should  .lack's  wife  die,  he  would  behave  as 
.Ncli. 


D' 


By  Dean  Swipt, 
EAF,  giddy,  helpless,  left  alone. 
To  all  my  friends  a  burthen  grown  \ 
No  more  I  hear  my  church's  bell 
Than  if  it  ranj^  out  for  my  knell  : 
At  thunder  now  no  more  I  start 
Than  at  the  rumbling  of  a  carl ; 
Nay,  what's  incredible,  alack  ! 
I  hardly  hear  a  w  oman'k  clack. 


On  ft  Fan  which  lore  the  Story  of  Ccphahts  mnd 
Procris,  with  this  Motto  :  **  Aura  vcni." 

/^OME,  gentle  air,  th'  iEolian  she))herd  said, 
^  While  Procris  panted  in  the  secret  shade; 
Come,  gentle  air,  the  fairer  Delia  cries. 
While  at  her  fcei  her  swain  expiring  lies  : 
Lo  !  the  glad  gales  o'er  all  her  beauties  stray, 
Uccatheon  her  lips,  and  in  her  bosom  play  ; 
In  Delia's  hand  this  toy  is  fatal  found, 
Nor  could  that  fabled  dart  more  surely  wound  i 
Both  rifts  destructive  to  the  givers  prove. 
Alike  noth  lovers  fall  by  those  they  love  : 
Yet  guiltless  too  this  bright  destroyer  lives. 
At  random  wounds,  nor  knows  the  wound  she 

gives : 
She  views  the  story  Avith  attentive  eves. 
And  pities  Procris,  while  her  lover  dies. 


On  an  Epigram. 
/^NE  day,  in  Chelsea  meadows  wjdking^ 
^^  Ofpoclrvand  such  things  talkini^ 

Says  Ralph,  a  merry  wag — 
An  epigram,  if  smart  and  goo<l. 
In  all  its  circumstances  should 

lie  like  a  jelly  bag. 
Your  simile,  I  own,  is  new  ; 
But  how  will  make  it  out  ?  .^aysHugh. 

Quoih  Ralph,  I  'II  tell  thee,  Iricndi 
Make  it  at  top  both  wide,  and  fit 
To  hold  a  bud";et  full  of  wit. 

And  point  it  at  the  end. 


By  Mrs.  PiLKivGTOK". 

Ctulla  and  Flavia  ev'ry  hour 
•^  Unnumber'd  hearts  surprise  ; 
In  Stella's  soul  lies  all  her  j)Ow'r, 

And  Flavia'3  in  her  eyes. 
More  boundless  Flavia's  conquests  arc. 

And  Stella's  more  confin'd  ; 
All  can  discern  a  face  that's  fair. 

But  few  a  lo\ely  mintl. 
Stella,  like  Britain's  monarch,  reigns 

O'er  ctiltivatcd  lands; 
Like  eastern  tyratits  J'"lavia  deigns 

To  rtde  o'er  barren  sands. 
Then  boast,  fair  Plavia,  boast  your  face. 

Your  beauty's  only  store  : 
Each  day  that  makes  thy  charms  decreaseji 

Will  give  to  SicUa  wore. 


Book  IV.  EPIGRAMS, 

To  Mr.  Popft  on  his  Dunciad, 
[R  nvcn,  rook,  and  pert  jnckdaw. 


&c. 
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■*■      Tho'  neither  birds  of  moral  kind, 
Vet  serve,  if  hanj^'d,  or  stufT'd  witli  straw, 

To  shew  us  which  wny  blows  the  wiad. 
Tlius  dirty  knaves,  or  chatt'ring  fools. 

Strung  up  by  dozens  in  thy  lay. 
Teach  more  by  half  than  Dennis'  rules. 

And  point  instruction  cv'ry  way- 
With  ^Igvpi's  art  thy  pen  may  strive  : 

One  potent  drop  let  this  but  shed. 
And  ev'ry  rogue  that  stunk  alive 

Becomes  a  precious  mummy  dead. 


what's  the 
reason  r  [son. 

Why,  when  it  prospers,  none  dare  call  it  trea- 


T REASON  docs  never  prosper 


0)t  a  Bee  stifled  in  Honey. 

'P^.o^f  flow'r  to  flow'r,  with  eager  pains, 
'■•    See  the  blest  busv  lab're.rfly; 
When  all  that  from  lier  toil  shcgains 

Is,  in  the  sweets  .^he  hoards  to  die. 
Tis  thus,  would  man  the  truth  believe. 

With  life's  soft  sweets,  each  fav'ritejoy-c 
If  we  taste  wisely  they  relieve, 

But^  ifweph'.ngc  too  deep,  destroy. 


On  Mr.  Pope's  Death. 

A  R18E,  ve  glimmering  stars  of  wit ! 
^■^  For,  lo!  the  Sun  of  Verse  is  set. 


On  Mr.  Butler's  Monument  in  WtttmirM^T' 

Alley.  S.  Westley. 

"IIThilst  Butler,  needy  wretch  !  wasyetalirc, 
'  No  gen'rous  patron  would  a  dinner  give  : 
See  him,  when  starved  to  death,  and  lurti'd  to 
Presented  with  a  monumental  bust !  fduit. 
The  poet's  fate  is  here  in  emblems  shown  ; 
Ilcask'd  for  bread,  and  he  receiv'd  astouc. 


Inscription  for  a  Fountain  adorned  with  Queen 
Amies  and  the  Duke  of  Marlborough's  Sta- 
tues, and  the  chief  Hiotrs  of  the  World  round 
the  Work.  Prior. 

VTe  active  streams,  where'er  your  waters  flow, 

''■  Let  distimt  climes  and  farthest  nations 
know. 

What  ye  from  Thames  and  Danube  have  been 
tatight,  [fought. 

How  Anne  commanded,  and  how  Murlbro* 


By  W.  CdycREVE. 
Cee,  see,  she  wakes,  Sabinn  wakes, 
^  And  now  the  sun  begins  to  rise  ; 
Less  glorious  is  the  morn  that  breaks 

Froai  his  bright  beams  than  her  bright  c^*e». 
With  light  united,  day  they  give. 

But  dift'rent  fate-,  ere  nigh i  fulfil  ; 
How  many  by  his  warmth  will  live  ! 

IIow  many  will  her  coldness  kill ! 


By  Dr.  Swift. 

A  s  Thomas  was  cudgeird  one  day  bv  his  wife, 
^*-  lie  took  to  his  heels,  and  hersn  for  his  Hfe. 
Tom's   three  dearest  friends  came  by  in  tho 

squabble, 
And  screcn'd  him  at  once  fro.n  inc  shrew  and 

the  r;ib!)le ;  [vice; 

Then  ventur'd  to  g(ve>,iuist>me wholesome ad- 
But  Tom  is  a-fcilow  of  ijnDnour  so  nice, 
'Toi.o  pro\<d  to  taWe  counsel,  loo  wise  ta  take 

Avariiing,  [morning. 

That  h-e   sent   to  all  three  a  challenge  next 
He  fought  with  all  three;  thrice  \cntiir'd  his 

hfe;  [his  wife. 

Then  went  home,  and  was  cudgcU'd  again  by 


By  JosiAH  Rei.pr. 

VTo,  Varus  hates  a  thing  that's  base ; 
-'' '    1  owii,  ind^,  he  's^ota  knack 
Of  flatt'ringp^A>ple  to  their  fi^ce, 

BistscoTlns  to  do  't  behind  their  back. 


On  Dr.  Blackmorr. 

T  ET  Blackmore  still,  in  good  king  Arthur's 
■'-'        vein. 

To  Fleckno's  empire  his  just  right  maintain  ; 
LetJiim  his  own  to  common  sense  oppose. 
With  praise  and  slander  maul  both  friends  and 

foes  ; 
Let  hiuv  great  Drydcn's  awful  name  profane. 
And  learned  Garlli  with  envious  pride  disdain; 
Let  the  quack  scribble  any  thing  but  bills. 
His  satire  wounds  not,  but  his  physic  kills.  . 


Under  a  Picture  pfMr.  Poynl; .  Lytte ltoN". 

SUCH  is  thy  form,  O  Poyntz  !  but  who  shall 
find 
A  hand  or  colours  to  express  thy  mind  ? 
A  mind  untnov'd  bv  ev'ry  vulgar  fear. 
In  a  false  world  that  dares  to  be  sincere :        ' 
Wise  without  art,  without  ambition  great  ; 
Tlio'  firm,  yet  pliant ;  active,  tho'  sedate  ; 
With  all  the  richest  stores  of  learning  fraught ; 
Vet,  better  still,  bv  native  prudence  taught  ; 
That,  fond  the  griefs  of  the  distress'd  to  heal, 
('an  pity  frailties  it  could  never  fee! ;      [know 
Tfjat,  when  misfortune  sued,  neVr  sought  lo 
What  sect,  wloat  party,  whether  friend  or  foe  > 
That,  fix'd  on  equal  virtue's  tcmp'ratelaws. 
Despises  calumny,  and  shuns  a]>plause  ; 
That,  to  his  own'perfections  singly  blind, 
W^ould  for  another  think  this  praise  design *d. 


By  JosiAH  Relph. 
TlTHEN-fromhcrbosom  Arria  pull'd  ihclLdr, 
'  ^    Thus  to  her  lord  the  lender  heroine  said: 
The  wound  I  g;ive  myself  with  ease  I  bear, 
Alas  !  I  die  by  tl)at  w'hich  kill?  my  dear 


Thf 


The  CoMMOns*  Petition  U  Kinj   C'.arUs  thf 
Secotid.  -  RowHfcrTKU. 

Tw  all  humility  we  crave 
*  Our  scntTcij^n  mav  be  our  sKivr  ; 
And  humbly  l>«g  thai  he  n»ay  Le 
IJctray'd  by  us  most  loyally  : 
And  if  he  please  once  to  lay  do\*.  a 
His  sceptre,  dignity,  and  crown. 
We'll  make  liim,  for  the  time  i)  come 
Thegreatesl  prince  In  Chrij-ieiKloiii. 

The  King's  Amv n  : 
Charles,  at  this  time  havinfj  '.n>  need 
Thanks  vou  as  much  as  if  he  tlul. 


ELEGANT     EXTRACTS. 


BooicIV^. 


The  Worm  Doctor.         J.  !!    Lvir. 

■fTAOUs.advanc'd  on  high,  prod  •.:-.«;  iiis  skill, 

*    Bv  cakes  of  wond'rous  ibrcc  ihc  worms  to 

'kill; 
A  scornfid  car  the  wiser  sort  im;  irt. 
And  laugh  ai  Nanus's  prctcndci!  ar;. 
But  well  can  Vagus  ^v^t  he  bi>;  .^i''  iierfonn, 
¥ot  man  (as  Job  has  wm  us)  is  a  w  orm. 


Ilitnw'lienhcsaw — heros«,andcrawrdtomcet, 
'  L\\as  all.  he  could*  Aod  fawn'd,  and  kis^'d  h: 

feet, 
Seiz'd  with  dumb  joy  :  then  falling  by  his  side, 
Own'd  his  returniii^  lord,  look'd  up,  and  died. 


On  Plutarch's  Statue.     From  tl,r  Greek. 

Dryden. 
"llTiSE,  honest  Plutarchi'  to   ihy  tteathlcsji 
^'  praise 

The  sons  of  Rome  this  grateful  ^r.^iuc  raise  : 
Por,  why  ?  both  Greece  and  Ilf<iuc  thy  fame 

have«har'd, 
Tlieir  heroes  written,  and  their  lixes  compar'd. 
But  thou  thvself  conldst  never  writ';  thy  own; 
Their  lives  had  parallels^)ut  tiiiiic  Ikis  none. 

On  the  Statue  ofNiobe.     Froin  tJic  Greek. 

'TV)  stone  the  gods  have  chang'd  licr— but  in 
^         vain :         . 
The  sculptor's  art  lias  made  her  hrialhc  again. 

To  a  Yuung  Gentleman. 
"Mature  has  done  her  part:  do  thou  but 
^^         \\\\v\tt ; 

Learning  and  sense  let  decency  refine. 
For  vain  applause  transgress  noi  virtue's  rules  : 
A  tvlttv  sinner  is  the  worst  of  fools. 


To  King'CharJes  J.  on  his  Navi/,  ^VALLER. 
Cnou;LD  nature's  self  invade  the  world  again, 
^  And  o'er  the  centre  spread  the  licpiid  main. 
Thy  po^v'r  were  »ai"e — and  herdestruciive  baud 
Would  but  enlarf;e  the  bounds  of  thy  command: 
Thy  dreadful  fieel  would  style  thee  lord  tfali. 
Anil  rise  ni  tciumph  o'er  the  drowned  bull. 

On   Mrs.  Barlicrc's  Jirst  Appearance  on  the 
Stage, 
o  pleasure  now  from  Nicolini's  tongue, 
in  vain  he  strives  to  move  us  with  his  sonc  • 
On  a  fair  Syren  we  have  fix'd  our  choice. 
And  wait  with  iongingears  for  iiurbie  re's  voice : 
Whw»,  lo !  the  nymph  bv  bashful  awe  betray 'd, 
Her  fait'ring  tongue  denies  her  looks  its  aid  : 
Bui  so  much  innocence  adorns  her  fears. 
And  with  such  grace  her  modesty  she  wears, 
Ijv  her  disorder  all  her  charms  increase. 
And,  had  she  butter  sting,  she'd  pleas'd  us  less. 


N 


W 


On  the  Spectator. 

HEN  first  "the  Taller  to  a  mute  was  turn'd. 
Great  Jiritain   for  her  censor's   silenca 
mourii'd. ;  [night, 

Robb'd  of  his  sprightly  beams,  she  wept  the 
Till  the  Spcc.iatof  rose, 'and  bla/.'d  us  bright. 
So  the  first  man  the  sun's  hrsi  setting  view 'd, 
And  sigh'd  till  circling  day  his  joys  renew'd  ; 
Yet  doubtful  how  that  second  sun  to  name. 
Whether  a  bright  successor,  or  ihe  same  ; 
So  we — but  now  from  this  suspense  are  freed 
Sinc^all  agree  wl'.o  both  with  judgment 
Tisthe  same  sun,  and  does  hiniseit  suc( 


'reed  ;  j 
read,  L 
cecd.j 


Ulysses'  Dog.         PoPE. 
'VU'HEN  wise  Ulysses,  from  his  native  coast, 
.        I^nj'  kept  by  wars,  and  long  by  tempests 
Arriv'dalTast,noor,  old,  disguis'd,  alone,  [tost, 
To  all  his  friends,  {indev'n  his  c|ueen,  unknown  : 
(  liang'd  OS  he  was  with  age,  and  loils,  and  cares, 
Furrow'd  his  rev'rcnd  face,  and  white  his  hairs. 
In  his. own  ua'lace  forc'd  lo  ask  his  bread, 
Scorn'd  by  those  slaves  his  former  bounty  fed. 
Forgot  of  all  his  own  domestic  crew  ; 
The  faithful  dgg  alone  his  master  knew! 
I'nfed,  unlious'iU  neglected,  on  the  clay. 
Like  an  old  ser\atit,  now  cashicr'd  he  fay  ; 
And,  tho'  e'en  then  expiring  on  the  plain,  "1 
Toncli'd  with  resentment  of  ungrateful  man,  V 
And  hinging  to  behold  his  ancient  lord  again  :  J 


To  the  Lord  Chancellor  King  ;  alluding  to  hin 
Motto,  *♦  Labor  ip\c  voluptas  .'" 

"^T'^iij  not  the  splendour  of  the  place, 

•*•      The  gilded  coach,  the  j>utse,  the  mar  r. 
And  all  the  pompous  train  of  state,  » 

With  crowds  which  at  the  levy  wait. 
That  make  you  happy,  make  yon  great':         * 
Bur  when  mankind  you  strive  to  bless. 
With  all  the  talents  you  possess  ; 
When  all  the  joys  you  can  receive 
Flow  Iroin  the  benefits  vou  give  : 
This  takes  the  heart,  thTs  conquers  spite. 
And  makes  the  heavy  burden  light : 
True  pleasure,  rightly  understood. 
Is  only  labour  lo  do  good. 

Written  in  a  Lady's  Milton,        Prior. 

TI71TH  virtue  strong  as  yours  bad  Eve  l)ee!i 
^^  arm'd,  [charm'd ; 

In  vain  the  fruit  had  f)lush'tl,  or  serpent 
Nor  had  out  bliss  by  penitence  been  bought — 
Nor  had  frail  Adam' fell — uor  Milton  wrote. 

Trom 


Book  IV. 


EPIGRAMS,     SiC. 


tfl 


From  the  Greek. 
EMoeRiTTis,  dear  droH  !  n-visit  carfh, 
And  with  our  tollies  glut  ihy  hehr] 


ten'd 


D 

Sad  Heraclitus,  sorious  wretch  !  rctnrr\,  [mirth. 
In  louden  grid' our  greater  crimes  to  mourn. 
I3euvecn  you  both,  1  unconcern'd  stand  by  ; 
flint,  can  I  laugh  ?  and  honest,  need  I  cry  ? 

A  Character  oj  an  uld  Rake. 

Ccorn'd  by  the  wise,  detested  by  the  good, 
*^  Noi-  nntferstanding  aught,  nor  undei-stood  , 
Profane,  obscene,  loud,  frivolous,  and  ])ert ; 
Proud- without  spirit,  voia  without  desert  j 
Mlccting  passions  vice  haslonu;  sXibdu'd  ; 
i.)esn'ratcly  g;»y,  and  impotently  lewd  ; 
Aiul,  as  thy  ^veak  companions  roiuid  thee  sit, 
I'^or  eminence  in  follv  decm'd  a  wit. 


Dp.  Ifynter  to  Dr.  Ckeipiey,  on  hJs  Bookt  in 

favour  of  a  regctohle  Diet. 
'T'ELi-  me  from  whom,  fat-headed  Scot, 
■^      Thou  didst  thy  sv'stem  learn  : 
From  Hippocrate  thoii  hadst  it  not. 

Nor  Celsus,  nor  Pitcairn.' 
Suppose  we  own  that  milk  is  good. 

And  say  the  sa'me  of  grass^; 
The  one  for  babes  is  only  food, 

'I  he  other  for  an  as^. 
Kocfor  !  one  ncsv  prescription  try  ; 

(A  friend's  advice  forgive) 
Eat  gross,  reduce  thyself,  and  die  : 

Tiiy  [)atlents  then  may  live. 


M' 


Dr.  Cheyney  to  Dr.  H'yn/er. 
Y  system,  doctor,  is  my  own, 
Ko  tutor  I  j)retend  ; 
My  blunders  hurt  myself  alone, 
jBut  yours  your  dearest  friend. 
Vv'ere  vou  to  milk  and  straw  confin'd. 

Thrice  happy  might  you  be  ; 
Perhaps  you  might  regain  your  mind. 

And  from  your  wit  get  tree. 
1  can't  your  kind  prescription  try  ; 

But  neartilv  forgive  ; 
'Tis  natural  you  should  bid  me  die, 
That  you  yourself  may  live. 

On  King  JFiUiam's  Exploits  during  fivo  Cam- 
paigns in  Flanders. 
n^HE  author  sure  must  take  great  pains, 
•*■  _   Who  fairly  writes  his  storv. 
In  which  of  these  two  last  campaigns 

He  gain'd  the  greatest  glory  :. 
For,  while  that  he  march 'd  on  to  fight, 

Like  hero,  nothing  fearing  ; 
Namur  was  taken  in  his  sight. 

And  Mons  within  his  hearins. 


There  arc  no  women,  he  replied. 

She  quick  return*  the  jesif^  ' 
VVonxm  there  arc,  but  1  'ni  afraid 

They  caunot  find  a  priest.    ' 

On  Gtdvcf^  tfCqnidais  being  cotfipared  to  VirgiL 
pQUAL  to  V'lrgil! — it  may,  perFuips  : 
'■-'  Bui  then,  by  Jove,  'lis  Dr.  Trapp's. 

On  a  had  Translation. 
TTi.?  work  now  done,  he'll  publish  it,  nodoubt; 
For  sure  1  am  that  murder  vvil" 


come  out- 


To  a  hud  Fiddler. 


Ql»  Orpheus  play'd  so  well,  he  mov'd  Old 

,  Nick,  [stick. 

Wliilst  thou  mov'st  nothing—but  thy  hddle- 

On  Sir  John,  l-anlrugh's  Device  of  a  Lion  and 
a  Cocky  at  Blenheim. 

LJADMarlb'rough's  troops  in  Gaul  no  belter 

"^         fought. 
Than  Van,  to  grace  his  fame,  in  marble  uTousht, 
No  more  in  arms  than  he  in  embien)S  skill'd, 
I  he  cock  had  drove  the  lion  from  the  field. 


A  smart  Rapnrtee.     .    SwiFTi 
Ories  Sylvia  to  a  reverend  Dean,' 
^^     What  reason  can  be  giv'n. 
Since  marriage,  is  a  holy  thing. 
That,  there  aie  none  in  heav'n  ? 


On  the  Bridge  at  Blenheim.     Dr.  EvAvs. 
nnHE  lofiy  arch  his  high  ambition  shows, 
-■■   The  stream  an  emblem  of  his  bounty  flows. 

To  a  Lady.        A.Hill. 
Tf  fix'd  on  yours  my  eyes  in  prayer  you  sec, 
^  .1  ou  must  not  call  my  /eal  idolatry  ! 
For  since  our  Maker's  throne  isplac'd  so  high. 
That  only  in  hrs  works  the  God  we  spy,    [view^ 
.And  what's  most  bright  most  gives  him  to  our 
I  look  most  near -him  when  Flook  on  you. 

The  Antidote. 
T\^  HEN  Lesbia  first  I  saw,  so  heavenly  fair, 
,     A^'irh  eyes  so  briglit,  and  with  that  awful 
.air; 
I  thought  my  hcnart,  which  durst  so  high  aspire. 
As  bold  as  hi's  who  snatch'd  celestial  fire  j 
But,  soon  as  e'er  the  beauteous  ideot  spoke. 
Forth  from  her  coral  lips  such  {o\W  broke; 
Like  balm  the   tickhng   nonsense'  heal'd    my 
wound,  [bound. 

And  what  her  eyes  cnthralld,  her  -tqugue  un- 


Tlie  Female  Prattler. 
Urom  morn  to  nigh),  from  day  to  day, 

At  all  limes,  and  in  ev'rV  place, 
Vou  scold,  repeat,  and  sing,  and  say. 
Nor  are  there  hopes  yeu*l  ever  cease. 

Forbear,  my  Fannia  ;  O,  forbcgr,      "" 
If  yourowti  health  or  ours  vou  prize  ; 

Frfr  all  mankind  thfltheoryou,  swear 

Your  tongue'"  uiurc  killing  iban  your  eves. 

•    Vo  itr 


«fJ2 


ELEGANT    EXTRACTS. 


Book  IV, 


Your  tengue  's  a  traitor  to  y<nir  f'ce, 

Your  fame  *3  Hy  your  own  noihc  obscur'd : 

All  arc  distracted  \vhjle  they  gaze. 
But,  if  they  listen,  they  arc  cur'd. 

Your  silence  would  acquire  more  praise 
Than  all  you  say,  or  aM  you  w  rite  : 

One  look  ten  thousand  chartns  di<.plays  j 
Then  hush!  and  be  an  angel  quiic. 


The  Avaro. 

THns  to  the  master  of  a  house. 
Which, like  a  ch  urch  .would  star\e  a  mouse} 
Which  never  guest  had  entcrtain'd, 
Nor  meat  nor  wine  its  Hoors  had  staiu'd, 
1  said — Well,  Sir,  'lis  vastly  ncai; 
liut  \v here  d'y ou  d rin k ,  and  where  d'you  cat ? 
If  one  may  judge  by  rooms  so  tine. 
It  costs  you  more  in  mops  tlian  wiiic. 


EJ'i'clual  Malice. 

Or  all  the  pens  which  my  poor  rhymes  mo- 
lest, 
Cotin's  the  shar|>cst,  and  succeeds  the  best; 
Others  outrageous  scold,  and  rail  downright 
^\'ith  serious  rancour,  and  true (Miri^tuin spite; 
H»it  he,  more  sly,  pursues  his  fell  design — 
\\  rites  scoundrel  verses,  and  then  says  they're 
mine. 


On  a  Regiment  sent  to  Ojfordt  end  a  Present 
qf  hooks  to  Cambridge,  by  Kinp  Ctor^e  I. 
1715.  Bi/Dr.TRAPV. 

'T'HE  king  observing  with  judicious  eyes, 
•*•    The  slate  of  both  his  universities, 
To  one  he  sent  a  regiment ;  for  why  ? 
That  learned  body  wauled  loyally. 
To  ih'  other  he  sent  books,  as  well  discerning 
How  much  that  loyal  body  wanted  Icirning. 

Annwered  by  Sir  JVilliam  Browne. 

The  king  to  Oxford  sent  his  trorp  of  horse 
For  Tories  own  no  argmnent  but  force  ; 
W"\\\\  e(pial  rant  to  Cambridge  honks  Ik*  sent. 
For  Whijjs  allow  no  force  but  argument. 


The  Friendly  Contest, 

TIT H I LE  Cam  and  Isis  their  sad  tribute  bring 

''"    Of  rival  grief,  to  ween  their  pious  king. 
The  bards  of  Isis  half  had  been  forgot. 
Had  not  the  sons  of  Cam  in  pity  wrote  ; 
From  their  learn'd  brothers  they  took  off  the 
curse,  [worse. 

And  prov'd  their  verse  not  bad— by  writing 


Against  Life.    From  the  Greek  of  Posidippus. 

■AITUAT  tranquil  rotd,  unvcx'd  by  strife, 
'  '     Can  mortals  choose  thro'  human  life? 


Attend  the  courts,  atterwj  the  bar — 
Tlicre  discord  reign:*,  and  endless  jar; 
At  home  the  weary  wretches  find 
Severe  disquietude  of  ujind  : 
To  till  the  tields  gives  toil  and  painj 
Fternal  terrors  sweep  the  main  : 
If  rich,  we  fear  to  lose  our  store ; 
Need  and  distiess  await  the  poor : 
Sad  cares  the  bands  of  Hymen  give  • 
Friendless,  forlorn,  th'  unmarried  live. 
Arc  children  born?  we  anxious  p';roanj 
Childless,  our  lack  of  heirs  we  moan  : 
Wild  giddy  schemes  our  youth  engage  j 
^A'Cakness  and  wants  depress  old  age. 
Would  fate  then  with  my  wish  comply. 
Id  never  live,  or  quickly  die. 


For  Life.     From  the  Greek  of  Metrodoruu 


M^^ 


NKiND  may  rove,  iinvex'd  hv  strife. 
Thro'  cv'ry  road  of  human  life. 

Fair  wisdom  regulates  the  bar, 

And  peace  concludes  the  wordy  war: 

At  home  auspicious  mortals  fiiid 

Serene  tranquillity  of  mind  : 

All-beauteous  nature  decks  the  plain  ; 

And  merchants  plough  for  gold  the  n7ain« 

Ucspect  arises  from  our  store; 

Sccuritv  from  being  poor : 

More  joys  the  bauds  of  Hymen  give; 

Th'  unmarried  with  more  freedom  live ; 

If  parents,  our  blest  lot  we  own ; 

('hildless,  we  lia\e  no -cause  to  moan: 

Firm  vigour  crowns  our  youthful  stage  j 

And  venerable  hairs  old-age. 

Since  jdl  is  good,  then  who  would  cry» 

"  Fd  ne\er  live,  or  quickly  die  i" 


The  Ttcvengc  of  America.  Wartojt. 

TIThek  Cortcz*  furious  legions  (lew 
^^    O'er  ravag'd  fit-Ids  of  rich  Peru, 
Struck  with  his  bleiding  |)eop|e's  woes. 
Old  India's  awful  genius  rose: 
He  sat  on  Andes'  topmost  stone, 
And  heard  a  thousand  nations  groan; 
l''or  grief  his  feal'.icrv  crown  ho  tore. 
To  sM'chuge  Plato  foam  with  gore; 
He  broke  his  arrows,  stamp'd  the  ground. 
To  view  his  cities  smoaking  round. 

What  woes,   he  cried,  hath  lust  of  goI4 
O'er  my  poor  country  widely  roll'd  ! 
Plund'rcrs,  proceed  !  my  bowels  tear. 
Hut  ye  shall  meet  destruction  there. 
From  the  deep-viuiltcd  nunc  shall  rise 
Th*  insatiate  fiend,  pale  Avarice  ; 
Wliose  steps  shall  trend)ling  .Tuvticefly, 
Peace.  Order,  Luv,  and  Amity  ! 
I  see  all  I'.iiropc's  children  curst 
\\'ith  lucre's  universal  thirst: 
The  rage  that  sweeps  my  sous  away 
My  baneful  gold  ahull  \\  ell  repay, 


Mutual 
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Mutual  Pity. 

'l^'oM,  ever  jovinl,  ever  gay, 
-■■    To  appclite  a  slave, 
Siill  whores  and  drinks  his  life  away. 

And  laughs  to  see  me  grave. 
'Tis  thus  that  we  two  disav;n'e  j 

So  diff'rent  is  our  whim  : 
The  fellow  fondly  laughs  at  me. 

While  I  could  crv  for  him. 


.  Universal  Complaisance. 

^HROUGH  servile  flattery  thou  dost  all  com- 
-*  mend — 

Who  cares  to  please  whom  no  man  can  oft'end? 


Under  fheSlafueofa  fVater  Ni/mph,  atStoiir- 
fiead,  Somerset s/tire.     From  the  Latin. 

Pope. 
"YMPH  of  the  grot,  these  sacre<l  springs  I 
keep. 

And  to  the  murmur  of  these  waters  sleep  : 
Ah,  spare  my  slumbers  !*gentlv  tread  the  cave. 
Or  drink  in  silence,  or  in  silence  lave. 


N' 


On  his  own  Grotto.  Poi'E. 

n^iiou  who  shall  stop  where  Thames'  trans- 
-*^  lucen?-  wave 

Shines  a  broad  mirror  thro'  ths  shadowv  cave  ; 
Where lingriug drops  ftum  min'ral  roofs  distil. 
And  pointed  crystals  break  the  sparkling  rill ; 
Unpoli.5h'd  ^ams  no  ray  on  pride  besto-.v. 
And  latent  nietals  innocently  glow : 
Approach!  great  Nature  studiously  beliold! 
And  eye  the  mine  without  d  wish  for  gold. 
Approach,  but  awful ! — lo !  th'  I'lgerian  grot. 
Where,  nobly  pensive,St.John  saiaud  thouoht; 
Where  British  sighs  from   dying  Wyndham 

stole,  jmonl's  soul. 

And  the  bright  flame  was  shot  ihro'  March- 
Let  such,  such  onlv",  tread  this  sacred  floor, 
AV'ho  dare  to  iove  their  country,  and  be  poor; 


A  prudent  Cjioice. 
TTThhn  Loveless  married  Lady  Jenny, 

' '^    Whose  beautv  was  the  ready  penny ; 
I  chose  her,  savs  he,  like  old  plate, 
Not  for  the  fashion,  but  the  weight. 


On  a  great  House  adorned  with  Statues. 
'X^HR  walls  are  thick,  the  servants  thin  ; 
-■-   The  gods  without,  "the  dev'i  within. 


On  a  hasty  Marriage. 
TV/Tarried  !  'tis  ^vell !  a  mighty  blessing ! 
•^'■^  But  poor  's  the  joy,  no  coin  possessing, 
In  ancient  times,  when  folk  did  wed, 
Twas  to  be  one  at  •*  board  and  bed." 


But  hard  's  his  case,  who  cm  *t  afford 
Hii  chamber  either  bed  or  board.- 


The  Incurious. 

'T^ifRLE  years  in  Ijondon  Bobadil  had  been, 
"*•    Vet  not  the  lions  nor  the  tombs  had  seen; 
I  cannot  tell  the  cause  without  a  smile — 
The  rogue  had  been  in  Newgate  all  the  while. 


H 


To  a  Spendthrift  disinherilid. 

IS  whole  estate  thy  father,  by  his  will. 
Gave  to  th6  pour — I'hou  hast  good  titit 
still. 


On  a  pale  Lady. 
VJThen'cu  comes  it  that,  in  Clara's  face, 
'  '    The  lily  only  has  a  place  ? 
Is  it,  that  the  absent  rose 
Is  gone  to  paint  her  husband's  nose? 


The  Musical  Contest, 

Be 


Swift. 


Come  sayfthat  Signior  bononcmi, 

^  Comjjar'd  to  Handel,  's  a  iuere  ninny  : 

Others  aver  that  lo  hin>  Handel 

Is  scarcely  fit  to  hold  a  candle. 

Strange  !  'that  such  difference  should  be 

Twixt  Tweedledum  and  Twecdledce ! 


^rou 


7*A&  Happy  Physiognomy. 
ark  why*  Roome  diverts  you  wiilj  iii- 
jokes, 

Yet,  if  he  prints,  is  dull  as  other  folks? 
You  wonder  at  it ! — This,  Sir,  is  the  case  : 
The  jest  is  lost — unless  he  prints  his  face. 


On  seeing  a  Miser  at  a  Concert. 

MUSIC  has  charms  to  sooth  a  sava^^e  breast, 
'J'o  calm  the  tyrant,  and  relieve  ih'  opprest : 
But  Vauxhall  concert's  more  attractive  pow'r 
Unlock'd  Sir  Richard's  pocket  at  threescore  : 
O  strange  tft'ect  of  music's  matchless  force, 
T'  extract  two  shillings  from  a  miser's  purse  1 


On  certain  Pastorals. 

So  rude  and  tuneless  are  thy  lays. 
The  weary  audience  vow, 
'Tis  not  th'  Arcadian  swain  that  sings, 
But  'lis  his  herds  that  low. 


On  a  Gentleman  who  expended  his  Fortune  in 
Horse- Racing. 

JOHN  ran  so  long,  and  ran  so  fast. 
No  wonder  he  ran  out  at  last; 
He  ran  in  debt;  and  then,  to  pay, 
He  distanc'd  all — and  ran  away. 


AutJior  of  a  paper  called  Pasquin,  reflecting  on  Mr.  Pope,  &c. 


»tu 


On  a   Collar  nf  a  Dosr  prrxrv^i^r'  hy  Mr.  Popr 

to  the PfJnce  of  h'u'iy. 
T  AM  his  HipjhncaS*  doj;  at  Kcw  ; 
*  Pray  tell  me.  Sir,  whose  dog  arc  you  ? 


ELEGANT     EXTRACTS.  Book  IV. 

On  Mr.  henton.  Pope.       ^ 

HIS  modest  stone,  what  ftw  vain  m»rblci 


From  the  Greek. 
Bf.ooMTXG  youth  lies  buried  licrc: 


Eiiph 


IS.  'ohis  coiuUn 


Nature  adornM  his  mind  and  i.wc 
"With  rv'rv  muse  and  cv'ry  pract- : 
Prf|wr'd  the  ninrriasc  state  to  prove, 
liut  Death  had  quicker  wings  ihcm  Love. 


On  Sophocles. 
TITiNn,  Rcntle  evcrcrreen,  to  form  a  shndc 

Arouuil  the  tomb  where  Sophocles  h  laid: 
SwiTt  ivy,  wind  thy  l><m2;hs,  and  inttTtwine 
With  bhishinp;  roses  and  the  clM^i'rin;!;xinc  : 
Thus  will  thviastine leaves,  with  bra  11  tics  hung, 
Prove  graleAjl  emhlcnis  of  the  lays  he  sung  : 
AVhose  soul,  cvaltcd  like  a  gwl  of  wit. 
Among  the  muses  and  the  graces  writ. 


On  Ihe  Counlcss  Dowager  of  Prmhroke. 

13l.X  JOKSON. 

TT\der?x;;ath  this  sable  hearse 
liies  the  subject  of  all  verse, 
Svdney's  sister,  Pembroke's  mother, 
I5eaih,  ere  thou  hast  slain  another. 
Fair,  and  wise,  and  good  as  she, 
'i  iaic  shall  throw  his  dart  at  thee. 


Sy  Bbn  Jonsox. 
TTvnr.Rrf  ATH  this  stone  dotli  lie 
As  much  virtue  as  could  die  ; 
Which,  when  ulivc,  did  vi^ur  ^i\e 
To  as  mjch  heaity  as  could  li\e  : 
If  she  had  a  sint!;lc  fiult, 
'l»e4ve  it  buried  in  this^ault. 


Porp. 


IntnuhJfor  Drjdcn. 
''Purs  Sherdeld  rais'd.    The  sa.  red  dust  belo 
-*•    Was  Dryden  once  :  the  rest  who  dues  a^ 


May  truly  sav,  «•  Here  lies  an  honest  man  :" 
A  jvict,  hlessM  beyond  a  pod's  fate,         [great. 
U'hoin  Heaven  kept  sacrwi  from  the  proiul  and 
Foe  to  loud  praise,  aiid  friend  to  learned  case, 
Content  with  seience  in  the  vale  of  ptace. 
Calmly  he  looU'd  on  either  life,  and  hire 
Saw  nothing  to  regret,  or  there  to  fear; 
From  nature's  temp'rate  fea.n  rose  satisfied, 
Thank'd  Hea\'n  that  he  had  liv'd,  and  that  htf 
died. 


On  Mr.  Gay.  PopB. 

Or  manners  gentle,  of  affections  mild; 
In  wit  a  man,  simphciiy  a  child  ; 
With  iiaiive  humour  temp  rinu;  virtiiou«i  rage, 
Form'd  to  delijiht  at  once  and  lash  the  age  : 
Alw^vc  temptation  m  a  low  etiiate, 
An(runcorrupied  ev'n  among  the  great: 
A  safe  companion,  and  an  easy  friend, 
Unblani  d  ilno'  lite,  Uunentcd  in  his  end. 
Theseaic  thv  honcjurs!    not  that  here  thy  bust 
Is  mi\'d  with  heroes,  or  with  kings  thv  dust  j 
Uat  that  the  worthy  and  the  good  shall  say. 
Striking  their  pensive  bosoms — Here  lie*  Gay. 


H 


not 


know  i 


On  TomD'Vrf.'if. 
ERE  lies  the  Lyric,  who  wiiii  tale  and  song, 
Did  life  to  threescore  years  and  ten  probing: 
His  tale  was  pleasant,  and  his  song  was  sweet; 
llis  he- rt  was  cheerful — but   his    thirst  wan 
great.  [old. 

Grieve,  reader  \  grieve,  that  he,  too  soon  %\q\\  » 
His  song  has  ended,  and  his  talc  has  told. 

To  Aaron  Hill,  I'^sq.        S.  RrcKARDSON. 
VyKKN  noble  thoughts  with  language  pure 
*''  unite, 

To  give  to  kindred  exeellencc  its  riglit, 
Tlio'  uninrumber'd  with  the  clogs  of  rhyme, 
I  Where  tinkling  sounds  for  want  of  meaning 
thime,  [courst;. 

Which  like  the  rook  in  Shannon's  inidwaj 
Dixide  the  sense,  and  interrupt  its  Torre  ; 
}  \Vv\[  mav  we  jud|;e  so  strong  and  clear  a  rill 
Flow^  hildicr  from  the  muses'  sacred  Iliil. 


On  Mi.  Hone.  Pore. 

'T^HY  TfUques,  Howe!  to  thl»  sad  shrine  we 
-*•      trust,  [bust, 

And  near  thy  Shik«pMrr  place  thy  honourM 
Ol   next  him.  skill'd  to  draw  the  tender  tear. 
For  never  heart  tVlt  passion  more  sincere ; 
To  nobler  sentiments  to  tire  the  brave. 
><tf  never  Briton  more  disdain'd  a  slu\  e. 
Peace  to  thy  gentle  shade,  and  endless  reot ; 
Bless'd  in  Iny  Kcnius,  in  ttiv  love  too  hiess'd  ! 
And  bless'd,  that,,  timely  from  our  scvmic  re- 
Thy  »oul  enjoyi  the  Ubcfty  it  lo^'d.      [mov'd, 


Prior,  cm  himself. 

To  tnfiWs  given  to  die,  to  thee  'tis  gi^en     ^ 
To  live ;  alas!  one  momciU  sets  tis  even  ;  ' 
Mark  how  impartial  is  the  will  of  Heaven  I  S 


[nscriptwn  on  an  Urn  at  Lard  Cork's ^  to  the 
Memory  of  the  Dog  Ifecfor. 

STRAN-(Si:B,  behold  the  mij;htv  Hector's  tomb! 
See!  to   what  end  both  dogs  and   heroes 


iom<£.. 


These 
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These  are  the  honours  by  his  master  paid 
To  Hector's  manes  and  lamented  shade: 
Nor  words  nor  honours  can  cnuu^h  commend 
The  social  dog — nay  i>i«rc,  the  faithful  friend  I 
From  nature  all  his  principles  he  drew  ; 
By  nature  faithful,  vigilant,  and  true ; 
His  looks  and  voice  his  inward  thoughts  ex- 

press'd ; 
He  growl'd  in  anger,  and  in  love  caress'd. 
No  human  fuischood  lurk'd  beneath  "his  heart; 
Brave  without  boasting,  gen'rous  without  art. 
When  Hector's  virtues  man,  proud  man,  dis- 

plavs, 
Truth  shall  adorn  his  tomb  wlihHector's  praise. 


On  a  Parish  Clerk. 

TTf.rk  lies,  within  his  tomb,  so  calm, 
■■^  Old  Giles ;  pray  sound  his  knell  j 
\Vho  thought  no  sonj;  was  like  a  psalm. 
No  music  like  a  bell. 


On  an  Old  JFoman  who  sold  Pots  at  Chester. 

"Oeneath  this  stone  lies  Cath'rins  Gray, 
•^  Chang'd  to  a  lifeless  lump  of  clay; 
By  earth  and  clay  she  got  her  pelf, 
Yet  nov/  she  's  turn'd  to  earth  herself. 
'Ye.  weeping  friends,  let  me  advise. 
Abate  your  grief,  and  dry  your  eyes  ; 
For  what  avails  a  flood  of  tears ; 
Who  knows  but  in  a  run  of  years. 
In  some  tall  pitcher,  or  broad  pan. 
She  in  her  shop  may  be  again  ? 


To  //<e  Pye-house  Memory  of  Nell  Batchclor, 
the  Ovford  Pie-lFoman. 


H' 


ERE,  into  the  dust 
The  mouldering  crust 
Of  Eleanor  Batchelor  's  shoven; 
Well  vers'd  in  the  arts 
Of  pies,  custards,  and  tarts. 
And  the  lucrative  skill  of  the  oven. 

When  she'd  liv'd  lon^  enough. 

She  made  her  last  pun — 
A  puff  by  her  hnsband  much  prais'd  : 

Nowhere  she  doth  He, 

And  makef  a  dirt-pie, 
In  hopes  that  her  crust  shall  be  raised. 


On  Sir  John  Vayihru^h,  the  Poet  and  Architect. 

By  Dr.  Evans- 
T  IE  heavy  on  him,  earth  !  for  he 
'*-'  I^iid  many  a  henvy  load  on  ihee. 


Posthumous  Fame, 

A   MOKSTER,  in  a  course  of  vice  2;rown  old, 

■'^  Leave*!  to  his  gapinz;  heir  his  ijl-gain'd  gold, 

Now  breatlics  his  bust,  now  are  his  virtues 

Rhone,  \  [stone; 

Their  date  Gouameocing  with  tic  fculpiur'd 


If  on  his  specious  mifrble  we  rely, 
Pity  a  worth  like  his  should  cvef  die  I 
If  credit  to  his  real  life  we  give, 
Pity  a  wretch  Uke  him  should  ever  live  I 

On  the  Hon.  Simon  Harcourf.         Pope. 
n^o  this  sad  shrine,  whoe'er  thou  art,  draw 
•*•  near:  [dear; 

Here  lies  the  friend  most  lov'd,   the  son  most 
Who  ne'er  knew  joy,  but  friendship  might  di- 
vide. 
Or  gave  his  father  grief— but  when  he  died. 

How  vain  is  reason,  eloquence  how  weak! 
If  Pope  must  tell  what  Harcourt  cannot  8|>eak: 
Yet  let  thy  once-lov'd  friend  inscribe  thy  stonc^ 
And  with  a  father's  sorrow  mix  his  own  I 


On  General  Withers.  PoFE. 

rjERE,  Withers,  rest!  thou  braveil,  gentlest 
^/         mind,       ^  [kind! 

Thy  country's  friend,    but   n)ore   of  liumaii 
O  born  to  arms  !    O  worth  in  youth  approv'd  I 
O  soft  humanity,  in  ao,e  Lclov'd  1 
For  thee  the  hardy  vei'ran  drops  a  tear, 
And  the  gay  courtier  feels  the  sigh  sincere. 

Withers,  adieu  !  yet  not  with  thee  remove 
Thy  martial  spirit,  or  thy  social  love  ! 
Amidst  corruption,  luxury,  and  rage. 
Still  leave  some  ancient  virtues  to  our  age  : 
Nor  let  us  say,  those  English  glories  gone. 
The  last  true  Briton  lies  beneath  this  stone. 


On  Mr.  Cra<rs:s. 


Pope. 


Ctatesman,  yet  friend  to  truth  !  of  soul  sin* 
*^  cere, 

In  action  faithful,  and  In  honour  clear! 
Who  broke  no  promise,  serv'd  no  private  end  ; 
Who  gain'd  no  title,  and  who  lost  no  friend  ! 
Ennobled  by  himself,  by  all  approv'd,     [lov'd. 
Prais'd,  wept,  and  honour'd— by  the  muse  ha 

On  Sir  Isaac  New  ton. 

A  PPROACH,  ye  wise  of  soul,  with  awe  di-» 
'*■*'         vine, 

'Tis  Newton's  name  that  consecrates  thi?  shrinej 
That  sun  of  knowledge,  who?e  meridian  ray 
Kindled  the  gloom  o\  nature  into  day  ! 
That  soul  of  science,  that  unbounded  niind. 
That  genius  which  ennobled  human  kind  ! 
Confcss'd  suprcujc  of  men,  his  counttjb^iidei 
And  half  esteeuj'd  un  angel — till  he  died  : 
Who  in  the  eye  of  Heuvcn  like  Enoch  stood. 
And  thro'  tire  paths  of  knowledge  walkd  with 

God  : 
Whose  fame  extenils,  a  sea  without  a  sliore  !  ' 
Who  but  forsook  one  world  to  know  iht  Uwi 

of  more. 


On  the  saritf 


Po?E. 


VTature,  and  nature's  laws  lay  hid  in  ni^Tht', 
^^    God  said,  "  Lei  Newton  l>«  !"  and  ail  wm 


light. 
$U2 


Tr.ym 


g3«  E  L  E  G  A  N  T    E  X  T  R  A  C  T  S 

rr«M  COWLBV. 

.TTere  lies  tlie  great — Fahe  marblo,    tell  nie 

•*■  ^         A\  here  : 

Kothiog  but  poor  and  sordid  dust  lies  here. 
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On  a  young  Lady.  M.\ '  i    i . 

n^"^His  humble  grave  iho'  no  promt  litiuctnre 
■*  gnce, 

Yet  truili  and  gowlness  sanctify  tho  ])lare  r    . 
let  blameless  virtue,  that  adorn'tl  thy  bloom, 
Lamented  maic'  1  now  weeps  upon  thv  tomb*, 
hscap'ii  iVom  death,  Osafe  on  that  rtlm  shore, 
Where  sin,  and  pain,  and  passion  ar.   no  morel 
Whai  never  wealth  could  biiy,nor  pi )\vi  decree, 
Regard  and  pity,  wait  sincere  on  ihcel 
Lo!  soft  rcniembr;mce  drops  a  pious  har. 
And  lioly  friendship  sits  a  mourner  here. 


On  Mr.  Aikmanand  his  Son.     Mallet. 

"TXear  to  the  wise  and  good,  beneath  thi* 

■^-^        3tone 

Jlere  sleep  m  peace  the  father  ami  il.c  son! 

liv  virtue,  as  l)y  nature,  close aUiid, 

'llie  jKiinter's  penius,  but  without  the  pride: 

\\  orth  unambitions,  wit  afraid  to  shine. 

Honour's  clear  light,  and  friendshij/s  warmth 

divine. 
The  son,  lair  rising;,  knew  tooshni!  :i  date! 
But  O  1  how  twore  severe  the  parent's  Jiite-F 
He  saw  ium  lorn  uwtimely  from  his  side, 
I'elt  all  a  tatber's  angurebi  wept,  unci  died. 


(hi  a  ytnin^  L^dij, 
TJF.Br.  innocence  and  l>eauty  lie,  v.  Iiosc  brentl) 
Was  snaich'd  by  early,  not  untinu  Iv  d^iath. 
Hence  did  she  go  just  as  she  did  !><  _iii 
Sorrow  to  know,  before  she  knew  lo    i/i. 
.nr;uh,  thai  docs  !iiu  and  s(»rtow  tip; ,  pnvcnt. 
U  the  next  blessing  to  a  life  well  sp;  ut. 


On  an  In/ant. 
''po  the  dark  and  silent  tomb 
^    Soon  I  hasted  from  the  womb  ; 
Sirarcc  the  ilawn  ol  life  \)t:^Mi 
lire  I  racasur'd  out  my  spun. 

I  no  smilinc:  plfosures  kntw; 
I  no  gay  deliL'his  could  view; 
Joylcjs  soiourner  w.ts  I, 
Unly  born  to  weep  and  die. 

Happy  infant,  early  bh'^l! 
Post,  in  peaceful  slumber  rest  ; 
Karly  re«!cu'd  from  the  cares 
\V  hi(  h  increase  wAh  growing  yeat^, 

No  delights  arc  worth  thy  sia), 
Smiling  as  thty  sceuj,  and  gjy  ; 
Short  nm\  sickly  are  they  aJi, 
Huxdl)-  lasted  ere  they  pall. 


All  our  gaiety  is  vain. 
All  our  laughter  is  but  pain: 
Lasting  only  and  divine. 
Is  an  innocence  like  thine. 


B 


Another. 
fcxVRATH  a  sleeping  infant  lies; 
To  earth  her  body  's  lent  j 
More>f!orious  she  '11  hereafter  rise, 

Tho'  not  more  innocent. 
Wh'«n  the  archangel's  tramp  shall  blow. 


And  souls  to  bodies 


^oin. 


Millions  will  wish  their  lives  below 
Had  been  as  short  as  thine. 


On  Two  Twin  Sisters. 
pA?R  marble,  tell  to  future  days, 

^  'I'hui  here  two  virgin-sisters  lie, 
VVliO'^ire  employ 'd  each  tongtie  »n  praise; 

Vs  hoi-e  death  gave  tears  to  ev'rv  « 
In  stature,  beauty,  years,  and  fume, 

'J'ogciher  as  they  grew,  they  shone; 
bo  iiiuch  alike,  so  much  the  same, 

That  Death  nastook  them  both  for  one. 


To  the  MpmorynfMra.  Catharine  ShncHurgh, 

V'ho  died  at  Bath,  March  U9,  IjQi, 
D  F.MOv'n  from  all  the  pains  and  cares  of  Hfc» 
Here  rests  the  pleasing  friend  and  faithful 
Ennobled  by  the  virtues  of  her  mind;    [wife : 
Constant  to  goodness,  and  in  death  rcsign'd  : 
Who  pi.ir'd  true  pnr  tice  in  a  wise  retreat, 
Frivairly  pious;  and  unknown,  tho'  great; 
Sure,  in  the  silent  sabltjuti  of  the  grave, 
Jo  Jasieibat  Irajicjiiii  peiee  she  always  gave. 

()  earlv-losl,  in  virtue's  fairest  prtuie  ! 
Thy  pieties  sup^ilied  life's  want  of  time. 
No  death  "ls  sudden  to  a  soul  prepar'd — 
When  (Jod's  own  hour  brings  always  Clod's 
reward:  [ownf) 

lliy  death  (and  such,  O  reader,  wish  thjr 
Was  free  fion>  terrors,  and  without  a  groan  : 
Tliv  spirit  to  himself  th'  Almightv  drew. 
Mild  as  his  sun  exhales  th'  ascenJins  dew. 


T'jufajdt  on  Mrs.  Mtison,  in  the  Cnthedrcd  at 

Bristol.  Ma!-on. 

'T^AKE,  holy  earth  1  all  that  my  soul  holds  dear: 
'■'   Take  that  bc»t  ftift  which  "Heaven  so  lately 

gave  : 
To  Brisfols  fount  I  bore  with  tremblhig  care. 
Her  tiidcd  form,     ^he  bow'd  to  taste  the 
w  a*  e-^ 
And  died.     Doca  youth,  docs  beauty  read  the 
Unc? 
Does  symp^^thetic  fear  their  breasts  alarm  ? 
Speak,  dead.  Mafia  !  breathe  a  strain  divine  j 
Ev'n  from  the  giave  thou  shall  have  j)Ower 
to  charm. 

Bid 


Book  IV. 


Rid  them  be  chaatc,  be  innocent,  like  thee: 

Bid  them  in  duty's  sphere  as  meekly  move: 
And,  i(  so  fair,  from  vanity  as  fr«.'e, 

As  firm  infriemhhip.aiid  a?  fond  in  love; 
Tell  them,  tho'  'tis  an  awful  thin^  to  die, 

C  rw\»  e'en  to  thte)  yet,  thedrcud  paib  once 
Heaven  lifts  its  everlairitiji;  -joriaU  hiiii,  [irod; 

And  bids  '*  the  pure  in  heart  ijchold  thtir 
God." 

Epifnph  on  Miss  Drummond,  in  tfi»'  Church  o^' 
Brodsworlh,  Yorkshire.  Mason. 

HERE  sleepsvvhat  once  was  l>eauty,  once  was 
grace ;  [bm'd 

Grace,  that  v.-ith  tenderness  and  sense  corn- 
To  form  that  harmony  of  soul  aiid  face, 

Where  beauty  .shlat.«s  the  mirror  of  the  mind. 
5nch  was  the  maid,  ihat  in  tho  morn  of  youth, 

In  virgin  innocence,  in  nature's  pride. 
Blest  v'ith  each  art  that  owes  its  charms  to 
truth. 

Sank  in  her  father's  fond  embrace,  and  died. 
He  weeps  :  O  venerate  the  holv  tear! 

Faith  lends  her  aid  to  ease  aiHictipn's  load^ 
The  parent  mourns  his  child  upon  the  bier. 
The  christian  vields  an  angel  to  his  God. 

Epifaph  bn  Mrs.  Clarke.         Gray. 

Lo  !  where  this  silent  marble  weeps, 
A  friend,  a  wife,  a  mother,  sleeps  j 
A  heart,  within  whose  sacred  cell 
The  peaceful  virtues  lov'd  to  dwell. 
Affection  warm,  and  faith  sincere. 
And  soft  humanity  were  there. 
In  agonv,  in  death  rcsigu'd. 
She  felt  the  wound  she  left  behind. 
Her  infant  image,  here  below. 
Sits  smiling  on  a  father's  woe  : 
Whom  what  awaits,  while  yet  he  strays 
Along  the  lonely  vale  of  days  ? 
A  pang  to  secret  sorrow  dear; 
A  sigh,  an  unavailing  tear. 
Till  time  shall  ev'ry  grief  remove. 
With  life,  with  mcm'ry,  and  with  love. 


E  P  I  G  R  A  M  S,    8cc.  «57 

To  the  night  Hon.  Lady  Cl^ ,  1763. 


WHEN  lovely  PtMiia  flitters  at  the  play, 
Or,  in  her  birth-night  robes,  outshine* 

the  day ;  [air. 

From  crowds  dislingoish'd  by  her  grace  and 
Portia  the  fairest  seems,  where  all  are  fair  : 
A  kindling  passion  e\.'ry  breast  alarms, 
Eacli  ionj<ue  proclaiahs  the  triumph  of  her 

clrirms. 
But,  when,  retifd  amidst  their  rural  bow'r<». 
She  cliecrsth' illustrious  patriot's  calmer  houraj 
Or,  hmiling,  sits  her  infant  tribe  amon^, 
And   guides  to   virtue's    paths    the  list'ning 

throng: 
Behold,  amidst  these  pleasing  cares  of  life. 
The  lender  mother,  and  th'  ein^jaging  wife  ! 
Morejust  applause  these  humblerviitue*share. 
And  Portia  shines — as  good  as  she  is  fair. 


On  General  JVolfc,in  Ike  Church  ofWcslerham, 
in  Kent — where  he  was  i'orn,  1727. 

^ITThile  George  in  sorrow  bows  his  laurell'd 
^^  head. 

And  bids  the  artist  grace  the  soldier  dead — 
We  raise  no  sculptur'd  trophy  to  thy  name. 
Brave  youth  !  the  fairest  in  the  lists  of  fame. 
Pr  jnd  of  thy  birth,  we  boast  the  auspiooua 
year; 
Struck  with  thy  fall,  we  shed  tlie  gen'ral  tear ; 
With  humble  grief  inscribe  one  art4ess  stone — 
And  from  thy  matchless  honour  date  our  own. 


An  Incident  in  High  L\fc. 

T^HE  Bucks  had  din'd,  and  deep  m  council 
-*■  sat  ;  [flat : 

Their  Avine  was  brilliant — but~their  wit  grew 
Up  starts  his  I^jordship,  to  tliti  window  flies. 
And  lo!  *'  A  race!  a  race!"  in  rapture  cries  : 
"Where?"   (juoih  Sir  John:    "Why   see4 

"  two  drops  of  rain 
"  Start  from  the  summit  of  the  crystal  pane: 
"A    thousand   pounds!    which    drop    with 
•*  ni If. blest  force  [course!** 

"  Performs    its   current    down    the    slippery 
The  bets  were  fix'd ;  the  dire  suspcnce  they 

wait 
For  victory,  pendant  on  the  nod  of  fate. 
Now  down  the  sash,  unconscious  of  the  prize. 
The  bubbles   roll — like  pearls   from  Chlo«'$ 
eyes.    , 
Butahi  ihegutleringjoys  of  life  are  short!— 
How  oft  two  jostling  steeds  have  spoil'd  the 
Lo!  thus  attraction,  by  coercive  laws,  [sport! 
Th'  approaching  drops  into  one  babble  draws. 
Each  curs'd  his  late,  that  thus  their  project 
cross'd  ; 
How  hard  their  lot,  who  aeither  won  nor  lost ! 


The  Prai/er  of  aicise  Heathen. 
REAT  Jove,  this  one  petition  grant; 


A  ?  a  west-country  mayor, with  formal  nddres'--. 
Was  making  his  speech  to  thtf  haughtvQuecii 

Bess  : 
"  The  Spaniard,"  quoth  he,  **  with  inveterate 

*'■  spleen 
"  Has  presumed  to  attack  you,   a  poor  virgin- 

"  queen ; 
'•  But  your  majeitv's  courage  has  made  it  appear 
"  That  the  don   had  tuen  ilie  v^roKg  sow  by 

•'  the  ear." 


*^  (Thou  knowest  best  what  mortals  v.ant :) 
Ask'd  or  unask'd,  \vhat  's  good  supply  j 
Wljat  's  evil — to  our  pray'rs  deny  ! 


A  Court  Audience. 

r>Lr)  South,  a  witty  churchman  rcclcon'd, 
^^  Was  preac-hingonc(MoCh:irIes  iLc Second; 
But  Kxuh  too  serious  for  a  court, 
Who  at  all  piJeaching  made  a  sport, 

3H3  He 


in 
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He  ^onn  perce»^f<  bis  andlencr  nod, 
l)caf  to  llie  zralous  man  of  God. 
'i'hr  doctor  stopp'd  ;  began  to  call, 
"  I'ray  'wake  tiic  Earl  of  I.;nulordalo  : 
**  Mvlordl  wl]v,  'tis  a  monstrous  ihirgl 
*'  You  snore  lo  loud  you'll  wake  ihe  king.' 


On  a  Dispute  hetiveen  Dr.  liadclijjfe  and  Sir 

Codfrrij  KmUcr. 
CiR  Godfrey  and  IladclilTe  had  one  common 
^       "way 

Into  one  Qommon  j;ardcn — and  each  lind  a  key. 
OuoihKneller.  '•  Til  certainly  stop  up  thai  door 
••  If  ever  I  find  it  nnlock'd  any  more" 
•'  Your  threats, "  ro,>!ie8  Radcliffe,  "  disturb 

"  not  mv  ease  ; 
*'  AnJ  so  you  Snr\\paint  it,  e*en  do  what  you 

*•  please." 
••  You  're  smart,"  rejoins  Kneller;  "  but,  say 

**  what  you  will, 
"  I  '11  take  any  tiling  from  you — but  potion 

'•  or  pill." 

The  Empty  Gun. 

A  s  Dick  and  Tom  in  fierce  dispute  engage, 
'^*'  And  face  to  face,  the  noisy  co;)ter,t  wage; 
"  Don't  cuck  your  phin  at  me,!'  Dick  smartly 
cries.  [renlies. 

*'  Fear  not — his  head  >  not  cAargV,"  a  friend 


To       '   — ,  Esq.  Antiquary  andF.R.S. 
/^IVE  me  the  thing  that's  pretty,  odd,  and 
^-^         new : 

All  ugly.  old.  odd  things — I  leave  to  you. 


On  rrt-,i,:i.-  ..  .'lunumrnt  tn  Shakttpenrc,  laidcr 
the  Direction  of  Mr.  Pope,  Lord  Burling- 
ton, &c.  ' 

'yo  mark  her  Sh.ikspeare's  worth,  and  Bri- 
-*■  tain's  love, 

Ij-t  Pope  desif^n;  and  Burliny:ton  approve: 
SuperHunus  care  I    When  distant  times  shall 
view  [new. 

Tliis  tomb  gro^vn  old — his  works  jhall  still  be 


On  Mr.  Nqah's  Picfnre  at  full  Lengthy  hctwern 

the  fhtsis  of  Sir  Isaac  Ncwion  tindMr.  Pope, 

at  Both.       "  *  •  Chesterfield. 

•T^nii  old  Eg)'ptlan8  hid  their  wit 
•*    In  hieroglyphic  drtss'. 
To  give  men  pains  in  search  of  it, 

And  please  themselves  with  guess. 
Moderns,  to  hit  the  self-same  patli, 

.Vi.d  cxerrise  their  parts, 
Place  figures  in  a  room  ?l  Bath: 

Forgive  fhcm,  God  of  Arts ! 
Newton  j  if  I  can  judge  aright, 

All  Wisdom  does  express  ; 
His  knowledge  gives  mankind  delight. 

Adds  to  ihcir  happiuess. 


Pope  is  the  emblem  of  irue  Wit, 

The  sunshine  of  the  mind  ; 
Read  o'er  his  works  in  search  of  it, 

Vou  'II  endless  |)leasure  finfl. 
Nash  represents  man  in  the  maur 

Made  up  of  wronff  and  right ; 
Sometimes  a  king,  som-times  an  ass : 

Now  blunt,  and  now  polite. 
"jThc  picture  plac'd  the  busts  between, 

A(lds  to  the  thought  much  strength; 
Wisdom  and  Wit  arc  little  seen. 

But  Folly's  at  full  length. 


The  foUowing  Lines  were  handed  up  to  a  leau% 
tij'ul  young   Lady  who  was  atteiidyng   thf 
Trial  of  Criminals  at  (he  A^.^izc^  «>  &uny. 
TIThilst  petty  offences  and  felonies  smart, 
^^    Is^there  no  jurisdiction  for  stealing  one's 

heart? 
You,  fair  one,  will  smile,  and  cry,  *'  Laws,  I 
•*  defy  vou  ;"  [.V"' 

Assur'd  that'no  peers  can  be  summon'd  to  try 
JJut  think  not  that  paltry  defence  will  secun'  yej 
For  the  muses  and  graces  will  just  make  ajury. 


The  Dropsical  Man.  Taylor. 

A   JOT,LY,  brave  toper,  who  could  not  forbear, 
-^  Tliouch  his  life  \\  as  in  danger,  ol»i  port  and 

stale  beer,  "         [drink  on. 

Gave  the  doctors  the  hearing — but  still  would 
Till  the  dronsy  hod  swtll'd  him  as  bigas  a  tun  ; 
■The  more  he"  took  physic  the  worse  still  he 

grew,  [«lo. 

And  tapping  was  now  the  last  thing  he  could 
Affairs  at  this  crisis,  and  doctors  come  down. 
He  began  to  consider — so  sent  for  his  son. 
Tom,  see  by  what  courses  I  've  bhorten'd  my 

life, 
I  am  leaving  the  world  ere  I'm  forty  and  five; 
More  than  probabfc  'lis,  that  in  iwcnty-four 

hours' 
This  mnnor, this  house,  and  estate  will  be  yoursj 
Mjhearly  excesses  may  teach  you  this  irnth, 
That  'tis  working  for'  death  to  drink  hard  in 

one's  youin. 
.Says  Tom  (who  'sa  lad  of  a  gcnrrnus  spirit, 
Auf\  not  like  young  rakes,  who  're  in  haste  to 

inherit)      • 
Sir,  dotv't  be  diiheartcn'd  ;  altho'  it  be  true,*J 
Th'  optratinii  Is  painful,  a:id  hazardous  too,    f 
'Tis  no  more  than  what  many  a  man  has  gone  ^ 

through.        '  J 

And  then,  as  for  years,  you  may  yet  bocall'd 

young, 
Your  life  aucr  this  may  be  happy  and  long. 
Don't  flatter  me,  Tom,  was  the  father's  reply, 
U'ith  ajtst  in  his  mouth,  and  a  tear  in  his  eye : 
Too   well  by  experience,    my  vessels,    ilum 

know'sl,  *       '  Cr1^<^3»- 

No  sooner  are  tapi)'d,  but  they  give  up  the 

'epigrams 
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EPIGRAMS/row  MAHTIAJ.. 
To  Jumes  Harris,  J'.s(j. 
Martial,  IJox>k  iv.  Kp.  S7. 
^IToT^LnsT  thou,  by  Attic  t;Ht,'  immovM,    . 
y     15y>ill  lu'muUbyallhtl.uM,  ' 
To  learucd  Harris'  tmious  evo. 
By  tiie  a(l\is>'».l,  dear  Muse,  apj)!v: 
In  hitn  the  jirrfect  jnclgc  you  Ml  find, 
In  him  the  candid  friend^  and  kind. 
If  he  repear«,  if  he  aj^prnves, 
J  r  l>e  the  laiighine;  muscles  iiinves, 
'I'hou  nor  the  criiic\s  sneer  shall  iisind, 
^^or  l>e  to  |)ies  or  trunks  consigu'd. 
If  he  coudemu<»,  a\vav  you  Hv,  -v 

And  mount  in  paper-kncs  the  sky,  I 

Or  di^ii  'inongst  Grub-street'^  records  lie.    ) 

Book  i.      Ep.  II, 
/^unMrnoFov  the  rich  widow  courts, 
^^  Nor  lovely  she,  nor  made  for  sports  j 
*  Pis  to  Curuiudgeou  charm  cjioui^h. 
That  she  has  got  a  church-yard  cou{i;h. 

BiuTt  i.     K;i.  14. 
■XIThe?:  Arria  from  her  wounded  side 
'  '     To  Pictus  s;:ive  the  reekinji  steel, 
I  feel  not  what  I  'vc  done,  she  cried; 
VVhat  Panus  is  to  do— 1  feci. 

Book  iii.     ]:!p.  43. 
T>RFORS  a  swau,  behind  a  erow, 
^  Such  self-deceit  ne'er  did  1  know. 
Ah!  cease yourarts — Death  knows  you're  gray, 
And  spile  of  ah  will  keep  his  day." 

Book  iv.     J'.p.  7H. 
"\T7iTH  lace  hedizen'd  conies  the  man. 

And  I  must  dine  with  Lady  Anne. 
A  silver  service  loads  the  board, 
Otratables  a  slender  ho;ird. 
"  Vour  pride,  and  not  your  victuals  spare; 
*•  I  came  to  dine,  and  not  to  stare." 

Book  vii.     Ep.  75. 
"ll^iiEN  dukes  in  town  ask  thee  to  dine. 

To  rule  their  roast,  and  smack  their  wine; 
Or  take  thee  to  their  countrv-seat. 
To  mark  their  dogs,  and  blesj  their  meat; 
-— ' — ,  dream  not  on  preferment  soon, 
Thou'rt  not  their  friend,  but  their  buffoon. 
Book  viii,     Kp.  35. 


F.p.  105. 
rich  jewels, 


lace,  an  J 


A  LiTvE  in  tem|)er  and  in  life, 
-^  A  drunken  husiiand,  sottish  wife, 
S!ie  a  scold,  a  bullv  he — 
The  devil  's  in  't  ihev  don't  asrree. 

o 
Book  xii,      Ej).  'J.S. 

YOUR  teeth  fromlleinnict,  and  your  hair  from 
Bolncy— 
Was  not  an  eye  to  be  also  liad  for  money  ? 

Book  xii.     Kp.  .30. 
1\Ted  is  a  sober  fellow,  they  pretend — 
■^^    Such  would  i  have  my  coaciunan,  not  my 
friend. 


Book  x'li. 

"Y^'ou  sell  your  wife's 
^       cloila's ; 
The  price  once  paid,  away  tlic  purchase  jukj: 
Hut  she  a  better  bartxain  pr<»ve8,  I'uj  lold ; 
Still  sold  returns,  und  still  is  to  be  suUl. 

Book  i.     Ep.  40. 
Is  there,  t'  enroll  .?monp:;it  ihf  friendly  few, 
^  Whose  names  pure  tiirth  and  ancient  fame 

renew  ? 
Is  there,  tn.irhM  with  virtue's  honest  sto;e, 
l)eep\ers*(i  in  Lr.tian  and  Atheui.ui  lore? 
Is  there,  who  rij^ht  uKiintains,  and  truth  pur- 
Norknowsawisii  tliatlieaven  can  refti«c?[sue«. 
Is  there,  who  can  on  his  great  self  dt-pend? 
Now  let  me  die,  but  liairis  Is  this  friiad. 

Book  if.     Ep.  80. 
TIThex  Fannius  should  liave  'scap'd  his  foe. 

His  own  hands  stopp'd  his  !)reaih  : 

And  was 't  not  madness,  I  v. ould  know. 

By  dying  to  'acape  death  r 

The  $amr. 

rjiMSELF  he  slew,  when  he  the  foe  would  fly; 

'-^  Whatmadness  this— forfearofdealh  todie! 

Hook  V,     Ep.  1^.^ 
Y^ARUS  did  latelv  rnc  to  supj)er  call ; 

The  furniture  was  large,  the  fe:ist  but  small, 
The  tables  spread  with  plaie.not  meat ;  thevpa: 
Much  to  accost  the  eve,  nouglu  for  ihc  lmi;  : 
We  came  to  feast  our  b'-^llies,  ju>t  our  ew   ; 
I*ray  take  awav  your  gold  ;  give  us  some  juc. 

Book  i,     Ep,  1(). 
npiiou,  whom  (if  faith  (;r  honour  reconinuT.-te 
-■•    A  friend)  F  rank  aniony;stmv dearest  fVivn.li, 
Ilcmenjber  you  are  now  almost  ihreysciuL' ; 
Few  days  of  life  remain,  i!'  any  more  : 
Defer  not  what  no  future  time  insuu^s. 
And  only  what  is  past,  esteem  that  vour?. 
Successive  cares  and  troubles  for  you  stav  ; 
I'leasure  not  so;   it  nimbly  fleets  aw«v  ; 
I'hen  sei'/.c  it  fast :  embrace  it  ere  it  flies; 
In  the  embrace  it  vanishes  and  dies. 
**  I  'II  live  to-morrow,"  -will  a  wise  man  say  ? 
To-morrow  is  too  late — then  live  to-Jav. 


From  Martial,  literally  translctfj. 
A   Landlord  of  Bath  put  u|>on  me  a  <|ueer  A  ri/ 
-^  I  ask'd  him  for  punch,  and  the  dog  gave  ine 
mere  rum* 

Book  ii.    Ep.  41. 
'Y'ES ;  I  submit,  my  lord  j  you  Vc  gain'd  your 
•*•        end ; 
I'm  new  your  slave^-^that  would  have  been  your 

A-iend. 
I  '11  bow,  I  '11  cringe,  be  supple  as  vmir  gIo\T — 
Respect,  adore  you — every  thing — but  love. — 

Book  viii.     Ep.  19. 
TjALsavs  he 'spoor,in  hopes  you'll  say  hc'r.rjf-t; 
,' ,     ■*■  But  take  his  word  for't:  Hal  'inot  worth 
a  groat. 


Merum  is  not  translated  at  all. 
3H4 
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Book  i."  Ep.  16. 
"ITTiiFN  from  her  breast  chaste  Arria  snatch'd 
•  '       the  sword, 

And  gave  the  dcathful  weapon  to  her  lord  ; 
My  wound,  shje  said,  believe  me,  dots  not  ?niart, 
Biit  thine,  alone,  my  Partus,  pains  my  heart. 

Book  ix.    Ep.  8C'. 
V/Ty  works  the  reader  and  the  lu-arer  praise — 
iVl  TJicy're  incorrect,  a  brother  poet  says: 
JJut  let  him  rail }  for  when  1  give  a  fuast. 
Am  1  to  please  the  cook,  or  plcaso  the  guest? 

Book  i.     Ep.  34. 

HRH  father  dead — alone  no  grief  she  knows; 
Th'  obedient  tear  atev'ry  visit  flows. 
No  mourner  he,  who  must  by  praise  he  fee'd. 
But  he,  >yho  mourns  in  secret,  momus  indeed  ! 

Jiook  i.     Ep.  39. 
rpHB  verses,  friend,  which  thou  hnrt  rrnd,  are 
■*-      mine;  [ihitic. 

But,  as  thou  read'st  them,  they  Tn;)y  pass  for 

Book  ii.     Ep.  3. 

You  say,  you  nothitig  owe  ;  and  -o  I  ^ay : 
He  only  owei,  who  somc^hin-  h;ia  10  pay. 

Book  ii.    Ep.  68. 
"VTou're  fine,  and  ridicule  my  thread-bare 
-*■        gown ;       • 
Thread-bare  indeed  it  is;  but  tis  my  own. 


I 


DROPp'oa  thing  in  verse,  without  a  nnmej 
\  I  fflt  no  censure,  and  I  gain'd  no  fame: 
The  public  saw  the  Uistard  in  the  cradle. 
But  ne'er  enquir'd  :  so  left  it  to  the  bfadlc, 
A  certain  nobleman  takes  up  the  child, 
The  real  father  lay  perdue,  and  smil' !. 
The  public  now  enlarg;o6  ev'ry  gra'  •:. 
^Vhal  shining  eyes  it  has!  how  lair  a  uct ! 
Ofpurts  what  symmetry !  wimtbtrenz'h  divine! 
The  noble  brat  is  sure  of  Pclopb'  lihc. 


Thr  Mis/ alee.  Tayl'  n. 

ACANNOX-BALL,  one  hloody  d.iy. 
Took  a  poor 
And,  as  on  com  it  off. 


(  .  ,,,^ons. 

Z ds!  cries  the  doctor,  are  you  drunk. 

To  brins  me  here  a  hcadle«H  trunks 
A  lying  dog !  cries  Jack — he  said 
His  leg'wab  off,  and  not  hi»  head. 


An  Kpitapk  lo  the  MemoTij  of  Lucy  LyltelluK, 

ly/fAUE  to  engage  all  hearts,  and  charm  all  eyes ; 
^^  '1  ho'  meek,  magnanimous;  tho'  witty. 
Polite,  as  all  her  life  in  courts  had  been,  [wise; 
Yet  ^ood,  as  sl^^e  the  world  had  never  seen  : 


The  noble  sire  of  an  exalted  mind 
With  gentle  female  tenderness  coml>in'd. 
Her  speech  was  the  melodious  voice  o'  '  ■ 
Her  song  the  warbliiitxof  the  vernal 
fier  eloquence  was  sweeter  than  her 
Sot't  as  her  heart,  and  us  her  r.ason 
Her  form  each  beauty  of  her  mind  c  ., 
Her  mind  was  virtue  by  the  graces  tircsi  d. 


H 


Epifajh  on  Miss Siunhy.       Tuomsok. 

ERE,  Stanley!  rest,  escup'd  this  mortal  strife, 
.  Abpve  the  joys,  beyond  the  woes  of  life. 
Fierce  pana;8  no  more  thy  lively  beauty  slain. 
And  sternly  try  thee  with  a  year  of  |)ain : 
No  more  sweet  patience,  feigning  oft  relief, 
Lijjhls  thy  sick  eye,  to  cheat  a  parent's  grief: 
With  tender  art  to  save  her  anxions  grown. 
No  more  thy  l)o5om  presses  down  its  own  : 
Now  well-earn'd  peace  is  thine,  and  bliss  sin- 
OursJii^thclenient,  not  unplcasiiig  tear  1  [cere; 

O!  15rtrn  to  bloom,   then  sink  beneath  the 
To  shevv  ns  V irtue  in  her  fairesi  form ;  [storm. 
To  shew  113  artless  Ke.ison's moral  reign; 
A^'hat  boastful  Science  arrogates  in  vain ; 
Th'  obedient  passions,  knowing  each  their  part. 
Cairn  li^i;ht  the  head,  and  Harmony  the  heart! 

V'es,  we  must  follow  soon,  will  glad  obey. 
When  a  few  suns  have  roU'd  their  cares  away; 
Tir'd  with  vain  life,  will  close  the  willing  eytt ; 
Tis  the  great  birthright  of  mankin<l  to  die. 
Blest  be  the  bark  that  wafts  us  to  the  shore 
\\'here  death-divided  friends  shall  part  no  more! 
To  join  thee  theie,  here  with  thy  dust  repose. 
Is  all  the  hope  thy  hapless  mother  knows. 

An  Inscription  on  lUe  Tomh  rained  f^  the  Mtmory 
of  the  Author's  jfather,  and  of  others  his  An- 
ceitors.  Lord  Clare. 

TTnmark'd  by  trophies  of  the  great  and  i-mn, 
^  Here  sleeps  in  siilentiomb  a  gentle  train. 
No  folly  wasted  their  patcnuil  >!orc. 
No  guilt,  no  hordi<l  av'ricc  mode  it  more  ; 
With  honest  fame,  and  sober  plenty  crowr.\i. 
They  liv'd,  and  spread  their  cheering  influeocQ 

round. 
May  he  who.se  hand  thispious  tribute  faye, 
Reteive  a  like  return  of  praise!      • 

7o  Alofffi. 
f  Lov'p  theo  beautiful  and  kind, 
*   And  plighted  an  eternal  vo^v; 
So  altei'd  are  thy  tiice  and  mind, 
Twere  perjury  lo  love  thee  now. 

To  Corinna. 
CiKCE  flrat  you  knew  my  amrous  smart, 
^  Each  day  augments  your  proud  disdain  , 
'Twa*  then  enough  to  break  mv  heart. 

And  now,  ihauK  Heaven !  to  break  my  chain . 
Cease,  thou  scorner,  cease  to  shtni  me! 

Now  let  love  and  hiitrcd  cease ! 
Half  that  r':;our  had  undone  me, 

All  that  rifiour  gives  me  peace. 
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Y  heart  still  hovering;  round  about  you, 
I  thought  I  could  not  live  without  you 
Now  we  have  liv'cf  ihrec  months  asunder. 
How  I  liv'd  with  you  is  the  wonder. 


Dialogue  heitocen  an  old  Incumhenf  and  the 
Peraon  promised  ihv  next  Presentation. 

I'm  glad  to  see  you  well. — O  faithless  breath  ! 
What  glad  to  see  me  well ,  and  wish  my  death ! 
No  more,  replies  the  vouth.  Sir,  this  inisgiviuji; : 
I  wish  apt  for  your  death,  but  for  your  living. 


To  Chloe. 

I  SWORE  I  lov'd,  and  you  bclicv'd. 
Yet,  trust  me,  we  were  both  decciv'd ; 
Though  all  I  swore  was  true. 
I  Ipv'd  one  genVous,  good,  and  kirxd, 
A  form  created  in  my  mind  j 
And  thought  that  form  was  you- 


p-.i  one  who  first  ahasecl,  aaid  tlien  mqds  L.oiie 
to  a  Lfidy, 

"C'ouL with  gnceless  verse, 

■*•    The  i^.oble  — . —  dai'd  asperse : 

But  when  he  saw  her  v/ell  bespafter'd. 

Her  reputation  stain'd  and  tatter'd ; 

He  gaz'd,  and  lov'd  the  hideous  elf. 

She  iook'd  so  very  like  himself. 

Trne  sung  the  bard  well-known  to  fame,* 

Self-love  and  social  are  the  same. 


To  a  Lady  who  drew  the  Pins  from  her  Bonnet 

in  a  Thunder  Stortn. 
/^EASB,  Eliza,  thy  locks  to  despoil, 
^  Nor  remove  the  bright  steel  from  thy  hair  j 
For  fruitless  and  fond  is  the  toil. 
Since  Nature  has  made  thee  so  fair. 

While  the  rose  on  thy  cheek  shall  remain. 
And  thine  eye  so  bVvitchingly  shine, 

Thv  endeavour  must  still  be  in  vain. 
For  attraction  will  always  be  thine. 


C  HK  who  in  secret  yields  her  heart, 
•^  Again  may  claim  it  from  her  lover; 
But  she  who  plays  the  trifkr's  part. 

Can  ne'er  her  squandcr'd  fame  recover. 
Then  grant  the  boon  for  which  I  pray  j 
'Tis  better  lend  than  throvy  away. 


"TIJ'E  thought  vou  without  titles  great, 
'"   And  wcaltliy  with  a  snjall  estate; 
While  bv  your  humble  self  alone 
You  seem'd  unrated  and  unknown. 
But  now  on  fortune's  swelling  tide 
High  borue  in  all  the  pomp  of  pride. 
Of  grandeur  vain,  and  fond  of  pelf, 
'Tis  plain,  my  lord,  you  knew  yourself. 


'T^oM  thought  a  wild  profus'iAo  gfeat, 
^    And  therefore  ipcni  his  whole  estate  : 
Will  thinks  the  wealthy  are  ador'd. 
And  glean*  what  misers  blush  to  hoard: 
Their  passions  merit  fate  the  same, 
They  ihiibt  and  starve  alike  for  fame. 

7^u  Clarifso.. 
"\T7Hy  like  a  tyrant  wilt  thou  reip, 

^    When  thou  mayst  rule  the  willijig  mind? 
Can  the  poor  pride  oi' giving  pain 

liepay  the  jovs  that  wait  the  kind  ? 
I  curse  my  fond  enduring  heart. 

Which,  scorn'd,  presumes  not  to  b«  free, 
Condemn'd  to  feel  a  double  smart. 

To  hate  myself,  and  burn  for  thee. 

On  Shakspcare's  Monument  at  StTUffori  vpon 

Aeon.  SewArd. 

/^  REAT  Homer's  birth  seven  rival  cities  claim, 
^^  Too  mighty  such  monopoly  of  fame. 
Yet  not  to  birth  alone  did  Homer  owe  [stow. 
His  wond'rous  worth;  what  Egypt  coiild  bc- 
With  all  the  schools  of  Greece  and  Asia  join'd, 
Enlarg'd  th'  immense  eKpansion  of  bis  n^iud. 
Nor  vet  xmrivard  the  Maeonian  strain. 
The  f  British  Eagle  and  the  Mantuan  Swan 
Tow'r  equal  heights.    But  happier  Stratford, 
With  incontested  laurels  deck  thy  brow :  [thou. 
Thy  bard  was  thine  unschool'd,  and  from  thee 

brought 
More  than  all  Egypt,  Greece,  or  Asia  taught. 
Not  Homer's  self  sucli  matchless  honours  won; 
The  Greek  has  rivals,  but  thy  Shakspeare  none. 

A  Sonnet.     Tmitatedfrom  the  Spanish  of  Lo' 
pezdeVega^    Menagiana,Xo\xi.'\\.\>.  I76. 

Edwards. 
/^APRiciousWraya  sonnet  needs  musthavo; 
^  I  ne'er  was  so  put  to  't  beforo-^a  sonnet ! 

Why,  fourteen  verses  must  be  spent  upon  it : 
'Tis  good  howe'er  I'have  conquer'd  the  firsli 

stave. 
Yet  I  shall  ne'er  find  rhymes  enough  by  half. 
Said  I,  and  found  myself  i*  the  midst  o'  the 

second. 
If  twice  four  verses  were  but  fairly  reckon'd, 
I  should  tu  rn  back  on  th'  hardest  part  and  laugh. 
Thus  fur  with  good  success  1  think  I've  scrib- 
bled, V  [o'er  ten. 
And  of  the  twice  seven  lines  .have  clean  got 
Courage!  another  '11  linish  the  first  triplet. 
Thanks  to  thee,  muse,  my  work  begins  to 
shorten.  [oribl«t. 
There  's  thirteen  lines   got   thro'   driblet  by 
'Tis  done!  count  how  you  will,  I  warr'nt 
there's  fourteer^. 


*  Mr.  Pope. 


/^N  pollard  oak  hollow  at  ^eart, 
^^  Tremendous  lightning  darted. 
Tremble  at  God's  avenging  dari, 
O  all  ye  hgllow'-hcarud  i 

t  Milton. 
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ELEGANT    EXTRACTS. 


Book  IV. 


Tfhy  tkt Ufiiversitifs mbound in  L'lirnhip. 

No  wonder  that  Oxford  and  Cam>»i id^e  pro- 
found, 
In  lcamin{»  nnd  «cirncT  ^o  «TiT»tly  ,i^«iind ; 
M'hen  all  carrr  ihlthfr  a  little  rlrh  drty. 
And  wc  meet  vnxh  so  few  who  hritij  any  away. 


A  s  Quin  and  I'oote 
•^  One  <lav  walk'd  out 

To  \iew  the  couniryTOund, 
III  merr\'  mood 
Thcv  chat  lit  iR  stood, 

Haid  by  the  \ilUge-pound. 

Foote  from  his  poke 
-A  shtlHns;  took. 

And  said,  1'  II  bet  a  penny 
1m  a  short  'piro. 
Within  this  jdacc, 

I'll  make  this  piece  a  guinea. 

Upon  the  ground, 
Within  the  pouivl, 

The  bhillin^soon  was  thrown  : 
Behold,  says  Foote, 
The  thing's  made  out. 

For  there  is  one  pound  one. 
1  wonder  not, 
Savs  Quin,  that  thought 

Should  in  your  head  be  f<mnd. 
Since  that 's  the  way 
Your  debts  you  pay — 

One  shilling  in  the  pound. 


On  a  Statue  of  Apollo  crowning  Merit, 

MERIT,  if  thou'rl  hicsi  with  riches. 
For  God's  sake  buy  a  pair  ot'brccche«. 
And  give  i!iem  io  ihy  naked  bnuher, 
I'or  one  good  turn  deserves  anoihcr. 


O 


LETmc  die  in  |)cacc  !  Eumnics  cried 
To  a  hard  creditor  at  his  bed-vide. 

Ifow!  dit!  roar'dGripus ;  ihusvounlibtscvadc! 

No,  no.  Sir,  you  shan't  die  till  I  am  paid. 


On  Sleep. 

Ai.Tnr>trf;ti  soft  bleep  death's  ?-a(l  resemblance 
wr.irs, 
Still  do  I  wish  him  on  my  rouch  to  lie; 
Tome,  balmr  «i'eep.  for  swteilv  it  unpears. 
Thus  without  life  to  live,  thus  wtinoul  death 
to  die. 


On  a  bad  Singer. 

*VirirE>j  screech-owls  screek,  their  note  p»r- 
^*       tend* 

To  foolish  morr«l«^  death  of  friends : 
lint  when  t'orvina  »tn«ins  her  throat, 
K\cn  scrcech-uwls  sicken  at  the  note. 


TTpon  some  hasty  errand  Tom  was  sen*, 
^  And  nitt  his  pari^h  curauab  he  went, 
Hut,  ju>l  like  what  he  was'a  sorry  clowjj. 
It  seeuis  he  pass  d  hiiu  wiih  acovi^r'd  crown. 
The  ^owfiman  sioppd,  and,  turning,  sternly 

said—  [ffd'l 

I  doubt,  mv  Ind,  you're  far  wor*c  taui»ht  than 
Whv,  av!  snvsToin,  still  joflruing  on,  that's  true: 
Thank  God!  he  feeds  uic;  but  I'm  taught  by 

you. 


JCpifupfi  on  a  rcrtn'in  Miser. 
ERF,  lies  one  who  for  mcd'cines  would  not 
A  httle  gold,  and  fo  his  life  he  lost :   [give 
I  fancy  now  he'd  wish  again  to  live,        [cost. 
Could  he  but  jjuess  how  much  his  fune.al 


H 


On  Capfuin  Grcmillc.     Lord  Lyttclton. 
"Y'E^wcepiuf'  nmscs,  graces,  \irtue5,  uU, 
*•    If,  since  your  a!l-acconi|.lish'd  Sidney  fell. 
You,  or  afflicted  Britain,  e'er  dcplor'd 
A  lo.  s  like  that  the>e  plainti\  e  lays  record  ! 
Such  spotless  honour;  such  ingenuous  truth  ; 
Such  rij)en'd  wisdom  in  the  bloom  of  youih! 
So  niilu,  so  gentle,  so  compos'd  a  mind. 
To  such  her<uc  warnuh  and  courage  joii/d  I 
He  too  like  Sidney,  nur^'d  in  loarnin^'s  nruis. 
For  nobler  war  forsook  her  solier  charms: 
I^ike  him,  posses^'d  of  ev'ry  pleasing  arl. 
The  secret  wish  of  ev'ry  female  heart; 
Like  him,  cut  otV  in  youthful  glory's  pride, 
He  unrepining  for  his  country  died. 


Designed/or  the  Monument  of  Sir  [saacyeu/on. 

MORE  than  his  name  were  less — 'twould  seem 
to  fear  [here, 

lie  who  increas'd  hen\eii's  fame,  could  waul  it 
Yes — when  the  sun  he  lia,hted  up  shall  fade. 
And  all  the  worlds  he  found  at  first  decay'd  ; 
I'hon  void  and  waste  eternity  shall  lie, 
And  Time  and  Newton's  name  together  die! 


Upon  a  t/ounj:  Gentlnnan  rrf using  to  valh  willt 
flic  Author  in  the  Park,  ivcaui^e  he  icns  wl 
dressed  veil.  (Jarrkk. 

PKIKND  Col  and  I,  both  full  of  whim, 

■'■    'I'o  slum  each  other  (»fi  aaree ; 

For  1  'm  not  l)eau  enough  for  him. 
And  he  's  loo  nmch  a  beau  for  me. 

Then  let  ns  from  each  other  fly, 
And  arm  in  arm  no  moic  appear; 

That  I  may  ne'er  offend  your  eye. 
That  you  may  ne'er  olTend  my  ear. 


On  Mr  Quin.      Garrick. 
Oays  F.picureQnin,  Should  the  devil  in  hell 
'^   In  fishing  for  men  take  delight, 
His  hook  bail  with  ven'son,   I  love  it  so  well. 
Indeed  1  am  sure  1  should  bile. 

E.ilcmpore, 
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J^xUmpore,  on  hcann^  a  certain  impertinent 
yiJdrns  in  the  Newspapers.  By  Carried, 
Thompson,  &c. 

'T'hou  essence  of  dock,  of  valerian  and  sngc, 
■*■    Atoiice  the  disgrace  and  thepcstof  tJ.isage, 
The  worst  that  we  wish  thee,  for  all  thy  bad 
crimes,  [rhymes. 

Is  to  take  thy  own  ])hy»ic,  and  read  thy  own 


Annver  to  the  Junto. 
'T^HF.iR  wish  must  be  in  form  reverb'd, 
■*■    To  suit  the  doctor's  crimes  j 
For,  if  he  lakes  his  physic  first, 
lie  '11  never  read  his  rhvnics. 


Dr.  Iliirs  Tteply  to  the  Junto's  Epigram. 
"VTe  desperate  junto,  ye  great  or  ye  small, 
-■■    Who  combat  dukes,  doctors,  the  dence, 

and  'cm  all ! 
Whethergeuilemen,  scribblers,  or  poets,  In  jail, 
Your  impertinent  curses  shall  never  prevail: 
1  'II  take  iieiihcr  sage,  dock,  nor  balsam   of 

honey ; 
Do  you  take  the  physic,  and  I  '11  take  the  money 


Written  soon  after  Dr.  Hill's  Farce,  called  flte 
liont,  was  acted.  Gakrick. 

"C^OR  phvsic  and  farces 
*•     His  equal  there  scarce  is  ; 
His  farces  are  physic, 
liis  physic  a  f4rce  is. 


To  Dr.  Hill,  upon  his  Petition  of  the  Letter  I, 

to  Mr.  Garrick.     GARRrcK. 
jF'tis  true,  as  you  say,  ihatl  'veinjurd  a  letter, 
■^  I'll  change  my  note  soon,  and  I  hope  for  the 

better ; 
May  the  right  use  of  letters,  as  well  as  of  men, 
Hereafter  be  fix'd  by  the  tongue  and  the  pen  ; 
Most  devoutly  I  wish  that  they  both  have  their 
And  that  /may  be  never  mistaken  for  U.  [due. 


Garrick. 


'     Colloquial  Epigram,* 
JVilmut. 
yjov  should  call  at  his  house,  or  should  send 
-*•       him  a  card. 
Can  Garrick  alone  be  so  cold  ? 

Garrick. 
Shall  I.  a  poor  player, iind  still  poorer  bard. 

Shall  folly  with  Camden  make  bold  ? 
\VhatjoycHn  I  glvchirw^earWilmot,  declare: 
Promotion  no  honoLTr5%»n  bri.jr; 

Our  and  care: 


To  him  the  Great  Seals  are  biit 
Wish  joy  to  your  country  a 


Inns 


To  the  Author  <ff  the  Farmei's  Letters^  trhirh 
were  written  in  Ireland  in  thr  year  of  the 
Relclliony  by  Jlenry  J'roukr,  E^rj.  1745. 

Garrick. 
r\  THOU,  whose  artle3»«  free-born  gcniu* 
^^       charms. 

Whose  rustic  zeal  each  patriot  boscnn  warms ; 
Pursue  the  glorious  task,  the  j)leasing  toil. 
Forsake  the  fields,  and  till  a  nobler  soil: 
Extend  the  farmer's  care  to  humnn  kin<!. 
Manure  the  heart,  and  cultivate  the  nu'nd: 
There  plant  religion,  reason,  fu'edom,  truth. 
And  sow  the  seeds  of  virtue  in  our  voufI%: 
Let  no  rank  weeds  corrupt,  or  branjhle^  choak  j 
And  shake  the  vermin  IVum  the  British  oak  ; 
From  norvheru  blasts  protect  tiie  vernal  bloom, 
x\nd  guard  our  i)astures  from  the  wo.'v;:^  of 

Home: 
On  Britain's  liberty  Inj:raft  tliv  name. 
And  reap  the  harvest  of  immortal  fame! 


Upon  a  Lady^s  Emhoidery.     Garrick. 
A  RACHNE  once,  as  poets  tell, 
"^^  A  goddess  at  her  art  dclied  ; 
But  soon  the  daring  mortal  tell 

The  hapless  victim  of  her  pride. 
O  then  beware  Arachne's  t'aie. 

Be  prudent,  Chloe,  and  buhmit: 
For  you  II  more  surely  feel  lur  hate. 

Who  rival  both  her  an  and  v.  it. 


Death  and  the  Doctor.    Occasioned  hi  a  Phy- 
sician's lampooning  a  Eriend  oj'  the  Author. 

Garrick. 
A  s  Doctor musing  sat, 

^•*-  Death  saw,  and  came  without  delavj 

Enters  the  room,  begins  the  chat, 

With  *'  Doctor,  vviiy  so  thoughtful,  pray?** 

The  Doctor  started  from  his  place, 
But  soon  they  more  fajniliar  grew  ; 

And  then  he  told  his  piteous  case. 

How  trade  was  low,  and  friends  were  few. 

*'  Away  with  fear,"  the  phantom  said. 

As  soon  as  he  had  heard  his  talc  : 
*'  Take  my  advice,  and  mend  your  trade : 

"  W^e  both  are  losers  if  you  fail. 
"  Go  write,  your  wit  in  satire  show, 

"  No  matter,  whether  smart  or  true; 
*♦  Call names,  the  greatest  foe 

'*  Todulness,  folly,  pride,  and  you. 
"  Then  copies  spread,  there  lies  ihe  trick, 

*'  Among  your  friends  be  sure  you  send  'em. 
'•  For  ail  who  read  will  soon  grow  sick, 

♦•  And,  when  you're  call'd  upon,  attend 'cm. 


*  Sonii  after  the  promotion  of  Lord  Camden  to  the  Seals,  Mr.  Wllmot,  his  Lordship's  purse-bearer, 
called  at  Hampton  ;  where  learning  that  Mr.  Garrick  had  not  yet  paid  hiscong^ratuiatory  conipiinients, 
the  conversation  between  the  two  gentlenuen  furnishecl  Mr.  (Jarrick  with  tho  subject  of  the  l-.pigram; 
in  which,  with  an  admirable  address,  our  English  Roscius  has  turned  an  ai;puted  neglect  into  a  very 
elegant  panegyric  on  that  truly  patriotic  nobleman. 
"  ■  **  Thus 


au 


ELEGANT    EXTRACTS. 


Book  IV 


Tlius  trade  inercasing  bv  deforce?, 

*'  Doctor,  we  both  shalf  have  our  ends ; 

For  you  are  sure  to  have  vour  tiis, 

•*  And  I  am  sure  to  have  your  friends." 


Upon  a  certain  Lord's  giving  seme  Thousand 
Pounds  for  a  Ilouse.  (tarrick. 

Co  many  thousands  for  a  hou?c, 

*^  For  you,  of  all  the  world,  lord  Mouse! 

A  liltie  house  would  best  accord 

With  you,  my  very  little  lord  I 

And  then  exactly  matclfd  would  be 

Your  house  and  hospitality. 


L'pon  seeing  Mr.  Tnijlcrs  Pictw^s  of  BnfJi, 
and  hearing  a  Connoisseur  drclart-  fhut  *'  thei/ 
xcercjinehj  palutcdfor  a  Gcnth  man" 

\  Car  RICK. 

*T^ELL  me  the  meaning,  von  wlu*  cm, 
■■•    Of  ♦'  finely  for  a  Rcntkniui :"' 

Isgenius,  raretitgift  ol  Heaven, 

To  the  hir'd  artist  only  given  i 

Or,  like  the  Catholic  salvation, 

Pal'd  in  for  any  class  or  station  ? 

Is  it  bound  'prentice  to  the  trade, 

Which  works,  and  as  it  works  is  paid? 

Is  there  no  skill  to  build,  invent, 

Unless  inspir'd  bv  fioe  per  ceiJ.  <' 

And  shalt  thou,  'Taylor,  paint  in  vain. 

Unless  impell'd  by  nopes  of  ;;ain  ? 

Be  wise,  my  friend,  and  take  thy  fee, 

That  Claude  Lorraine  mnv  vield  to  thee. 


A  bee  within  a  damask  rnse 

Had  crept,  the  nectar'd  dew  to  sip ; 
But  lesser  sweets,  the  thief  foregoes — 

And  fixes  \)n  Louisa's  lip. 
There  tastin{:  all  the  bloom  of  sprinc, 

Wak'd  by  the  ripeninn;  breath  of  Mavj 
Th*  ungrateful  spoiler  left  his  sling. 

And  with  the  hojiey  flew  away. 


An  Epitaph  upon  the  eelehraled  Claudius  Phi- 
lijpSf*  Alusician,  who  died  very  poor. 

Gakrick. 
Philips,  whose  touch  luu-monious  could  rc- 
*■      move 

The  pangs  of  guilty  pow'r  and  hapless  love. 
Rest  here,  distressVl  by  poverty  no  more, 
I  lore  find  that  calm,  thou  gav'si  so  oft  before; 
Sleep  undisturb'd  within  this  peaceful  shrine. 
Till  jdigels  wake  thee  with  a  note  like  thine. 


Tom  Fool  to  Mr.  }Joskins,  his  Counsdlor  nnd 
Friend.  Oarrick. 

r\v  vour  care  must  depend  the  sticcesg  of  my 
.^^     suit. 

The  possession  I  mean  of  thehousr  in  dispute; 
Consider,  inv  frigid,  an  attornp','''  mv  foe. 
The  worst  of  his  tribe,  and  the  beht  is  so-so, 
O  let  not  his  nuiddits  and  quirks  of  the  law, 
O  let  not  this  liarpv  your  poor  clioiu  claw ; 
In  law,  as  in  life,  I  know  well  "lis  a  ruk, 
Thata  knave  should  be  ever  too  hard  fora  fool. 
I'o  this  rule  one  exception  your  rlicnt  implores. 
That  the  fool  may  for  once  beat  the  knave  out 
of  tloors. 


F.pitaph  on    TVtlUnm  nocnrfh,f  in  Chiswick 

Church-Yuid.         "     Garrick. 
pARKWELL,  p;reatpa>nfe<'of  ujjnkind, 
*■    \Vho  roacird  ii»e  noblest  j)oint  of  art; 
"WHiose  pictur'd  morals  charm  the  mind. 

And  thro'  the  eye  correct  the  heart ! 
If  genius  fire  thee,  reader,  stay; 

If  nature  touch  thee,  drop  a  tear : — 
If  neither  move  thee,  turn  away. 

For  Hogarth's  honourd  dust  lies  here. 


Epitaph  on  James  Qmn,l  in  Bath  Cathedral^ 

Garrick. 
'TPhat  tongue,  which  set  the  table  on  a  roar, 
-*•     And  charm 'd  the  public  ear,  is  heard  no 

morel 
ClosM  are  ihoae  eyes,  the  harbingers  of  wit, 
Which  spoke,  before  the  tongue,  what  Shask- 

pearewrit.  [forth, 

Colfl  are  llVoschands.which  living  were  slrelch'd 
At  friendsbij/scall,  to  succour  modest  worth. 
Here  lies  James  Quin !  Deign,  reader,  to  he 

taught  [thought, 

(Whate'er    thy    strength   of   body,    force    of 
In  natures  happiest  mould  however  ca^t) 
To  this  complexion  thou  r.u:  ■    at  last. 


From  tke  S/Minish.  Garrkk. 

"PoR  me  my  fair  a  wreath'bas  wove. 
^    Where  rival  flow'rs  in  tniion  meet. 
As  oft  she  kisb'd  the  gifi  of  love, 

Her  breath  gave  sweetness  to  the  sweet. 


Efjifaph  on  Laurence  Sterne.^     Garrick. 
CHALL  pride  a  heap  ofsculptur'd  marble  raise, 
'-^    home  worthless,  unmourn'd  titled  foci  to 

praise. 
And  shall  we  not  by  one  poor  grave-stone  learn 
Where  genius,  wit',  and   humour  sleep  with 

Sterne? 

•  This  Tnitaph   hat  been  .xscribed  to  Dr.  Johason,  but  was  really  written  by  Mr.  Garrick.    See 
European  Majpzine,  January,  178 J. 

t  He  died  October  2«,  17f»4.  J  Mr.  Quin  died  January,  1766. 

^  Mr.  Sterne  wa»  born  at  Clonraol  In  Ireland,  November  24,  1713 ,  and  died  iu  London,  March 
18,  I7r>8. 
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Epitaph  on  Mr.  Bt'ffjhroJi,  ufiti  had  been  riccr 
ofEgltamforttf-Jtve  Years.        Garrick. 

NEAR  half  an  age,  wiih  every  gopd  awn's 
praise, 
Amons  his  flock  the  shepherd  pass'd  his  days  ; 
The  fVrend,  Uie  comfort  of  the  sick  arnl  poor, 
Want  never  knock'd  unheeded  at  his  doorj 
OTt  when  his  duty  call'd,  disease  and  paiii^ 
Strove  to  confine  him,  hnt  they  strove  in  vain. 
A 11  moan  his  death,  his  virtuesiong  they  tried, 
ThevUncw  not  how  they  lov'd  him,  till  he  dieJ. 
Peculiar  blessings  did  his  life  attend. 
He  had  no  foe,  and  Camden  was  his  friend. 


Epitaph  on  Paul  IFhilehead,  Esq. 

Garrick. 

Near  this  place 
Are  deposited  ilic  remains 

of 
Paul  Whitehead,  Esq. 
Who  was  horn  January  ^5,  1710. 
And  died  Dec.  30,  1/74, 
Aged  65. 
Here  lies  a  man  misforiuue  could  not  bend ; 
Prais'd  as  a  poet,  honour'd  as  a  friend  : 
Tho'  his  youth  kindled  with  the  love  of  fame. 
Within  his  l>osoni  giow'd  a  brighter  flame. 
Whene'er  his  frietidswith  sharp  affliction  bled. 
And  from  the  wounded  deer  the  hf-rd  was  fled, 
Whitehead  stood  forth — the  healing  balm  ip- 
Nor quitted theirdistresset, — tillhedied.  [plied. 


A  Tr'ihutehy  Mr.  Garrick,  to  the  Mcrnnry  of  u 
Character  he  long  tine iv  and  respected. 

Epitaph  Qii  Mr.  Ilavard,  Comedian.* 

"  An  honest  man's  the  noblest  work  of  God." 

TTAVARD,from  sorrow  rest  beneath  thisstonej 

■*^  An  honest  man — bclov'd  as  soonas  known 

Howe'er  defective  in  the  mimic  art. 

In  real  life  hejrstiv  plnv'd  his  part! 

The  noble-^t  character  he  acted  well. 

And  heaven  applauded — when  the  curtain  fell 


f^erses  octosioned  iy  teeing  a  Ci  otto  huUt  bf 

Niftei^Utrs.  Herbert. 

OO  ifluch  this  building  entertain?  my  sight, 
■^  Non«2,ht  bni  tho  bujlder»  can  give  more  de- 
light: 

Itj  them  the  master-piece  of  nature's  sliovvn, 
ft  this  I  SCO  art's  master-piece  in  slune. 
O  Nature,  Nature>  thou  hast  concjuer'd  Art ; 
She  charms  the  sight  alone>  but  you  the  heart. 


Li7ies  written  htj  the  celehated  Thomson'  to 
his  Amauda  ytvith  a  Copy  of  the  Slasoms. 

A  ccEPT,  deir  Nymph  1  a  tribute  due 
■^  To  sacred  friendship,  and  to  you  : 
But  with  it  take,  what  breath 'd  the  whole, 
O  !  take  to  thine  the  Poet's  soul  1 


If  Fancy  here  her  pow'r  displays. 
Or,  if  a  heart  exalts  these  lays. 
You  fairest  in  that  fancy  shine. 
And  all  that  heart  is  fondly  thine! 


An  Eprgrafn. 

A    MEMBER  of  the  modern  preat 
-^    Pasbd  Sawney  with  his  budget; 
The  peer  was  in  a  car  of  state, 
The  tinker  forc'd  to  trudge  it. 

BulSawnev  shall  receive  the  praise 
His  Lordship  would  parade  for; 

One's  riebtor  for  his  dapple  grevs. 
And  th'  other's  shoes  are  paid  for. 


Inscription  on  a   Grotto  of  Shells,    at  Crux- 
Easton,f  the  Jfoik  of  ISine  young  Ladies.'l, 

Pope. 

TTere,  shunning  idleness  at  once  and  praise, 
■■■-*■  This  radiant  pile  nine  rural  sisters  raise; 
The  glittering  emblem  of  each  spotless  dame, ' 
Clear  as  her  soul,  and  shining  as  her  frame  j" 
Beauty,  which  nature  br.ly  can  imparl. 
And  such  a  polish  as  disgraces  ar'. ; 
But  fatedispos'd  them  iit  this  humble  sort. 
And  hid  in  deserts  what  would  charm  a  court. 


The  Lawyer  and  Client. 

T^wo  Lawyers,  when  a  knotty  cause  was  o'er, 
-■■   Shook  hands,  and  were  as  good  friciids  as 
before.  [yaw 

"  Zounds  !"savs  the  losinjr  client,  **  how  come 
"To  be  sixch  friends,  who  were  such  foes  just 

.♦'ntiw?" 
Thou  fool,  says  one,  we  Lawyers,  tho' so  keen. 
Like  shears,  ne'er  cut  ourselves,  but  what's  be- 
tween. 


Epitaph  on  Mrs.  Ellen  Temple,  late  Wife  of 
Mr.  John  Temple,  ofMalton,  Surgeon. 

By  Mr.  Gentleman. 
TTere,  in  just^hope  above  the  stars  to  rise, 
•*^  The  mortal  part  of  Eli.  en  Tkmple  lies. 
In  whom  those  beauties  of  a  spotless  mind. 
Faith  and  good  works,  were  happily  combin'dj 
A  patient,  careful,  constant,  loving  wife. 
The  (oc  of  scandal  and  domestic  strife: 
The  tender  mother,  undisscmbllnjz;  friend, 
Who  grac'd  those  virtues  with  a  pious  end ; 

•  He  died  20th  February,  1778.  f  In  the  county  of  Hants,  the  scat  of  Kdward  Lisle,  Esq. 

J  Miss  Lialfr.,.  daiigliters  of  £d\vard  Lisle,  Ejq  andsi»t«rs  to  Dr.  Lisle. 

\^  ho. 
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Whn,  siin  preservir^anunblemishM  name. 
Ne'er  mennly  strove  to   taint  a   ncit»hbour's 
fame:  fhcr  p.iri 

Who  play'd — as,  reader,  thon  shnuhist  do — 
With  inward  |>eace  and  recti tule  of  heart; 
Who,  chrisiian-hke,  resiga'd  her  final  breath, 
Andj  dying  free  from  censure — sinli'd  at  death. 


Epigram. 
Oavs  a  beau  to  a  lady.  Pray  nain«  if  you  can, 
^  Of  all  your  acquaintance,   the  handsumesi 

man. 
The  lady  replied.  If  you'd  have  imp  speak  true, 
lie's  the  hniidsomest  man  that's  the  most  un- 
like you. 


On  a  Bow! nf  Punch. 
"^ITheke'er  a  bow  I  of  punch  we  make. 

Four  strikin,^  oppv).>ites  wc  take ; 
The  slrong,  the  small,  the  sharii.  the  sweet. 
Together  mix'd,  most  kindly  njeci ; 
And  when  they  happilv  unite. 
The  bowl  "  is  nrep;natii  with  delight." 

In  conversatKMi  thus  we  find, 
Tliat,  four  men,  differently  incliuM  ; 
With  talents  each  diiitinct,  and  c:\r\\ 
Mark'd  by  peculiar  powers  of  .sjx-t'c  h  ; 
With  tempers  too,  as  much  the  snine 
As  milk  and  verjuice,  frost  and  d;nne; 
Tlicir  part?  by  properly  sustaining. 
May  all  prove  highly  entertaining. 


Hut  whik  it  hides,  it  elegantly  tells 
With  what  benevolence  her  bosom  swells  j 
Here's  beauty  mental,  nioral,  and  divine. 
To  charm  the  lover,  and  his  thoughts  rtfine. 


•     PARADOX. 

■pouR  people  sat  down  in  oneeveninojto  pliv, 
■'■  They  play'd  all  that  eve,  and  parted  next  dr. 
Cou'd  you  think,  when  you're  told,  as  thus  tlt< 

all  sat,  [bci ; 

No  other  play'd  with  them,  nor  was  there  one 

Yet,  when  they  rose  up,  euch  gained  a  guinea, 

Tho'  none  of 'em  lost  to  the  amount  of  a  pennf. 

Anstrer. 

Four  merry  fiddlers  play'd  all  night. 

To  nanya  dancing  ninny; 
And  the  next  morning  went  away. 
And  eath  recciv'd  a  guinea. 


IV 


A  Dnrripfion  nf  LnvJo^. 
I_T^tJSEs,  churches,  mixd  ioc;<nher. 
Streets  unpleasant,  in  all  weather; 
Prisons,  palaces  contijjuous. 
Gates,  a  bridge,  the  Thames  irriguous; 
C»audy  things  enough  lo  tempt  yr. 
Showy  outsides,  insides  empty  ; 
Bubbles,  trades,  mechanic  arts. 
Coaches,  wheelbarrows,  and  carts ; 
^Varrants,  bailifT-t,  bills  unpaid, 
Jx)rds  of  laundressea  afraid ; 
Hogues  that  nightly  rob  and  shoot  men, 
liangmcn,  aldermen,  and  footmen  ; 
lawyers,  poets,  priests,  physicians, 
Koble,  simple,  all  conditions  ; 
Worth — beneath  a  threadbare  cover* 
Villany — bedaul)'d  all  over; 
Women,  black,  red,  fair,  and  grey. 
Prudes,  and  such  as  never  pray  j 
Handsome,  ugly,  noisy,  still. 
Some  that  will  not,  some  that  will ; 
Many  a  beau  without  a  shilling, 
Many  a  widow  not  unwilling; 
Many  a  bargain  if  you  strike  it, 
This'is  London: — How  d'ye  like  it? 


B 


On  the  Fifth  of  Novcmltr. 

By  an  Irish  Bellman. 

'T'o-night's  the  day,  I  speak  it  witli-  great 
■*•  sorrow,  [morrow  j 

That  we  were  all  t'have  been  blown  up  to- 
Thcreforc,  laiie  care  of  fire,  and  caudlc-hghi: 
'Tis  a  cold  uosty  morn,  and  so  good-night. 


Epitaph  on  a  Latryer. 

P  jJTOMs'n  within  this  vault,  a  lawyer  lies, 
'*--'  Who,  fame  assureth  us,  wasjust  and  wise; 

An  able  advocate,  and  hon«t  too! 

That's  wondrous  strange  indeed  I — if  it  be  true. 


Ueflcctions  over  a  PipenfTolacco  anJaPincJt 
ofSnvJJ-. 

AIThilst  smoke  arises  from  my  pipe» 

'  "      Thus  to  uiyself  i  say : 
Why  should  I  anxious  be  for  life, 
V\  hich  vanishes  away  ? 

Our  social  snuff-boxes  convey 

The  same  ideas  just; 
A»  if  they  silently  would  say, 

Let's  mingle  dust  to  dust. 


A  Country  Quarter  Se^siottf. 
'T^HnT.V.  or  four  parsons  full  of  October; 
"*■     Three  or  four  squires  between  drunk  and 

sober  f 
Three  or  f,>ur  lawj-ers,  three  or  four  lyars; . 
Three  or  four  consublcs.  three  or  four  crycrs ; 
Three  or  four  jwrishesbringiiig  appeals. 
Three  r)r  four  wrillngs,  and  three  or  four  seals  j 
Three  or  four  bastird>,  three  or  lour  whores. 
On  a  young  Lady.  Tag,  rag,  and  hob-tail,  .three  or  four  scores  ; 

EHOLD  a  nympli  with  cv'rv  virtue  grac'd.       Three  or  four  statutes,  misunderstood, 
Minerva's  head  on  Venus'  shoulders  plac'd  I  i  Three  or  four  paupers,  all  praying  for  food ; 
Kind  nature  here  displays  her  nicest  art,  JThrec  or  fotir  roads  that  never  were  mended. 

With  sweet  relievos  liides  the  somidcsi  heart  j  Three  or  lour  scolds — and  the  session  is  ended. 

Epigram, 
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iT/jitjrom. 
'HAT  legions  of  faUIoi,  .iiiJ  vvhimsical  talcs 
Pass  curreiu  for  gospel  where  priestcraft 
prevails ! 

Oar  ancestor-  thus  were  most  strangely  de- 
ceived ;  ^ie^  ed  I 
What  stories  and  nonsense  for  faitl,i  they  be 
But  we,  their  wise  sons 
Even  truth,  no\v-a 
From  believing  too 
Sonowwebelicve,i  faiili!  nothingalall.    [fall. 


Then  p:i>;s  by  wealihand  power,  f<»r  better  sure 
It  is,  with  some  kind  swain  to  plav  secure; 
And  he,  dear  girl,  whodoes  vonrcHaririsaflore^ 
Now  a.^ks  your  leave ;  U !  let  hint  soon  say  more. 


Sc- 


ions, who  these  fables  reject,  I  npo-MOR  Row  you  will  live,  y 
-days,  are  too  apt  to  suspect;  ,'*■  Jn  what  far  country  does  to 
iniiVh,  therisrht  faith  we  letlThat  'tis  so  mighty  long  ere  it 


An  Epigram. 

ill  live,  you  alwavs  rr}': 
to-morrow  lie, 
arrive  ? 


An(>l/ier, 

r^KiES  Ned  to  his  neighbours,  as  onward  they 
^^         press'd, 

Conveying  his  wife  to  her  place  of  long  rest ; 
Take,  friends,  I  beseech  you,  a  little  more  lei- 
sure, '  [sure? 
For  why  should  wc  thus  make  a  toil  of  a  plca- 


Ou  Six  Sorts  of  People  who  keep  Fash. 

n'^HE  miser  fasts  because  he  will  not  cat, 
•■•  The  poor  man  fasts  because  he  Ikv^  no  meat; 
The  rich  man  fasts  with  greedy  mind  to  sj)are; 
The  glutton  fasts,  to  cat  the  greater  share; 
The  hypocrite,  he  fasts  to  seem  more  holy. 
The  righteous  man,  to  punish  sin  and  folly. 


F.pilaph  071  a  Blcicksmith. 

TV/Ty  sledge  and  hanunerlie  declin'd, 

^  ^  My  bellows  too  have  lost  their  wind  ; 

My  fire's  extinct,  mv  forp;e  cloc;iy'd, 

My  vice  is  in  the  dust  all  laid  ; 

My  coal  is  spent,  my  iron  gone, 

My  nails  are  drove,  my  work  is  done. 

My  fire-dried  cor|)se  hu-re  lies  at  rest, 

Mv  soul,  smoke-like,  soars  to  be  blest. 


A  whimsical  Epitaph,  taken  from  a  Stone 
Church. 

TTr.RE  lies  the  body  of  Sarah  Sccton, 
•*•  •*•  Who  as  a  wife  did  never  vex  one ; 
We  can't  say  that  for  her  at  th'ncxt  stone. 


D 


On  Quadrille.     To  a  young  Ladij. 

EiGN,  lovely  nymph,  to  hear  the  least  of 
hards, 

Who  draws  instruction  from  a  game  of  cards  ; 
What  tho'  Quadrille  perplex  you,  here  is  shown 
How  hard  the  ta^.k  for  her  who  plays  alone. 
But,  wou'd  you  then  consent  to  he  a  wife  ? 
1'hink  first,  O  think!  you  jjlay  vour  cards  for 

^       life!  '  [will. 

Should  sordid  friends  controul  yotir  right ^ood 
Beware  the  wrctche<l  state  of  fore 'd  Spadille. 
Should  man,  l)y  grandeur,  strive  your  heart  to 

fire, 
A  Liofis  fish  well  denotes  a  purse-proud 'Sfjuire; 


Beyond  the  Indies  doth  this  morrow  live? 
'Tisso  far  fetch'd,  this  morrow,  that  1  fear 
'Twill  be  both  very  old,  and  verv  dear. 
To-morrow  1  will  live,  the  fool  docs  sav. 
To-day's  too  late :  the  wise  liv'd  yesterday. 


Spoken  extempore  ly  the  Earl  i J  Rochester  to  a 

Parish  Ctir!;. 


STERNHOLD  and  Hopkins  had  great  quahn^. 


Hopkins  h 
When  they  translated  David 
To  make  the  heart,  full  glad  : 
But  had  it  been  poor  David's  fnte, 
To  hear  thee  sing,  and  them  translate. 

By  Jove,  'twould  have  made  him  mad. 


Rhyme  to  -Liahon.     liy  the  name. 

TJere's  a  health  to  Kate, 

^^  Our  Sovereign's  male. 

Of  the  Royal  House  of  Lisbon  ; 
But  the  Divil  take  iJyde, 
And  the  Bishop  beside. 

That  made  lier  bone  of  his  bone. 


On  Punch. 

TTr'NCF,  restless  care  and  low  design! 
*--^  Hence,  foreign  compliments  and  wine ! 
Let  generous  Britons,  brave  and  free. 
Still  i)oast  their  punch  and  honesty. 
Life  is  a  bumper,  fill'd  by  fate, 
And  we  the  guests  who  share  the  treat: 
Where,  stronj,  insipid,  sharp,  and  sweet. 
Each  other  duly  temp'ring,  meet. 
Awhile  wiihjoy  the  scone  is  crown'd. 
Awhile  the  catch  and  toast  go  round; 
Ai^d  when  the  full  carouse  is  o'er. 
Death  puffs  the  lights,  and  shut:,  the  door. 
Sav  ilien,  physicians  of  each  kind. 
Who  cure  the  body  or  the  mind, 
\^'hat  harm  in  driiiking  can  there  be. 
Since  punch  and  life  so  well  agree? 


The  Disappointed  Ihtsland. 
A  SCOLDING  wife  so  long  a  sleep  possessed, 
■**■    Her  spouse  prcsum'd  her  soul  was  aosT 

at  rest ; 
Suhlewvis  call'd  to  hang  the  room  with  Sl..ck, 
And  all  their  cheer  was  sugar,  rolls,  and  wck. 
Two  mourning  stall's  stood  .sentry  at  tho  door. 
And  silence  reign'd,  who  ne'er  was  there  before ; 

Th« 
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The  cloaks,  and  tears,  aiid  haiuikt-rchicfs  pre- 
por'tl,  [yard, 

They  niarch'd  in  woeful  pomp  to  the  rluiroh- 
When  seci  of  narrow  sirerts,  whit   mischiefs 
Thcvery  drad  can't  pass  in  quit  i  hon.r;  [come! 
Hy  some  rude  jolt  the  cofTm  lid  '  .;-    Koke, 
j\nd  Madam  from  her  dream  of  dvaih  invoke. 
Naw  all  was  spoii'd  !  'llic  Undoii  .'.t  r's  pay, 
Sourfaces,  cakes  and  wine,  quito  tii;\)\vn  away. 
But  some  years  after,  when  ihc  Uiinipr  scene 
"VV'as  actjsl,  and  the  coff.n  nailM  ;!^.iiu; 
The  U'uder  husband  look  opcri.J  -  ;ir< 
To  ktvp  the  passage  from  disturb;. nc  clear; 
Charging  the  bearers  that  they  tro  d  aright, 
IS'or  put  his  dear  in  such  another  friLilii. 


Epigram  by  the  Rev.  Fnincis  BlacLI  u,>ir,  M.  .1. 
laic  Archdeacon  of  Qevdr.!'!. 

Lycipas  to  Pruden  ha. 

■p\E«cByD,  fair  Stoick,  from  th\  il-^lusj 
-"-^  From  nature  learn  to  know 
Our  passions  are  ihe needful  weight", 
T}y.ii  make  our  virtues  go. 

PRUDENTIA  to  LvCinAS. 

'I  rue,  Lvcidas;  but  think  not  so 

Anoififr  truth  to  shun: 
Our  passions  make  our  virtues  gn, 

But  make  our  vices  run. 


An  Epigram. 

"jV/rusic's  a  crotchet  the  sober  thinks  vain, 
■^  ■*•  The  Oddle'ii  a  wooden  projci  tion  ; 
Tunes  are  but  tlirts  of  a  whunsiial  brain. 

Which  the  bottle  brings  best  ui  perfection. 
Mu<^icians  arc  half-witted,  merry,  and  mud. 

The  same  are  all   those  that  ;i{hi.irc  'em; 
Tiuy're  fools  if  they  play,  unless  Uk  y're  well 
|H»id, 

And  the  others  a^e  blockheads  to  hire  "em. 


Ah  Epigram. 
Cats  Johnny  to  Paddy,  **  I  can't  for  my  life 
^  **  Cancclve  how  a  dumb  pair  are  made  man 

'•  atid  wife, 
••  Since  they  can't  with  the  Form  and  the  par- 

"  son  accord." 
?a\  s  r.i<I(l\ .  "  Yoii  fool !  thcr  take  each  other's 


ThrBiferiU. 
A   cKRTAiN-  priest  had  htwrded  up 
,    A  serrct  mass  of  gold  ; 
But  where  he  might  bestow  it  safe, 

By  fancy  was  not  told. 
At  last  it  came  into  his  head 

To  lock  it  in  a  chest 
Within  the  chancel ;  and  he  wrote 
Thtreon,  Hie  Deus  csf. 


A  merry  grip,  whose  greedy  mind 
Long  wish'd  for  such  a  prey. 

Respecting  not  the  sacred  words 
That  on  the  casket  lay. 

Took  out  the  gold,  and  blottinf:  out 
The  priobi's  iiiscript  ihereou, 

Wrote,  Refurrex'U  uon  (si  flic, 

"  Your  God  is  rose  and  gone." 


Q.t  w.-  i,.,.<ri  of  Ih .  Seeker,  ..,..  ,i,.  ,'.t  <o/<./» 
ofCanterinrtf. 

TIThile  Seeker  liv'd,   he  shcw'd   how  seers 

' '         should  live;  [^'y<* ; 

^^'lliie  Seeker  lauglit,  heaven  open'd  to  our 

U'lien  Seeker  gu>e,  we  knew  how  ansfclaf^ive  ; 

Whfu  Seeker  died,  we  knew  e'en  Saints  must 

die. 


Epigraui, 
Occasioned  It/  the  HorHs  •' OxE  Prior,"  J) 
^  Bifrnefs  liixlory. 

/^STE  Prior  ', — and  is  this,  this  all  the  fame 
^-^  The  Poet  from  th'  Historian  can  claim  ? 
No;  Prior's  verse  postcritv  shall  quote, 
Wiicn  'tis  for-fot  0//f  Dunic/  ever  v.roic. 


On  Content.     An  Epjgrmn. 

Tt  is  not  youth  can  give  content, 
'-       Nor  js  it  wealth's  decree  ; 
It  is  agit't  from  Heaven  sent, 
Tho'  not  to  thee  or  me. 

4 

It  is  not  in  the  Mimarch's  crown, 
Tho'  he'd  give  millions  for'i: 

It  dwells  not  in  his  Lordship's  frown. 
Or  waits  on  hi  in  to  court. 

It  is  not  in  a  coach  antl  six, 

It  is  not  in  a  garter; 
Tis  not  in  love  or  politics. 

But  'lis  in  Ilod^iic  the  carter. 


The  First  Pair. 

A  PAM  alone  could  not  be  easy, 
"■  So  he  nmsthavea  wife,  an' please  ye 
And  how  did  he  procure  this  wife. 
To  cheer  his  solitary  life? 
Out  of  a  rib,  Sir,  from  his  side, 
Was  form'd  this  neccrsary  bride. 
Bui  how  did  he  the  pain  beguile? 
How? — He  "Icpt  sweetly  all  the  while. 
And  when  this  rib  was  re-applied. 
In  woman's  form  to  Adam's  side, 
How  then,  1  pray  you,  did  it  answer? 
•'  He  never  slcpt'so  sweet  again,  Sir." 


Similies  to  Molly. 

V/rv  passion  is  as  mustand  strong; 
'^*-  1  sit  all  sober  sad  ; 
Drunk  as  a|>incrall,day  long; 
Or  like  a  March  hare  mad. 


Rourti^     I 
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E  P  1  G  R 


Hound  as  a  hoop  the  bumpers  flow, 

1  drink,  yet  can't  forget  her; 
For,  tlio'  as  drunk  as  David's  sow, 

i  love  her  still  the  better. 
Pert  as  a  pear-monger  I'd  be, 

If  Mwlly  were  but  kind  ; 
Cool  as  a  cucumber  could  see 

,  The  rest  of  womankind. 
Like  a  stuck  pig  I  gaping  stare. 

And  eye  her  o'er  and  o'er; 
Lean  as  a  rake  with  siphs  and  care. 

Sleek  as  a  mouse  before. 
Plump  as  a  partridge  was  1  known. 

And  soft  as  silk  my  skin ; 
Mv  cheeks  as  fat  as  butter  grown ; 

l3ut  as  a  groat  now  thiu ! 

I,  melancholy  as  a  cat. 

Am  kept  awake  to  weep  j 
But  she,  msensible  of  that, 

Sound  as  a  top  can  sLeep. 
Hard  i-i  her  heart  as  flint  or  stone. 

She  lauj!;hs  to  see  me  pale  ; 
And  merry  as  a  gri^  is  grown. 

And  brisk  as  bottled  ale. 
The  God  of  love  at  her  approach 

Is  busy  as  a  hce ; 
Hearts  sound  as  any  bell  or  roach 

Are  snait,  and  sigh  like  me. 

Ah  me !  as  thick  as  hops  or  hail 

Thefine  men  crowd  about  her, 
But  soon  as  dead  as  a  door-nail 

Shall  I  be,  if  without  her. 
Straight  as  my  leg  her  shape  appears ; 

O!  were  we  join'd  together. 
My  heart  would  be  scot-frtc  from  cares. 

And  lighter  than  a  feather. 
As  fine  as  fivepence  is  her  mien. 

No  drum  was  evcrti.^htcr; 
Her  glance  h  as  a  razor  keen. 

And  not  the  sun  is  brighter. 

As  soft  as  pap  her  kisses  are, 

Methinks  1  taste  them  yet; 
Brown  as  a  berry  is  her  hair. 

Her  eyes  as  black  as  jet. 
As  smooth  as  glass,  as  white  as  curds. 

Her  pretty  hand  iiuiies; 
Sh:irp  as  a  needle  are  her  words, 

Ik'r  wit  like  pepjier  bites. 

Brisk  as  a  body-louse  she  trips. 

Clean  as  a  penny  drcst; 
Sweet  as  a  rose  her  breath  and  lips. 

Round  as  a  globe  her  breast. 

Full  as  an  egg  was  I  with  glee. 

And  hajjpv  as  a  king! 
Good  Lord  !  how  all  men  envied  me ! 

She  lov'd  like  any  thing: 

But  Ailse  as  hell,  she  like  the  wind 
Chang'd,  as  her  sex  must  do  ; 

Tho'  seeming  as  t!if;  tnrilj  kind. 
And  lijic  the  jj:ospftl  true- 


A  M  S,    kc; 

If  I  and  Molly  could  acree, 
I>ct  who  would  take  Peru  ; 

Great  as  an  emperor  should  I  be. 
And  richer  tnan  a  Jew. 

Till  you  grow  tender  as  a  chick, 

I'm  dull  as  any  post; 
I..ct  us  like  burrs  together  stick. 

And  warm  as  any  toast. 
You'll  find  me  truer  than  a  die. 

And  wish  me  better  sped. 
Flat  as  a  flounder  when  I  lie. 

And  as  a  herring  dead. 
Sure  as  a  gun  she'll  drop  a  tear. 

And  sigh  perhaps,  and  wish. 
When  1  am  rotten  as  a  pear. 

And  mute  as  any  fish. 
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On  (he  Word  REPIHuSENT.\TIVE. 
'T^o  represent  is  but  to  personate, 
"'■    Which  should  be  truly  done  atanvrale. 
Thus  thev  who're  fairly  chose  without  a  fee^ 
Should  give  theirvotes,  no  doubt,  with  liberty. 
But  when  a  seat  is  sold  by  th'  venal  tribe. 
He  represents  them  best — who  takes  a  bribe. 


On  the  Shortr.ess  cf  Humun  Lift. 
T  IKE  as  a  damask  rose  you  see, 
^  Or  like  the  blossom  on  a  tree ; 
Or  like  the  daintv  flower  m  May, 
Or  like  the  raornmg  to  the  day  ; 
Or  like  the  sun,  or  like  the  shade,  ^ 

Or  like  the  gourd  which  Jonas  had  : 
E'en  such  is  man,  whose  thread  is  spun. 
Drawn  out  and  cut,  and  so  is  done  ; 
Withers  the  rose,  the  blossom  bl^ists, 
Tije  flower  fades,  tlie  morning  hastes; 
'i"he  sun  doth  set,  the  shadows  fly. 
The  gourd  consumes,  and  mortals  die. 

Like  to  the  grass  that's  newly  sprung, 
Or  like  a  tale  tliat's  new  begun  ; 
Or  like  a  bird  that's  here  to-clay. 
Or  like  the  pearled  dew  of  May ; 
Or  like  an  hour,  or  like  a  s])an. 
Or  like  the  sins;ing  of  a  swan  : 
K'cn  such  is  man,  who  lives  by  breath. 
Is  here,  now  there,  in  life  andcle.ith; 
The  grass  decays,  the  tale  doth  end, 
The  bird  is  flown,  the  dews  ascend  ; 
The  hour  is  short,  the  span  not  long, 
The  swan's  near  death,  man's  life  h  done. 

Like  to  the  bubble  in  the  brook, 
Or  in  a  glass  much  like  a  look  : 
Or  like  the  shuttle  in  the  han/1. 
Or  like  the  writing  in  the  sand  ; 
Or  like  a  thought,  or  like  a  drtam, 
Or  like  the  gliding  of  the  streanu : 
E'en  such  is  man,  who  lives  by  breath,  ' 
Is  here,  now  therp,  in  life  and  death ; 
The  bubble's  burst,  the  look's  forgot, 
riie  shuttle's  fluiig,  tlie  writing's  blot  j 
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Tlie  tliought  is  past,  Ae  dream  is  gone, 
'lite  water  glide:*,  man'<  life  is  done. 


Epitaph  on  Captain  Jones, 

Tf'Tio  pulTtshed  tome  marvellous  Aecuunls  qfhis 
Travels,  the  Truth  vf  all  whi  .  ^f  thougfit 
proper  to  testify  by 

AFFIDAVIT. 
'THREAD  softly,  mortals,  o'er  the  bones 
."*'    Of  the  world's  wonder.  Captain  Joiies! 
Who  told  his  clorions  deeds  to  many, 
Bui  never  waibeliev'd  bv  any. 

Posterity  let  this  siiftic'e, 

He  swore  all's  true,  yet  here  he  lies'. 


A  portrait  from  Life. 
By  Dr.  Swift. 

r^oME  ?itby  myside  while  thispirtnrcldraw  : 
^-^  In cluui'ring  a  ma^pye,  in  pride  a  i;»ckdaw  j 
A  temper  the  <ifvil  himself  could  ikh  hridle, 
Impcriment  mixture  of  busy  and  idle; 
As  rude  as  a  bear,  no  mule  half  so  crabbed, 
She  swilh   like  a  bOw,  and  she  breeds  like  a 

rabbit: 
A  housewife  in  bed,  at  table  a  slattern. 
For  all  an  exau>ple,  for  no  one  a  pattern : 
Now  tell  me,  friend  Thomas,*  l^ord.f  (Srat- 

tan,t  3"^'  merry  Dan,l 
Has  thisanylikencss  to  good  Madam  Sheridan? 


At  El>i;^ram, 

€)n  seeing  Uuttnng  I^dy  writing  Fcrses  with  a 

'lloleiv  her  Stocking. 

'TV)  see  a  Larh*  of^iuch  grace, 
-*    With  so  mm- h  sense  and  sucli  a  fdcc. 

So  slatternly,  is  shocking: 
<^)I  if  you  would  with  Venus  v'w, 
^  tniri>en  and  poetry  lav  by, 

And  Ir.iru  tfi  mend  yOur  stockin-. 


^In  iCf^igrum. 
As  Tom  was  one  day  deep  in  cliat  with  hia- 
•^^         friend, 

fiegravHy  advis'd  him  \ui  tnannrrs  to  mend; 
riiiit  his  morals  were  bad,  he  had  hcaul  it  from 

many : 
Tho^  lie,  replied  Tom,  for  I  never  had  anv. 


'Tis  an  arrow  in  its  flight, 
Mocking  the  pursuing  sight; 
'Tis  a  vapour  in  the  air  ; 
Tis  a  whirlwind  rushinp;  there; 
Tis  a  short-liv'd  fading  How'r; 
Tis  a  rainbow  on  a  show'r  ; 
'Tis  a  momentary  ray 
Smiling  in  a  winter's  day ; 
"I'is  a  torrent's  rapid  stream; 
"I'ls  a  shadow ;  'tis  a  dream  ; 
.'Tis  the  closing  watch  of  ni^ht. 
Dying  at  approaching  liji;ht ; 
■Ti3  a  land.>>cape vainly  gay. 
Painted  upon  crumbling  clay; 
'lis  a  lamp  that  wastes  iis  fires ! 
Tis  a  smoke  that  quick  expires ; 
"Tis  a  bubble,  'tis  a  sigh: 
Be  prepar'd,  O  Man !  to  die. 


AiL^natoniical  Epitaph  on  an  Invalid. 
Written  by  HiMsr.LF. 
TTkre  lies  an  head  that  often  ach'd; 
*•-■•  Here  lie  two  hands  that  always  shak'd 
Here  lies  a  brain  of  odd  conceit ; 
Here  lies  a  heart  that  ofien  beat : 
Here  lie  two  eyes  that  daily  wept. 
And  in  the  night  but  seldom  >lept.  ; 
Here  lies  a  tongue  that  whinni;.';  tulk'd ; 
Here  lie  two  feet  that  feebly  walk'd  ; 
Here  lie  the  midriff  end  the  breast. 
With  loads  of  indijiestion  prest ; 
Here  lies  the  li\er,  full  ofbile. 
That  ne'er  secreted  proper  chyle  ; 
llerc  lie  the  bowels,  human  tripes, 
Tortur'd  with  wind  and  twisting  gripes^ 
Here  lies  the  livid  dab,  lite  spleen, 
The  sotirce  of  life  s  sad  tragic  scene ; 
That  left  side  weip^hl  thai  clogs  the  blood. 
And  sfagnaies  nature's  circling  Hood  : 
Here  lie  the  nerves,  so  often  twitch'd 
With  paitifol  cramps  and  poignant  stitch  j 
Here  lies  the  bark,  oft  rack 'd  with  pains,^ 
r'nr-ioding  kidneys,  loins  and  reins ; 
ill  re  lies  the  skin  by  scurvy  fed, 
With  pimples  and  eruptions  reel ! 
IK*re  lies  ine  man>  from  top  to  toe. 
Thai  faliric  frua'd  for  painand  woe^ 


On  Time^ 

Cay,  ii  tliTcanght  that  can  convey 
^  An  imaire  of  ii^  transient  sjjv? 

J.'i>  an  hand's  breadth  ;  'tis  a  tale  ; 

(r,  a  vessel  urtilrr  sail ; 

':'       .  .       ;;    .  ;•       U    ' ,  .it.;' 4tccd  ; 
t  . 

i  .     ....  v,i^tc  la  ...'  '.v..y, 

D.utin^4vwn  upon  ii^  prey* 


A  Poem. 

By  Sir  W.\ltkr  Ralbigiu 

CiiALi,  1  like  an  lier'mil dwell 
^•^  On  a  rock  or  i*i  a  cell, 
(ailing  homc-the  smallestpart 
That  is  mi>sing  of  my  heart. 
To  bestow  it  where  I  may 
Meet  a  ri\  al  cvry  day ! 
Jf  she  undervalue  me, 
^Vhatcarclhow  faitihcbe? 


Or.  SherlaiaB. 


f  The  Dean's  friend.<! 


:  Wd. 


lackM>fb 
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Were  her  tressc?  angel  gold. 
If  a  stranger  may  be  bold, 
Un rebuked,  unafraid. 
To  convert  them  to  a  brayde, 
And,  wiili  little  inorea-do. 
Work  them  into  bracelets  too; 
If  the  mine  be  grown  so  free. 
What  care  I  how  rich  it  be? 

Were  her  hands  iw  rich  a  prize 
As  her  hair,  or  precious  cyesi 
If  she  laid  them  out  to  take 
Kisses,  for  good  manners  sake  j 
And  letev'ry  lover  skip 
From  her  hand  unto  her  lip; 
If  she  seem  not  chaste  to  me. 
What  care  I  how  chaste  she  be? 

No:  she  must  be  perfect snew 
In  effect,  as  well  as  show; 
Warming  but  as  snow-halls  do. 
Not  like  fire,  by  burning  too; 
But  when  she bv  chance  haih  got 
To  her  heart  a  second  Lot, 
Then,  if  others  share  with  me, 
Farewel  her,  whate'er  she  be ! 


A  Poem. 
Occasioned  hy  thcforegoing. 
"pAiXT,  paint  no  more,  no  more  with  blots, 
^    Or  chequer  so  thy  face  with  spots. 
That  I  must  view  thee,  as  men  sirive 
To  see  eclipses,  through  a  sieve; 
Be  thou  but  pleasing  unto  me. 
What  care  I  what  else  thou  be? 

Be  thou  fatter  than  a  hog, 
A  butcher's  doublet,  or  his  dog; 
Be  thy  checks  butter,  thy  nose  grca=5e ; 
May  we  make  brewison  thy  face; 
Yet  if  thou  do  not  melt  to  m?. 
What  care  I  how  fat  thou  be? 

Beihy  nose  like  fiery  coals. 
Or  a  grater,  full  of  holes. 
Let  it  turn  up,  or  else  hook  in. 
And  so  be  clasp'd  unto  ihy  chin; 
Yet,  if  it  turn  not  unto  me, 
What  care  I  how  crook'd  it  be  ? 

Though  reading,  thou  must  look  so  clos«. 
As  thou  wert  reading  wiih  tiiy  nose  ; 
From  thine  eyes  let  iihh  run  more 
Than  broken  boil,  or  plaguy  sore; 
Yet,  if  they  do  not  look  on  me. 
What  care  I  how  foul  they  be? 

Canst  thou  outscold  a  butter  wench, 
Or  a  fresh  lawyer  at  the  bench  ? 
Ca«st  thou  the  noise  of  thunder  drown. 
Sour  all  the  beer  about  the  town  ? 
Yet>  if  thou  wilt  not  speak  to  me. 
What  care  I  how  loud  thou  be  ? 

Be  thy  mouth  like  jaws  of  death, 
That  they  who  kiss,  must  kiss  thy  teeth  ; 
And  hold  by  th'  handle  of  thy  chin. 
Lest  their  foot  slip,  and  they  fall  in  } 


Yet,  if  thou  wilt  not  gape  on  me, 
What  care  I  how  broad  it  be? 

Smells  thy  breath  like  nurse's  clout. 
Or  a  candlejust  burtit  out ; 
Or  so,  that  men  mistake  the  place, 
And  untruss,  coming  near  thy  face  ! 
Ytt,  if  it  smell  not  so  to  me,    , 
What  care  I  how  strong  it  be? 

Women,  like  paper,  whilst  they're  white. 
Are  fit  for  every  man  to  write; 
I'd  have  a  mistress  such  a  one, 
I  might  be  sure  she  was  my  own  ; 
Be  thou  then  but  such  to  me. 
What  eare  I  what  else  thou  be? 


R' 


t\ 


The  Stage  Coach. 

esolv'd  to  visit  a  far  distant  friend, 
A  porter  to  the  Bull-and-Gatel  send. 
And  bid  the  slave  at  all  events  engage 
Some  place  or  other  in  the  Chester  stage. 
The  slave  returns — 'tis  done  as  soon  as  said — 
Your  honour's  sure  when  once  the  money's 

paid  ; 
My  brother  whip,  impatient  of  del»y, 
Puis-to  at  three,  and  swears  he  cannot 
(Four  dismal  hours  ere  the  break  of  day). 
Rous'd  from  sound  sleep,  thrice call'd,  at  length 
I  rise,  [eyes ; 

Yawning,  stretch  out  my  arms,  half  close  my 
By  steps  and  lanihorn  enter  the  machine. 
And  take  my  place,  how  cordially  !  between 
Two  aged  matrons  of  excessive  bulk. 
To  mend  the  matter  too,  of  meaner  folk  : 
W^hile  in  likemode  jamm'din  on  th' other  side 
A  bullying  captain  and  a  fair-one  ride ; 
Foolish  as  fair,  and  in  whose  lap  a  boy — 
Owr  plague  eternal,  but  her  only  joy  ; 
At  last,  the  glorious  number  to  complete. 
Steps  in  mv  landlord  for  that  bodkin  seat: 
When  soon,  bycv'ry  hillock,  rut,  and  stone. 
Into  each  other's  face  bv  turns  we're  thrown  ; 
This  granuam  scolds,  that  coughs,  and  captain 

swears. 
The  fair-one  screams,  and  has  a  thousand  fears ; 
While  our  plump  landlord,  train'd  in  other  lore. 
Slumbers  at  ease,  nor  yet  asham'd  to  snore; 
And  master  Dicky,  on  his  mother's  lap, 
Squalling  brings  up  at  once  three  meals  of  pap. 
Srweet  company !  next  time,  I  do  protest.  Sir, 
I'll  walk  to  Dublin,  ere  I  ride  to  Chcbier. 


Mr  Garrick   heing  asked  hy  aNollcynan  if  he 
did  not  intend  to  sitviParliamcnt? gavehitA 
an  Answer  in  the follcivifig  Lines : 
V/ToR  E  than  conten t  with  what  my  tajents  gain, 
^^^  Of  public  favour  though  a  little  vain. 
Yet  not  so  vain  my  mind,  so  madly  bent. 
To  wish  to  play  the  fool  in  Parliament ; 
In  each  dramatic  unity  to  err. 
Mistaking  time,  and  place,  and  character: 
Were  it  my  fate  to  quit  the  mimic  art, 
I'd  "  strut  and  fret"  no  aiore  ia  anv  part; 
Sin  '  N» 
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No  more  in  public  scenes  would  lengj^* 
vvfur  the  cap  auil  mask  on  any  stage. 


The  Thoughi'y  or,  a  Song  of  Similies 

1'vf  ilKMight;  the  fair  Naccissa cries, 

*    Uljat  isithke.  Sir? **  Like  yoiircyi 

"  I'iS  like  a  chair — 'tis  like  a  key — 
lis  like  a  iJurj^c — 'tis  like  a  flea — 

Tis  like  a  bfcgar — like  the  sun — 
Tis  like  thf  I)iiich — 'tislikctlic  moon— 
"  Tis  like  a  kiMcrkin  of  ale — 
*•  Tis  like  a  doctor — like  a  whale — ' 
Mliv  are  mv  eyes,  Sir,  like  a  ftwoRo  ? 
For  that's  the  Tiiought,  upon  my  word. 
*'  Ah  !  witness  every  pang  I  feel, 
"  Thedeaihs  thev  give  the  likeness  tell. 
"    A  sward  is  like  a  chair,  vou'U  find, 
"  Because  'lis  most  an  end  behind. 
' '  '  ris  like  a  key,  for  'twill  undo  one  ; 
"  'Tis  like  a  purge,  for 'twill  run  thro'  one; 
"  Tis  like  a  flea,  and  reason  good, 
*'  'TIS  often  drawing  human  blood." 

Why  like  a  beggar? ♦*  You  shall  hear  j 

**  lili  often  carried  'forcthe  May'r ; 
•'  'Tis  like  the  sun,  because  'tis  gilt, 
*•  Besides  it  travels  in  a  belt. 
*'  'Tis  like  the  Dutch,  we  plainly  see, 
"  Ikcauiethat  state,  whenever  we 
*'  A  push  for  our  own  int'rcstroakc, 
**  Di»cs  instantly  our  sides  forsake." 

The  moon?—'*  Why,  when  all's  said  and 
done, 
"  A  sword  is  ver)  like  the  moon  ; 
**  For  if  his  Majesty  (God  bless  him) 
"  When  Countrv  J^lu'riffcx)mest' address  him, 
**  Is  pleas'd  his  favours  to  bestow 
*'  On  him,  before  him  kneeling  low, 
"  'ITiis  o'crhis  shoulders  glitters hrijiht, 
•  .And  gives  the  glory  to  the  Kniglit  (night) : 

Tis  littc  a  kilderkin,  no  doubt, 
•'  For  'lis  not  longin  drawing  out. 
*'  Tis  like  a  doctor,  for  who  will 
••  Dispute  a  doctor's  power  to  kill  ? ' 
But  why  a  Swojd  is  hkc  a  whale 
Is  no  such  easy  thing  to  tell. 
*•  Rut  since  all  Swords  arc  Swords,  d'ye  sec, 
"  Whv,  let  it  then  a  Ixicksword  be; 
*'  Which,  if  well  us'd,  will  seldom  fail 
"  To  raise  up  somewhat  like  a  whale." 


A  three-legg'd  stool,  a  foiir-lcgg'd  tiblc. 

Were  fiU'd  with  books  unfit  for  rabble ; 

Sines,  tangents,  secants,  radius,  co-sines, 

Snbtangents,  scghients,  and  all  those  signs; 

linough  to  shew  the  man  that  made 'cm 

Was  full  as  mad  as  he  who  read  'em  : 

An  almanack  of  six  years  standing, 

A  cu[)  with  ink,an(fone  with  sand  in  j 

One  corner  held  his  books  and  cheH, 

And  round  the  floor  were  strew'd  the  rest; 

That  all  things  might  be  like  himself. 

He'd  ni.'ilher  closet,  drawer,  or  shelf; 

I  lore  piss-pot,  sauce-pot,  broken  platter, 

Appear'd  tike  hcrrogencous  matter. 

In  aniient  days  the  walls  were  white. 

But  who 'gainst  damps  and  snails  can  fight? 

They're  now  in  wreathy  ringlets  bound, 

Some  snuare,  souje  oval,  and  some  round  ; 

The  antiquarian  there  may  find 

Each  hieroglyphic  to  his  mind  ; 

Such  faces  there  might  fancy  trace. 

As  never  yet  knew  time  or  place  ; 

And  he  who  studies  maps  or  plans. 

Has  all  the  work  done  to  his  hands; 

In  short,  the  room,  the  goods  and  author, 

Appear'd  to  be  one  made  for  t'  other. 


Epitaph,  hy  a  Gentleman  to  the  Memory  qfhis 

Lady, 
■pAREWEL,  my  best  bclov'd,  whose  heavenly 
•■■  mind. 

Genius  and  virtue,  strength  with  softnessjoin'd ; 
Devotion  undebas'd  by  pride  or  art, 
With  meek  simplicity,  and  joy  of  heart; 
Tho'  sprightly,  gentle ;  tho'  polite,  sincere  j 
And  only  of  thyself  a  judge  severe  ; 
Unblam'd,  umquall'd  in  each  sphere  of  life. 
The  lendercst  daughter,  sister,  parent,  wife. 
In  thee  their  patroness  the  afflicted  lost. 
Thy  friends,  tlicir  patron,  ornamental  boast ; 
And   I— hut  ah  !  can  words  my  loss  declare. 
Or  paint  th'  extremes  of  transport  and  despair? 
O  thou  beyond  what  verse  or  speech  can  tell. 
My  guide,  niy  frie.id,  mybcstbtlov'd,  farewel! 


7Vjr  /htronomcrs  Hnom. 

rf^XE  day  I  call'd,  and  Pmr.ooui, 

^  I  op  d, the  door,  and  look'dabout; 

Whin,  all  his  goods  being  full  in  view, 

I  took  this  inventory  true  : — 
Itnn.    A  bed  witfioui  a  curtain, 

A  broken  jar  to  empty  dirt  in  ; 
\  candlestick, a  gre-isvni";ht-cap, 
A  spiiting-pol  to  catch  what  might  hap; 

Two  stockings  darn'd  with  numerous  stitcheS; 

A  piece  of  shirt,  a  pair  of  breeches; 


On  siring  a  great   Cammandtr  rjjfcminatcly 

drrst  at  a  Ball. 
''T^is  said  that  our  soldiers  so  lazy  arc  grown, 

•■'    With  pleasure  and  plenty  undone. 
That  ihcy  more  for  their  carriage  than  courage 
are  known. 
And  scarce  know  the  use  of  a  |5i^n.       [galls, 
I^i  them  say  what  thev  xvill,  since  it  nobody 

And  exclaim  out  still  louder  and  louder  ; 
But  there  ne'er  was  more  money  expended  ia 
Or  a  greater  consumi)tion  of  powder,  [^balls. 


An  original  Epit€ph. 
fjERR  lies  fast  asleep,  awake  nie  who  can, 
'-*'  Tbatmedley  of  passions  and  follies,  a  3/nrr. 
Who  sometimes  lov'd  licence,  and  sometimef 

restraint, 
Too  much  of  the  sinner,  loo  little  of  saint ; 

From 
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From  quarter  to  qnnrter  I  shifted  my  tack ; 
'Caiiist  the  evils  of  life  a  most  notable  quack  ; 
But,  alas  !  I  soon  found  the  defects  of  my  skill, 
And  my  nostrums  in  practice  prov'd  treache- 
rous still ; 
From  life's  certain  ills 'twas  in  vain  to  seek  ease. 
The  remedy  oft  prox  'd  another  dise:ise  j 
What  in  rapture  began  often  ended  in  sovrqw, 
And  the  pleasure  to-day  brought  reflection  to- 
morrow :  [seen, 
When  each  action  was  o'er,  and  its  errors  were 
Then  I  view'd  with  surprise  the  strange  thing 

1  had  been ; 
My  body  and  mind  were  so  oddlv  contriv'd. 
That  at  each  other's  failing  both  parties  con- 
niv'd;  [l)ain, 

Imprudence  of  mind  brought  on  sickness  and 
The  body  diseas'd  [)aid  the  debt  back  a«rain  : 
Thus  coupled    togeiher   life's   journey   they 
pass'd,  [last; 

Till  they  wrangled  and  jangled,  and  parted  at 
Thustir^l  and  weary,  I've  Hnish'd  my  course, 
And   glad  it  is  bed-time,  and    things  are  no 
worse. 


Epitaph  on  an  honest  Sailor. 

"tlTHETHER  sailor  or  not,  for  a  moment  avast ! 

'"    Poor  Tom's  mizen  top-sail  is  laid  to  the 

mast; 

pleMl  never  turn  out,  or  more  lieave  the  lead  ; 

He's  nowall  a-back,  nor  will  sails  shoot  a-head: 

JIc  ever  was  brisk :  and,    tho'   now   gone   to 

wreck,  [deck. 

When  he  hears  the  last  whistle  hc'lljumpupon 


The  Consul  fat  ion. 

'T^iiREE  Doctors  met  in  consiiUation 
■*-    Proceed  with  great  deliberation  ; 
The  case  was  desperate,  all  agreed; 
But  what  of  that?  they  must  be  k'^W  ; 
They  write  then,  as  'twas  fit  they  should. 
But  for  their  own,  not  patient's  good; 
Consulting  wisely,  don't  mistake.  Sir, 
Not  what  to  give,  but  what  to  take.  Sir. 


On  a  Landlord  drunk. 
ANDLORD,  with  thee  now  even  is  the  wine; 
'  For  thou  has  I  pierc'd  his  hogshead,  and  he 
thine. 


A  Rhapsody. 
AS  I  walk'd  by  myself,  I  said  to  myself, 
•**•  V  And  myself  said  again  to  me; 
Look  to  thyself,  take  care  of  thyself. 

For  nobody  cares  for  thee.  [self, 

Then  I  said  to  mvself,  and  thus  answer'a  my- 

With  the  self-same  repartee; 
Look  to  thyself,  or  look  not  to  thyself, 

'Tis  the  self-same  thing  to  me. 


To-day  and  To-morroiv. 

'T^o-nAY  man's  dress'd  in  gold  and  silver  bright, 

-•■    Wrai)p'(l   in  a  shroud  before  to-morrow 

night; 
To-dav  he's  feeding  on  delicious  food, 
To-morrow  dead,  unable  to  do  good  ; 
To-day  he's  nice,  and  scorns  to  feed  on  crumbs. 
To-morrow  he's  himself  a  dish  for  worms; 
To-day  he's  honourM,  and  in  vast  esteem. 
To-morrow  not  a  beggar  values  him  ; 
Torday  he  rises  from  the  velvet  bed, 
To-niorrow  lies  in  one  that's  made  of  lead  ; 
'To-day  his   house,  tho'  large,   he  thinks  but 

sinall. 
To-morrow,  no  command,  no  house  at  all ; 
To-day  has  forty  servants  at  his  gate, 
To-morrqw  sco'rn'd,  not  one  of  them  willw^itl 
To-day  pe^fum'd  as  sweet  as  any  rose ; 
To-morrow  stiuks  in  every  body's  nose; 
To  day  he's  grand,  majestic,  all  delight, 
Ghastful  an^l  pale  before  to-morrow  nigjit : 
True,  as  the  scripture  says,  ♦♦  man's  life's  a 

span," 
The  present  moment  is  the  life  of  man. 


An  Inscription  ov^r  d  Gentletnan's  Chimney' 
Piece  near  Barnsley. 

T^o  my  best  my  friends  are  free  ; 
■■■    Free  with  that,  and  frpewith  me; 
Free  to  pass  the  harmless  joke. 
And  the  lube  sedately  smoke ; 
Free  to  drink  just  wliat  they  please. 
As  at  home,  and  at  their  ease ; 
Free  to  speak,  and  free  to^think— 
No  informers  with  me  drink; 
Free  to  stay  a  night,  or  so  ; 
When  uneasy,  free  to  go. 


The  Character. 
An  easy  mien,  engaging  in  address,  [express, 
■^   Looks  which  at  once  each  winning  grace 
A  life  where  love  and  truth  arc  ever  join'd, 
A  nature  ever  great  and  ever  kind, 
A  wisdom  solid,  and  ajudgment  clear. 
The  smile  indulgent,  and  a  soul  sincere  ; 
Meek  without  meanness,  gentle  and  bumanej 
Fond  of  improving,  but  yet  never  vain; 
So  justly  good,  so'faithful  to  his  friend. 
Ever  obliging,  cautious  to  offend  ; 
A  mind  where  gen'rous  pity  stands  confess'd. 
Ready  to  ease  and  succour  the  distrcss'd  : 
If  these  respect  and  admiration  raise. 
They  surely  must  demand  our  c;reatest  praise;. 
In  one  bright  view  th'  accomplish  d  youth  we 

see. 
These  virtues  all  are  thine — and  thouajrt  he. 


Poverty  and  Poetry. 
'T^WAS  sung  of  old,  how  one  Amphi'-i. 
''■    Could  by  his  verses  tamo  a  ±^ion 
And  by  his  strange enchantinn.  runei 
Make  'Bears  and  Wolves  dance  rigao. 
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'Hl^  songs  could  call  the  timber  down. 
And  form  it  into  hmtse  or  town. 
But  it  is  plain,  now  in  ihcsc  times. 
No  house  is  raisVl  bv  poets'  rhvmfs , 
They  for  thenisdves  can  only  rear 
A  (t\v  old  caslcs  in  the  air. 

Poorarr  the  Brethren  of  the  Bayt.";, 
Down  from  high  strains  to  ekes  aii J  ayes : 
The  musci  too  arc  vij^ins  yet. 
And  may  be  tiil  they  portions  get. 
Y«t  siill  the  doating  rhymer  dreams. 
And  sings  of  Helicon's  bright  streams : 
But  Ildicon,  for  all  his  clatter, 
Yields  nothini^  but  insipid  water ! 
Yet,  even  athirit,  he  sweetly  sings 
Of  Nectar  and  El^sian  springs. 
The  grave  physician,  who  by  physic, 
Like  death,  dispatches  him  that  is  sick, 
Pursues  a  sure  and  thrivini:  trade  ^ 
Tho'  patients  die,  the  doctor's  paid  : 
Liccns'd  to  kill,  he  gains  a  palace 
For  what  another  mounts  a  gallows. 

In  shady  groves  the  muses  play. 
And  love  in  flow'ry  meads  to  stray  ; 
Pleas'd  with  a  blraky  barren  ground, 
Where  rip'ning  fruits  are  never  found. 

But  then,  some  say,  you  purchase  fame. 
And  gain  a  never-dying  name  j 
Great  recompense  focreal  trouble! 
To  be  rewarded  with  a  bubble ! 

Thus  soldiers,  who  in  many  battles       [flse, 
Get  hangs  and  blows,  and  God  knows   what 
Are  paid  with  fame  and  wooden  leg. 
And  gam  a  pass,  w  iih  leave  to  beg. 


On  Brilcry, 
A  POOR  man  once  a  .ludse  besought 
"^  Tojadge  aright  his  cause  ; 
And  with  a  pot  of  oil  salutes 
Thjijudgcr  of  the  Lxws. 

Mv  frifrnd,  quotli  he,  thy  cause  bgond 

He  clad  away  did  tru  J;;je  : 
Anon  nis  wealthy  foe  did  comc^ 

Before  this  partial  Judge. 

A  hog  well  fed  this  churl  presents^ 

And  craves  a  strain  of  law; 
The  hot  rcceiv'd,  the  poor  man's  right 

Was  ju'Jg'd  not  worth  a  straw. 
Therewith  he  cried,  O  partial  Judge, 

Thy  doom  has  me  undone ; 
When  oil  1  gave,  my  cause  was  good. 

But  now  to  ruin  run. 

Poor  roan,  ouoth  he,  I  thee  forgot. 

And  ^^'."e  th^-  cause  of  foil  5 
A  hog  c^mc  since  into  my  Iuhjic, 

Ancl  broke  thy  pot  of  oil. 


Qjnt^n  TJizahcth  bring  asked  her  Opinion  con- 
ccfniv.^  Ike  real  Prcscnre  in  the  Sacrament, 
gave  (hrfolUnoitxg  artful  and  solid  Answer : 
/^  H  R  t  ST  was  the  word  i hat  sp-iKe  it  i 
^^  He  looli  tht  bread,  and  brake  it  j 


And  what  the  word  did  make  it. 
That  1  believe,  and  take  it. 


Epigram. 
Tt  blew  a  hard  storm,  and  in  utmost  confusioa 
*  The  sailors  all  hurricxl  to  get  absolution  ; 
Which  done^and  the  weight  of  the  sins  they 
confess'd  [to  the  priest, 

Transfcrr'd,  as  they  thought,  from  themselves 
To  lighten  the  ship,  and  conclude  their  devo- 
tion, [ocean. 
They  toss'd  the  poor  parson   souse   into  the 

E})igram. 
IT  IKD  Peggy  kiss'ftl  her  husband    with  these 
•*•*'         words  J  [thee  I" 

"  Mine  own  sweet  Will,  how  dearly  I  love 
IT  true,  quoth  Will,  the  world  none  such  af- 
fords ; 
And^at  'tis  true  I  dare  her  warrant  be  : 
For  ne'erTras  woman  yet,  or  good  or  ill, 
But  loved  always  best  her  own  sweet  Will. 


Q 


Dialogue  heltreen  Harry,  irhn  had n  large  Li- 
brary, and  Dick,  mho  had  more  Understand- 
ing than  Bnnk.t, 
uoTU  Harry  to  his  friend  onedav, 
^  *•  Would,  Uichard,  I'd  thy  head  I" 

*  What  wilt  thou  give  for't?   (Dick  replied) 

*  The  barg.iin's  quickly  made.' 

**  My  headend  all  my  books  Id  fiivCj 
"  Wiih  readiness  and  freedom." 

*  I'd  take  thy.Uooks,  but  with  thy  head, 

*  Gadzooks!  I  ne'er  oould  read  them.' 


Epitaph  on  a  Coller. 
TAeath  at  a  cobler's  door  oft  made  a  stand, 
■*^  And  always  found  him  on  the  mending 

hand  ; 
At  last  came  Death,  in  very  dirty  wealhw. 
And  ripp'd  the  sole  from  ofithe  upf)er-lcathcr. 
Death  put  a  trick  upon  hi-n),  and  what  was't? 
The   Coblcr  call'd  for 's  awl.  Death  brought 

his  Ui»L. 


True  Bencaolcnce. 
T^HE  otlier  day,  says  Ned  10  Joe, 

Near  Bedlam's  confines  groping, 
Whene'er  I  hear  the  cries  of  woe, 

My  hand  is  always  open. 
I  own,  says  Joe,  iliat  to  the  poor 

(You  prove  it  cv'n,-  minute) 
Your  hand  is  open,  to  he  sure. 
But  then  there's  nothing  in  it. 

Epigram  on  Buhop  Atierbury's  burying  the 

Duke  0/ Buckingham. 
T  HAVE  no  hopes,  t.heDuke  he  says,  and  dies. 
*  '•  In  sureand certain  hopes,"  the prelatecries. 
Of  these  two  leiirned  peers,  I  prithee  say,  man, 
V\Tio  i.s  the  lying  ki>aVe,  the  priest  or  layman  ? 
The  Duke  he  stands  an  infidel  confest  ; 
'«  He's  our  dear  brother,"  quoth  the  lordly 
priest. 
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The  Duke,  the  knave,  still  brotlier  dear  he  cries, 
And  who  can  say  the  reverend  prelate  lies? 

IVritiGn  under  a  Lady's  Name  in  a  Jfindow. 

THREE  brilliants  fairCciinda  {j;rac'd 
(There  love's  artillery  lies)  : 
•One  from  her  snowy  finger  blaz'd, 

Two  sparkled  in  her  eyes. 
The  first,  which  shone  with  fainter  rays. 

Could  here  her  name  imjiart ; 
The  others  drew  her  chariuing  face 
More  deeply  on  my  heart. 

On  the  Death  of  Dean  Sivift. 

"VJiTiiEX  Gay  breath'd  his  last,  we  in  stlence 

''"  coniplain'd, 

JBut  yet  we'd  a  Pope  and  aSwift  whorcmaln'd  ; 
Pope'  falls !  all  Parnassus  resounds  with  our 

cries, 
Andpray'rs  dally  made  to  keep  Swift  from  the 

skies  i  £are  given, 

Vain  wishes !   vain  pray'rs  !  to  the  winds  they 
for  death  comes  relentless,  and  takes  him  to 

heaven. 
At  little  misfortunes  we're  soberly  sad,    [mad 
But  it's  time,  now  we've  lost  all  our  wits,  lo  rui 


i^iat  sua  fui^Uf  Dief. 

To  Childcrmnrs  dav  some  object. 
Some  Friday  tfecnj  a  bad  day  ; 
Hut  Will,  by  no  such  notions  check 'd, 

Lets  no  diiy  bq  a  sad  day. 
More  cheerful  still,  as  rRore  in  debt. 

He  makes  each  day  a  May-day  ; 
Nor  would  he  ever  fear,  or  fret. 
But  for  that  queer  day — pay-day. 


make 


Fri'Kch  Coo/ling. 
a  plum-pudding  a  French 


Magni  Stal  Nominis  Umbra.      Bishop. 
T)k.oud  as  a  peer,  poor  as  a  barcl, 
^    A  footsome  Spaniard  late  one  night 
Knock'd  at  a  tavern  door  so  hard. 

It  rous'd  the  family  in  a  fright. 
Up  sprung  the  host  from  bis  bed-side^ 

Open  the  chamber-window  flew  : 
■"  Who's  there? — What  boisterous  hand,*'  he 

"  Makes  at  my  gate  this  loud  ado?"  [cried^ 
■"Here  is,"  the  stately  Spaniard  said, 

"  Don  Lopez,  Rodriguez,  Aionzo, 
**  Pedri-llo,  Gusman,  Alvarade, 

"  Jago,  Miguel,  Alphonso, 
■"  Antonio  Diego" — *•  Hold  !  hold  !  bold  !" 

l''xclaim'd  the  landlord,  *'  pray  forbear  !" 
*'  For  half  the  numbers  you  have  told, 

"  I  have  not  halfa  bed  to  spare." 
*'  Sir !"  quoih  the  l>on,  •*  'tis  your  mistake," 

•*  If  names  for  men,  of  course  you  count  : 
^'Tho'  long  th'  illustrious  list  I  make, 

"  In  me  still  centers  all  th'  amount. 
**  Worn  down  with  tramping  many  a  mile, 

"  Don  Lopez,  Rodriguez,  Pedrillo, 
"  With  all  the  etceteras  of  his  style, 

"  Will  sleep  upon  a  single  pillow." 


count 

once  took  [cook  ; 

An  authentic  receipt,  from  an  English  lord's 
Mix  suet,  milk,  eggs,  sugar,  n>eal,  fruit,  and 
SLpice,  [and  such  price ; 

Of  such  number,  such  measure,  such  weight. 
Drop  a  spoonful  of  brandy,  to  quicken  the  nwss. 
And  botl  it  for  so  manyhours-^morc  or  less. 
These  dirc-ctions  were  tried,  but  when  tried, 

had  no  good  in, 
'Twas  id!  wash,  and  all  squash,  but  'twas  rvpt 

Lngiish  jnulding; 
And  monsieur,  in  a  jxet,  sent  a  second  request. 
For  the  cook  that  prescrib'd  to  sssjist  when 

'twas  drest. 
Who,  of  course,  to  comply  with  his  honour's 


beseeching. 


I'd  ii 


tch( 


The  Ficnch  cooks,  when  they  saw  him,  talk'd 

loud,  and  lalk'd  long, 
rbey  were  sure  all  was  right,  \k  could  find 

nothing  wrong  ; 
Till,  just  as  the  mixture  was  rais'd  to  the  pot, 
"  Hold    your   hands  !   hold    your    hand^  l" 

scream'd  astonish'd  John  Trot. 
"  Don't  you  see  you  want  one  thing,  like  fool? 

as  you  are?" 
V^one  ting,  Sare  1  Vat  ting,  Sarc  ? — '*  A  pu4- 

•'  dms-cloth,  Sare!" 


Quod  Pefis,  Hie  est. 
A    THOUSAND  objects  of  desire 
■^     On  foreign  coasts  you'll  view  ; 
Kow  art,  now  Nature's  works  admire. 
Here  splendour,  there  virtA. 

But  blessings,  which  at  home  you  see, 

Suhlimerjoy  suggest: 
Old  lingland  gives  you  liberty. 

And  that  gi-ycs — all  the  rat. 


Quod  P-itis,  llic  est. 
VTo  plate  had  John  and  Joan  to  hoard, 
■'■^      Plain  folk  in  humble  plight  j 
One  only  tankard  crown'd  iheir  board. 
And  that  was  fill'd  eath  night. 

Along  whose  inner  bottom,  sketch'd 

In  pride  of  chub!)y  grace, 
(Some  rude  engraver's  hand  had  etch'd 

A  baby  angePs  face. 
John  swallowM  fust  a  moderate  sup^ 

But  Joan  was  not  like  John  ; 
For  when  her  lips  once touch'd  the  cup. 

She  swill'd  till  all  was  gone. 

John  often  urg'd  her  to  drink  fair. 

But  she  ne'er  chang'd  a  jot ; 
She  lov'd  to  see  the  angel  there. 

And  therefore  drain'd  the  pot. 

When  John  found  all  remonstrance  vain. 

Another  card  he  |)lay'd.; 
And  where  the  angel  stood  so  plain. 

He  got  a  (Ifi'il  pourtru^'Ai.  • 

tJ  i  4  Joan 
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Joan  saw  the  horns,  J»an  saw  the  tail. 

Vet  Joan  as  stoutly  quaflf'd. 
Arid  ever  when  shcsew.*d  her  ale. 

She  clear'd  it  at  a  draught. 
John  star*d,  with  wonder  pctrify'd ; 

His  hair  stood  on  his  pute; 
And,  *•  Why  do'st  (puzzle  ri6^K,"  he  cried, 

"  At  this  enormous  rate?" 

*•  Oh !  John»"  she  said,  "  am  [  to  hlamc  ? 

*•  I  ean't,  in  conscience,  stop : 
«•  For  sure  'i  would  be  a  burninj?  shame 

•*  To  leave  the  Dejil  a  drop  !" 


O 


The  Decanter. 
TH0T7,  that  high  thy  head  dost  hear, 
^  With  Toond  suiooili  neck,  and  simple  ear. 
With  weiUtutn'd  narrow  mouth,  from  whence 
Flow  streams  of  noblest  elonuencc: 
Tis  thou  that  fir'st  the  Ijard  divine, 
Sacred  to  Phoebus  and  the  nine  ; 
That  mirth  and  soft  delight  canst  move. 
Sacred  to  Venus,  and  to  Lovc^ 
Yet,  spite  of  all  thy  virtues  rare, 
Tliou'rt  not  a  boon  companion  fair  ; 
'J'hou'rt  full  of  wine  when  thirsty  I, 
And  when  I'lndrunk,  then  thou  art  dry. 


Qu/ilis  ah  Incepto. 

OVRio,    whose   hat  a    nimble    knave    had 
^^     snatch'd. 

Far,  clumsy,  gouty,  asthmatic,  old. 
Panting  ai^ain St  a  post,  his  noddle  scratch'd. 

And  his  sad  story  to  a  stranger  told. — 
"  Follow  the  thief,"  replied  the  standcr-by; 

"  Ah, sir  I"  snld  he,  "  these  legs  will  wa^  no 

••niore.i-  [cry." 

«*  Alarm  the  neighbourhood  with   a  \\w  and 

*'  Aias,  I  'vc  toar*d  as  long  as  lun^s  could 

,^,      "  foar."  ['Icnvour; 

"   riien,"  quolh  the  stranger,  "vain  is  all  cn- 

••  Snns  voice  tooall,  ^m/m  vigour  to  pursue  ; 
♦'  And  since  your  hat,  ofcouisc,  isgonr  for  ever, 

••  I'll  e'en  make  bold  to  take  \our  uvj— 
♦•  adieu  r*  ° 

Jloxc  to  mnktf  Faoh  scarce. 

AKKtifn,    tho"    satirists    with    jobations 
wtary  us, 

Hai  only  two  weak  parts,  if  fairly  rcckon'd  : 

The  tirst   of  wliich  is,  uifliug  with  things 

scriouit. 

And  *«rif.iisne«!5in  trifles— is  the  second. 

R'-m  vc  thtbc  little  rubs,  wiioe'cr  knows  how, 

And  fools  will  be  as  scarce  as  wise  men  now! 

Mcntnl  Optics. 
»pO  a  noted  optician,  a  simple  grave  man. 

In  these  terms   hi3  address  for  assistance 

..If     *'!!^'"  '""  ^^  would  succeed, 

"  If  wifii  mo,  like  mv  neighbours,  you  think 
"  I  would  purcbinc  a  glass  that  would  heir. 
*'  uie  to  read." 


M 


Number  this,   number  that,  no  eflect   could 

produce. 
Concave,  and  convex,  were  alike  of  no  use; 
The  shop  was  all  rummag'd  for  old  ware  and 

new, 
But  nothing  came  of  it,  for  nothing  would  do. 
•*  Tis  strange,*'  said  the  ariist,  "  you  sec  none 

*'  the  better  ; 
**  Cannot  all  these  varieties  shewyou  a  letter.'" 
**  Show  a    letter?"  quoth   he,  *'  yes,  by  hun- 

**  drcds  they  show  'em, 
*'  I  can  see  fast  enough,  what  I  want  is  to 

**  know  'em." 


On  HtMi'ard's  dying;  iu  Buasia. 

'T^HO*  far  from   Britain,   Britain's  worthiest 
"*■  P'ide,  [died. 

The  world's  great  patriot,  j5enerous  Howard 
Let  not  our  sorrow  olame  his  wish  to  roam 

Witjisurh  a  heart,  as  such  a  life  display 'dj 
An  heart,  which  all  mankind  one  family  made. 
To  travel — was  but  to  enlarge  his  home  I 

Magna  est  Veritax  et  pretvalehit. 

■pALSEHOOD  and  Truth,  in  rival  race, 
■*■       Eternal  contrast  prove  ; 
Falsehood  speeds  on  with  rapid  pace. 
Truth  scarce  appears  to  move. 

Falsehood  fmdsnumbers  in  her  course. 

Who  prompt  assistance  lend  ; 
Ill-nature  lovc't.  to  aid  her  force. 

And  Folly  stands  her  friend. 

Guilt,  Envv,  Cunning,  all  make  shift 

To  help  her  on  her  way. 
And  Fortune  gives  her  many  a  lift. 

No  matter  for  foul  play. 
Yet,  after  all  her  efforts  try'd. 

And  all  her  circuit  rim. 
When  Time  the  vici'rv  sliall  decide. 

She'll  cud — where  'I'ruth  begun! 

Virtue  indigrnoHs  in  Enghittd. 

"ITiRTUES  and  frishlons  jointly  share 
^    All  Kngland's  pride,  all  iOnj^land's  care  ; 
From  forei;^n  fops,  and  coxcomb  courts 
I'^asbions  bv  wholesale  she  iutjinr/.y ; 
Hut  let  it,  to  her  praise,  be  known. 
Old  England  s  virtues — arr  her  own  ! 

Fiifi  valet  Ihra  h-nigna. 

VyHENTom  Cdll'd  in,  one  day,  on  Ned, 
His  wife  was  plaistiringdeaice's  head. 

Who  sigh'd,  but  dar'd  not  shake  it ! 
'Tig  well  Tom's  j^ace  is  something  slower. 
For  had  he  come  an  hour  l)efore. 

He'd  seen  the  vixen  break  it. 


Brtris  esse  Lahnro. 
Qn  folly's  lips  eternal  tailings  dwell, 

Wi5<lom  speaks  little — but  that  little  well  j 
Solen;»thening  shades  the  sun's  dcclini.'  betray. 
But  shorter  shadows  mark  meridian  day. 

On 
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On  a  Cohweh. 

"Dy  never- failing  cunning  taught, 
■*-'     Her  arts  the  sjiitler  plies ; 


And  ainhush'il  in  the  web  she  wrought, 
A  fell  assassin  Hes. 

By  never-ceasing  rashness  lod. 

The  fly  pursues  his  way  ; 
BoU:>  ou  the  snare  his  heedless  head, 

A  self-devoted  prey. 


Nature  unci  Instinct. 
TTatch'd  from  alien  egg:^,  along  the  meads 
•*•-*-  The  jocund  hen  a  troop  of  ducklings  leads  : 
But  wh'-^n  the  dangers  of  the  pool  they  brave, 
And  plunge  intrepid  in  tiie  dreadful  wave. 
High  beats  her  fluttering  heart,  she  calls,  she 

cries. 
And  restless,  round  and  round  the  margin  flies ; 
Alike  unalter'd,  nature's  powers  occu^, 
Instinct  in  them,  parental  care  in  her  : 
The  oflspring's  deed  proclaims  a  race  unknown, 
A  mother's  feelings  prove  the  brood  her  own. 


*  Latin  Learning  f>f  little  me, 

"VTouR  venerable  chaplain  once, 
■■■       (Tho'  now  with  age  he  ben  1) 
Train'd  liere  the  scholar,  lash'd  the  dunce, 

A  master  and  a  friend. 
To  profit  by  his  well-known  care. 

His  child  a  butcher  brought  ; 
And  all  the  needful  to  prepare, 

A  dictionary  bought. 
Before  a  week  its  course  had  run. 

The  butcher  came  again  : 
'*  Take  back  your  book,  give  back  my  son,'* 

He  cried  with  njight  and.miiin. 
**  Laming  !  'tis  money  thrown  away 

"  Such  laming  to  procure  ^ 
'*  Tiie  book  don't  shew,  the  boy  can't  say, 

*'  What's  Latin — for  a  shvxccr." 


Mo 


"ant  than  meets  the  Ear. 


W 


HEN  doctors,  twenty  years  ago, 
NV'^ore  wigs  of  venerable  flow, 
A  bodkin's  swords'  diminutive  stump, 
Stuck  right  across  each  physic  ruinp  ; 
Wliose  short  dimensions  secm'd  to  say, 
'*  Our<>bject  is  to  save,  not  slay." 
An  emblem  apt  enough,  I  trow. 
But  wicked  wits  pretend  to  show. 
For  swords  so  small,  an  apter  still, 
*'  We  've  other  ways  than  one  to  kill." 


Nothing  new  under  the  Snn, 
npH eyre's  nothing  new  beneath  the  sun, 
-*■      So  ancient  wits'  decisions  run  : 

But  wit  HO  match  for  poets  is; 
For  I  know  things,  and  so  do  you, 
'I'ho'  everlasting,  ever  nev. 
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Ancient  and  Modern  Poets  distingmshcd. 
"T^wixT  those  poets  of  old,  and  our  poets  of 


late, 


One  perpetual  distinction  holds  true: 
The  new,  m  a  twinkling,  are  all  outof  date. 

The  old — wiliywr ^cer  Ic  neio  ! 


R' 


The  Power  of  Fcrsr. 

£ad!  read  !  the  thread-bare  poet  cries. 
New  powers  of  verse  I  bring  : 
At  every  line  new  beauties  rise 

S[)ontaneous  while  1  sing! 
Poet !  thy  boast  would  seem  more  true. 

One  fact  if  thon  eouldst  quote  ; 
Had  powers  and  beauties  all  so  new 
Procur'd  thee — a  new  coat  I 

The  Progress  of  If'igs. 

TIThen  Charles  the  First  the  sceptre  bore. 

Each  grave  divine,  1  trow, 
A  silken  cap  all  sable  wore, 

W^h  nine  straight  hairs  below. 
The  restoration's  jovial  day 

Chang'd  with  the  men,' the  mode. 
And  orih'dox  heads,  in  broad  display. 

The  flaxen  buckle  show'd. 
In  Anna's  reign,  from  general  view 

Th'  enormous  flaxens  fled  : 
And  lo  !  perukes  of  milk-white  hue 

Succeeded  in  their  stead. 

These  too  incurr'd,  by  lapse  of  years. 

Disuse,  thft'  not  di'sgrace  ; 
New  clerical  brows  requir'd  new  gears. 

And  grizzles  took  their  place. 

Yet  still  the  wig's  full  form  retain'J 

The  feaiher'd  foretop's  peak  *. 
Vet  still  the  solemn  bush  remain'd 

To  flank  the  rosy  check. 

But  now  I  f*)rgive  the  conscious  muse. 

That  feels  her  verse  too  bold  : 
What  fashions  modern  reverends  use. 

You  need  not  here  be  told. 

Tht)'  new  their  taste,  while  they  adopt 

Their  ^ood  forefathers  ways; 
Th«.'  frizzled,  the  curl'd,  the  bald,  the  cropt. 

Have  all  their  claim  to  |)raise. 

The  Effect  of  Pulpit  Elocjucncc, 
A    VETERAN  gambler,  in  a  tempest  caught, 
■^^  Once  in  his  life  a  church's  siielter  sought 
Where  many  an  hint  pathetically  grave. 
On  Life's  jnecarious  lot  tiie  prcaciier  a:ave. 
The  sermon  ended,  and  the  storm  all  spent, 
J  lome  trudg'd  oldCog-d!e,rea -oningas  he  went- 
"  Strict  truth,"  quoth  he,  **  this  rev'rend  sage 

"  declar'd, 
'*  I  feel  conviction,  and  will  be  prepar'd  ; 
'•  Nor  e'er  henceforth— ^ci nee  life    thus  steal? 


What  think  you,  sirs,  of  taxc:^  ? 

•  Spoken  a:  Merchant  Taylors'  School. 


Give  credit  for  a  bet — beyond  a  d;«y !"  [away, 


Cui 
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Case  in  the  Consfifutioval  Court. 

ArARMBE,  as  record*  report. 
Most  hugely  (lisconiciiied. 
His  vicar  at  the  Bishop's  C'ouit 

For  gross  neglect  presented. 
*'  Our  former  priest,  my  Lord,"  he  said, 

**  Each  Sunday  the  jtar  round, 
**  Some  Greek  in  his  di»r.ourses  nad, 

*'  And  cliarming  was  llie  sound  ! 
'*  Not  such  our  present  parson's  jhiMse, 

**  No  Greek  does  he  apply  ; 
'*  But  says  in  English  all  he  says, 

**  As  you  might  speak,  or  1. 

•*  And  yet  for  this  so  simple  stvlc, 
**  He  claims  each  tvthe  and  due  ; 

•*  Pigs,  pippins,  pouftry,  all  the  while, 
**  And  Easter  offerings  too  !" 

'*  You're  skill'd  in  languages,  I  guess," 

Th'  amaz'd  diocesan  cry'd  : 
**  I  know  no  language,   more  or  less," 

The  surly  clown  reply 'd. 

*•  But  Greek,  I've  heard  the  learned  say, 

**  Surpasses  all  the  rest ; 
•*•  And  since  *iis  for  the  best  we  jmy, 

*'  We  ought  to  have  the  best." 


On  a  natural  Orotic,  near  a  deep  Stream. 

HKALTH,rose-lipp'd  chcrub,haunt8  this  spot, 
She  slumlKrrs  oft  in  vondcr  nook  : 
If  in  the  shade  you  timl  ficr  not, 
Plunj^e— and  you'll  fnul  her  in  \he  broc  .  . 


On  a  Lady  tclto  beat  her  Ilushaud. 

r^OMv.  hither.  Sir  George,  ray  picture  is  here, 
^^  What  think  you,  my  love?  don't  it  strike 

you  ? 
I  can't  say  it  does,  just  at  present,  my  dear. 
Bull  tliiuk  it  toon  will,  it'ssp  like  you. 


W 


llTiat  it  a:i  Epigr^am  ? 

II AT  is  an  cpij'ram  ?  a  dwarfish  wliole^ 
Its  body  brevity,  and  wit  its  souj. 


W 


zeal? 


All  not  Gold  thai  gli/ter 

'HY  slceps.bcnumb'd,  the  conscious  njind? 
When  social  good  craves,  virtue 
Whoe'er  can  bcuelit  mankind, 

Is  Heav'n's  trustee,  for  human  weal. 
To  hide  true  worth  from  public  view. 
Is  burying  diamonds  in  their  mine  : 
All 's  not  gold  lint  shines,  'tis  true  ; 
But  all  that  is  gold— om«^A/  to  shi/ir  ! 


On  Hope.  Avon. 

TJoPE,  heav'n-liorn  cherub,  still  aj7])ears, 
'*•'■  Ilowe'tnr  mibfortune  seems  to  lower: 
Her  smile  the  threai'ningien)|'«  .t  cKars, 
And  is  the  rainbow  of  the  . inv.vir. 


ALONG  way  off  Lucinda  striko?  the  mcni 
As  bhe  draws  near. 
And  one  sees  clear, 
A  long  way  otf — one  wishes  her  again. 


^r^ 


]3y  Mr.  p.  DoDD. 


Toe  nates  a  hypocrite.     It  shews 
^  Self-love  is  not  a  fault  of  Joe's* 


To  a  livitig  Author. 
TToUR  comedy  I've  road,  my  friend, 
■^    And  like  the  half  you  pillcr'd  bestj 
But  sure  the  piece  you  yoi  may  mend. 
Take  courage,  man  !  and  steal  the  rest. 


On  a  Perxon  not  celebrated  for  hi <i  1'eracilu. 
N  Tuesday  next,  snys  Tom  to  Ned, 
I'll  dino  wiili  you  and  take  a  bed  : 
Yon  may  believe  bun.  Will  replies, 
M'hcre'er  Torn  dines  he  always  lies. 


O 


loiitatrd  from  thi  French. 
Bt/  IVr.lWoDD. 

tJis  last  great  debt  is  paid — poor  Tom's  no 

more  ; 
Last  debt !  Tom  never  paid  a  debt  before. 

%  Theomiilus  Swift,  Esq. 
1  he  rooted  aversion  entertained  by  the  late  Jiulf^r 
Robinson,  of  the  King's  Bench,  in  IrtJand,  v 
the  volunteers   of  that    country,  in  tlir    ^  • 
17fsO,  is  well  known.     The  foirowinj;  «; 
was  occiisioncd  hy  a  circumstance  that  .' 
tr)ok  place  about  that  period  in  the  court  v;hci  c 
he  was  then  sitting. 

•'  n^HAT   soldier  so  rude,    he  swaggers   in 

■■■  "  scarlet ; 

•*  Put  him  out  of  tlie  court ;  I'll  imprison  the 

"  varlet." 
*'  A  soldier  I'm  not,"  quoth  the  hero  in  red; 
"  No  soldier,  my  Lord,  but  an  ofticcr  I, 
"  A  cnptainwhocarries  hi",  sword  on  his  thigh. 
Stern  Robinson  then,  witli  sarcastical  sneer, 
Roll'dhis  sharp cnglc-eye on  the  vain  vohinleer, 
And  *•  TinstalT,"  he  cried,  as  the  captain  grew 

bolder, 
"  Out,  oui  with  ihat  oj/'ccr  u'ho  w  no  soldier. ' 


On  two  heautiful  Sisters  who  were  drowned  at 

■     Sea. 
Xl/'HAT  to  the  faithless  ocean  now  is  due  ? 
It  gave  one  V'euus,  aiul  hR.>  tak'^n  two ! 


Bnrjittins. 


■JVTkd's  thrifty  spouse,  her  taste  to  please, 
•*-^    With  rival  dames  at  auctions  vies  j 
Ischarm'd  with  cv'ry  thing  she  sees, 
And  ev'ry  tliii>g  she  sct-j  "Ave  buys. 


Nc 
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Ned  feds  atev'ry  sale  enchanted. 

Such  cosily  wares!  so  wisely  sought  I 

J3oue;ht  heciiuse  they  may  be  wajucd, 
Wanted  because  ilx.y  may  be  bought 
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A  Question  and  an  Answer. 
Tack  drinks  fine  wines,  wears  modish  cloatb- 
^^  ing. 

But,  nriihee,  where  lies  Jack's  estate? 
In  Algebra,  for  there  I  found  of  late, 
A  quantity  call'd  less  than  nothing. 

On  a  ready  Writer. 
Tim  writes  his  verses  with  more  speed 
V    Than  the  printer's  boy  can  set  'em  y 
Quite  as  fast  as  we  can  read. 

And  only  not  so  fast  as  we  forffet  'em. 


"XIThat  rise  again  with  all  one's  bones  ? 
^^    Quoth  Giles.     I  hope  you  fib: 
I  trusted  when  I  went  to  Heaven, 
To  go  without  my  rib. 


On  a  lad  Singer. 

QwANS  sins;  before  they  die-— 'twere  no  bad 

»^        thing 

Should  certain  persons  die  before  they  sing. 


On  a  modern  Dramntisi, 

NOT  for  the  stage  his  plays  are  fit. 
But  suit  the  closet,  said  a  wit. 
The  closet?  said  his  friend,  I  wee^ 
The  wuler-c\QSQ.\.  'tis  vou  mean. 


EPIGRAMS.     From  the  Greek. 

"NToT  twice  three  years  I  told,  when  fate 
"^^    Snatch'd  me  from  my  mother's  breast 
O  weep  not,  reader!  for  if" short  my  date. 
Short  are  my  sorrows,  long  my  rest. 


From  the  mmct  another. 

t3uT  five  years  old- — sweet  babe,  adieu! 
*^  Beneath  thy  sod  repose ; 
Jjittle  of  life  poor  Henry  knew, 
'   Yet  'scap'd  from  all  its  woes. 


Anothi 


B 


USY,  thoughtless,  playful,  I, 
Uttle  dreaming  danger  nigh. 
Was  plac'd,  ere  twice  three  years  had  gone. 
By  cruel  death,  beneath  this  stone. 
Yet  weep  not,  weep  not,  parents  dear, 
No  pains  nor  cares  shall  enter  here  j 
if  little  of  life's  joys  I  knew, 
po  Httle  of  its  sojrrows  top. 


nno  death  man  is  doom'd  by  the  order  of  oa- 
■*•  turc. 

And  like  him  all  around  him  must  die  ; 
Nay,  if  ihey  should  remain, //r,  poor  pcri«hin|j 
creature,  [lie. 

To  the  earth  must  return,  in  her  boiom  t« 


From  the  Greek. 

nno    the  happy  and  prosperous  life'*  but  % 
■*■    So  (juickly  the  years  pass  away;        [span. 
To   the  wretched,   forsaLen,  disease-toiiur'd 
man. 
An  age  is  involv'd  in  a  day. 


From  the  Greek. 

Di.AME  not  love,  as  fraught  with,  care. 

Cease,  ye  lovers,  thus  to  moan  j 
Lif^lit  aiid  Joy  Love's  daughters  are. 
The  Woes  from  Folly  spring  alone. 


JBis  dot  qui  cito  dat. 

r^  IVE  quickly,  if  you  give  at  all, 
^-^  Or  you  shall  me  ungrateful  call. 

Another  on  the  s(ime. 
r^  RANT  quickly  your  boon.  Sir,  as  soon  as  I 
^-^         ask. 
Or  else  to  be  thankful  will  prove  a  hard  task. 


Another. 


pRAY  make  no  such  fuss  in  granting  ywa 

^  boon  ; 

He  doubles  his  gift  who  grants  It  mc  soon. 


Another. 


r^ALL  again,  call  again,  when  I  knock  at  yoor 
^         door,  [whore. 

Cries  your  insolent  footman,  that  son  of  a 
Thus  attendance  1  dance,  like  a  slave  in  all 
vveather,  [leather. 

And  lose  doubts  the  gift  in  the  loss  of  shoe 


Spoken^  extempore  to  a  Lady,  on  being  asked 

'  tchat  this  World  was  like. 
npHis  world  is  a  prison  in  ev'ry  respect, 
■*•    Whose  walls  arc  the  heavens  iu  common; 
The  gaoler  is  sin,  and  the  prisoners  men, 

women. 


The  Thief. 
T  TELL,  with  equal  truth  and  grief, 
^  That  little  Kiit's  an  arrant  thief; 
Before  the  urchin  well  could  go. 
She  stoic  the  whiteness  of  the  snow ; 


And 


SCO 
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And  more»^that  whiteness  to  adorn. 
She  stole  the  blushes  of  the  morn  ; 
Stole  all  the  softness  i?iiher  pours 
On  primrose  buds,  in  vernal  sho«  'rs. 

.There's  no  repeating  all  her  wiloe  : 
She  stole  the  Graces*  winning  smiles  ; 
T\vas  quickly  seen  she  robb'd  the  sky. 
To  plant  a  star  in  either  eye; 
Shepilfcr'd  orient  pearl  for  teeth. 
And  stole  the  cow's  ambrosial  breath; 
The  cherry,  steep'd  in  morning;  dew, 
Gare moisture  toher  lips  and  hue. 

These  were  her  infant  spoils ;  n  store 
To  which,  in  time,  she  added  more: 
At  twelve  she  stole  from  Cy{>rus'  Qucea 
Here  air  and  love-commandmj;  mien  ; 
Stole  Juno's  dignity;  and  stole. 
From  Pallas,  sense  to  charm  the  soul ; 
She  sung — amax'd  the  Syrens  heard. 
And  to  as»ert  their  voice  appear'd  ; 
She  play'd— the  Miises  from  their  hill 
Wonde'r'd  who  thus  had  stole  their  skill ; 
Apollo's  wit  was  next  her  prey. 
And  then  rise  beams  that  light  the  day  ; 
"While  Jove,  her  pilfering  thefts  to  crown, 
Pronounc'd  these  beauties  all  her  own, 
Pardon'd  her  crimes,  and  prais'd  her  art; 
And  t'  other  day  she  stole — mv  heart. 

Cupid !  if  lovers  are  thy  care. 
Revenge  thy  votary  on  the  fair; 
Do  justice  on  her  stolen  charms. 
And  let  her  prison  be — my  arms. 


Beauty's  Value.  Shakspeare. 

T>EAUTy  is  but  a  vain,  a  fleeting  good, 
■^  A  shining  ^loss  that  faded  suddenly; 
A  flow'r  that  dies  when  almost  in  the  hud, 

A  brittle  glass  that  brcaketh  pr(-.cntly. 
A  fleeting  good,  a  gloss,  a  glass,  a  flow'r. 
Lost,  faded,  broken,  dead,  within  an  hour. 
As  gowds  when  lost  we  know  are  <;ol(loni  found, 

As  fading  gloss  no  rubbing  can  excite ; 
As  flow'rs  when  dead  arc  lram])led  on  the 
ground. 

As  broken  glass  no  cement  can  unite; 
So  beauty,  blcmishd  once,  is  c\cr  lost. 
In  spile  of  physic,  painting,  pains,  and  cost. 


On  the  frequent  Drfcals  of  the  French  Army  in 
the  last  ffar.      An  Epij^ram. 

HPhr  toast  ofeaqh Briton  in  war'sdrcad  alarms, 

■*"   O'er  bottle  or  howl ,  is  success  to  our  arms ; 

Attack'd,  put  to  flight,  and  soon  forc'd  fiom 

e^ach  trench. 
Success  to  our  legs  is  the  toast  of  the  French. 


Epitaph  on  a  Scolding  Jflfe, 
TJCRE  lies  my  wife ;  poor  MnlK  1  let  her  lie : 
^^  She  fiuds  repose  ai  last— and  so  do  I. 


A  Sailor  having  hcen  sentenced  to  the  Caf'o\ 
Nine  Tails,  nhcn  tied  ready  for  Puniihrnent, 
spoke  the  fnlloicin^  Lines  to  his  Commander, 
who  had  an  Aversion  to  a  Cat. 

D  Y  your  honour's  command,  an  example  I 
^        stand 

Of  your  justice  to  all  the  ship's  crew; 
I  am  namper'd  and  stript,  and  if  I  am  whipt, 

'Tis  no  more  than  I  own  is  my  due. 
In  this  scurvy  condition,  I  humbly  petition 

To  offer  some  lines  to  your  eye : 
Merry  Tom  by  such  trash  once-avoided  the  lash. 

And,  if  fate  and  you  please,  so  may  I. 

There  is  nothing  vow  hate,  I'm  inform'd,  like      g 
a  cat  ;        '  ^ 

Why  your  honour's  aversion  is  mine: 
If  puss'  the^  with  one  tail  can  make  vour  heart 
fail, 
O  save  mc  from  that  which  has  nine!  ) 

"^        N.  B.  He  was  pardoned, 


On  a  certain  Lady's  Stiaiy. 
nro  Chine's  study  shall  we  go, 
*     (For  ladies  have  their  studies  now) 
O  what  a  splendid  sight  is  there! 
'Twould  make  the  dullest  hermit  stare; 
There  stand,  all  rang'd  in  proud  arrav, 
F.ach'Frenoh  romance,  and  modern  play  ; 
Love's,  magazine  of  flames  and  darts. 
Whole  histories  of  eves  and  hearts : 
But  O  !  view  well  the  outward  scene. 
You'll  never  need  to  look  within  ; 
\yiial  Chloe  loves  she  plainlv  shews. 
Fur,  lo!  her  verv  books  are  Beaus. 


An  Epigram. 
^HE  lofty  oak  from  a  small  acorn  grows. 
And  to  the  skies  ascends  with  spreading 
boughs ; 

As  years  increase,  it  shades  th'  extended  plain. 
Then  big  with  death  and  vengeance,  plough* 

the  main : 
Hence  rises  fame,  and  safety  to  our  shore ; 
And  from  an  acorn  springs  firitannia's  ])Ow'r. 


The  Modern  Courtier. 

RAY  say  what's  that  which  smirking  trips 

this  way, 

Thatpowdcr'd  thing,  so  neat,  so  trim,  so  gay  ? 
Adorn'd   with  tambour'd  vest,  and  spangled 

sword. 
That  supple  servile  tiling? — O!  that's  a  Lord  ! 
You  jest — that  thing  a  Peer?  an  English  Peer? 
Who  ought  (with  head,  estate,  and  conscience 

clear) 
Either  in  ^nive  debate,  or  hardy  fight, 
p-irmly  mainUiiii  a  frcc-born  people's  right  ; 
Surely  those  lorrls  were  of  another  breed 
Who  met  th«ir  monarch  John,atRunuemedc ; 

And, 
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And,  clad  In  steel,  thf  ro  In  a  glorious  hour 
Made  the  curst  tyrant  feci  the  |>eoplc's  pow'r ; 
Made  him  confess,  hcneatli  that  awful  rod. 
Their  voice  united  is  the  voice  of  God. 


^Epiiapkonaleaut  Iful  and  virtuout  young  Lady. 
Cleep  soft  in  dust,  wait  tlj' Almighty's  will, 
"^  Then  rise  unchang'd,  and  be  an  angel  still. 


An  Epitaph  on  a  pour  lut  honest  Man. 

Ctop,  reader,  here,  and  deign  to  look 
^  On  one  without  a  name. 
Ne'er  enter'd  in  the  ample  book 
Of  fortune  or  of  fame. 

Studious  of  peace,  he  hated  strife; 

Meek  virtues  fill'd  his  breast ; 
His  coat  of  arms,  "  a  spotless  life," 

*'  An  honest  heari"  his  crest. 

Quartcr'd  therewith  was  innocence; 

And  thus  his  motto  ran  : 
**  A  conscience  void  of  all  offence 

*'  Before  both  God  and  man." 

In  the  great  day  of  wrath,  the'  pride 

Now  scorns  his  peflij;rec  ; 
Thousands  shall  wish  they'd  been  allied 

To  thib  great  family. 


H 


An  Epitaph  on  a  very  idle  Fellow. 
From  Cambden. 
ERE  lieth  one  that  once  was  born  and  cried. 
Liv'd  se\  eral  years,  and  then — and  then- 


he  died. 


W 


T7ic  Picture  oj"  Slander. 

HAT  mortal   but  Slander,   that  serpent, 
hath  stung,  [tongue? 

AThose  teeth  are  sharp  arrows,  a  razor  her 
The  poison  of  asps  her  vivid  lip  loads. 
The  rattle  of  snakes  with  the  spittle  of  toads  : 
Her  throat  is  an  open  sepulchre  ;  her  legs 
Set  hatching  of  vipers,  and  cockatrice  eggs  ; 
Her  sting  is  a  scorpion's ;  like  hvena  she'll  cry; 
With  thr  car  of  an  adder,  a  basilisk's  eye  ; 
The  n\ou;h  of  a  moi»key,  the  hug  of  a  bear. 
The  chat  of  a  parrot,  the  head  of  a  hare  ; 
The  wing  of  a  magpye,  the  snout  of  a  hog. 
The  feet  of  a  mole,  and  the  tail  of  a  dog; 
Her  claw  is  a  tyger's,  her  forehead  is  brass, 
With  the  hisj  of  a  goose,  and  the  bray  of  an 
ass. 


On  a  Covetous  old  Parson. 

f^tiES  Spintext,  ia  spleen,  **  This  public  do- 
^^  '      nation 

Methiiilo  favours  much  of  vain  ostentation  ; 
Q — dl)les9  me!    fi^  pounds  !    Why  the  sum 
is  immense!  [tenc*;. 

And  for  pity,  mere  pity!  'lis  show  and  pre- 


Whcn  I  do  an  alms,  fame's  trump«l  ne'er 
blows,  [knows; 

What  ray  right  Iwnd  is  doing,  my  left  never 
All  my  gifts  I  bestow  it\  so  private  a  way. 
That  when,  how,  or  where,  no  mortal  can  say.** 
Spintext,  it  is  true,  has  such  art  to  conceal-' 

'em,  [feci 

That  his  parish  ne'er  sec,  nor  the  poor  nev< 
And  thus  he  makes  sure  that  none  shall 
veal  'em. 


an  sav." 
iJceal-\ 
'cm,  I 

Qevcr  V 

JllT-i 


Epigram  to  a  pretended  Friend^  and  real 
Enemy. 

'T^H  Y  hesitating  tongue  and  doubtful  face 
"*■    Shew  all  thy  kindness  to  be  mere  grimace. 
Throw  off  the  mask ;  at  once  be  foe  or  fritnd; 
'Tis  base  to  sooth,  when  malice  is  the  end  ; 
The  rock  that's  seen  gives  the  poor  s;i i lor  dreaif. 
But  double  terror  that  whjch  hides  itb  head. 


On  a  TomVstonc  in  Essex. 
TTeRe  lies  the  man  Riihard, 
•*^     And  Mary  his  wife; 
Their  surname  was  Pritchard  ; 

Thev  liv'd  without  strife  ;    . 
And  the  reason  was  plain — • 

They  abounded  in  riches; 
They  no  care  had  nor))ain, 

And  the  wife  work  the  breeches. 


To  Lady  -Mary   Worthy  Montagu, 
By  Mr.  Pope. 
T\-  beauty  or  wit,  no  mortal  as  yet 
■*•  To  question  your  empire  has  dar'd  ; 
But  men  of  discerning  have  thought  that  in 
learning 
To  yield  to  a  lady  was  hard. 
Impertinent  schools,  with  musty  dull  rules. 

Have  reading  to  females  denied  ; 
So  papists  refuse  the  Bible  to  use. 

Lest  flocks  should  be  wise  as  their  guide. 

'Tvvas  woman  at  first  (indeed  she  was  curst) 

In  knowledge  that  tasted  delight; 
And  sages  agree,  the  laws  should  decree 

To  the  first  of  possessors  the  right. 
Then  bravely,  fair  dame,  resume  the  old  qiaim. 

Which  to  your  whole  sex  docs  belong: 
And  let  menVeccivc  from  a  second  bright  Ev« 

The  knowledge  of  right  and  of  wrong. 
But  if  the  first  Eve  hard  doom  did  receive. 

When  only  one  apple  had  she ;  [y^"* 

Whar  punisriraent  new,  shall  be  found  out  for 

Who,  tasting,  have  roi)b'd  the  whole  tree? 

Onthd  Death  of  a  ff^fr,  a  notnlle  Scold  and  a 
Shrciv.      By  the  Ifushand. 
"ITTe  liv'd  one-and -twenty  year 

''       As  man  and  wife  together; 
I  could  no  longer  keep  her  here  ; 
She's  gone — I  know  not  whitlicr. 

Could 
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Could  I  but  pucss,  I  do  protest, 

I  speak  it  not  to  flatter; 
Of  all  the  women  in  the  world 

I  never  would  come  at  her. 
Her  body  is  bestowed  well, 

A  handsome  grave  doth  hide  her  j 
And  sure,  her  soul  is  not  in  hell — 

The  devil  would  ne'er  abide  her. 
I  rather  think  she*s  soar'd  aiofi ; 

For  in  the  last  great  thunder 
Methought  I  heard  her  very  ^  oice 

Rending  the  clouds  in  sunder. 

The  Rose.     By  Mr.  Ph i  l i  rs. 
'T'HE  rose's  age  is  but  a  dav, 
*    Its  bloom  the  pledge  of  its  dccny  j 
Sweet  in  scent,  in  colour  bright, 
It  blows  at  morn,  and  fades  at  iiight. 
hnilatedlij  Dr.  Swift. 
My  age  is  not  a  moment's  stny. 
My  birth  the  same  with  my  cUcayj 
1  savour  ill ;  no  colour  know  ; 
And  fade  the  instant  that  I  blow. 


A  Boston  Kpi^rnm — HYittcn  in  177-1. 
I'o  the  Ministry. 
^ou'vE  sent  a  rod  to  Massachusset, 
•*•    Thinkin<T  the  Americans  wil!  buss  it ; 
JJiit  much  1  lear  for  Britain's  sake, 
That  this  same  rod  will  prove  a  su^ikc. 


J^Jjifaph  on  Mr.  Thomas  Ilammmul,   a  Parish 
Clcrkt  a  f;ood  Maiu  and  an  c.in  ih  at  Bach 
pamnum  Plotter  \  who  vuui  sun  ceded  in  his 
Oj^cc  lif  a  Mr,  Trice. 

"Dy  ihc  ch.Tuec  of  the  die, 

*^  On  his  lack  here  doth  lie 

Our  most  audible  clerk,  Master  Hammond; 

Tho'  he  lore  many  men. 

Till  threescore  and  ten. 

Yet  at  length  he  by  Death  Is  lacn-gammoTi'd. 

But,  hark  I  neighbours,  hark ! 
Here  again  comes  the  clerk ; 

By  a  hii  very  lucky  and  nice. 
With  death  we're  now  even  ; 
He  just  siepp'd  to  heaven. 

And  is  with  us  again  in  a  Trick. 


Whose  master  took  care  lo  teach  it  to  swcar» 
As  his  mistress  had  taught  it  to  pratc- 

If  comnlaint  should  be  made  of  the  place  where 
ne  's  laid. 

Poor  Bcitv  is  onlv  in  fault; 
Poor  Betty,  lo  save  the  cxpence  of  a  grave. 

Thought  proper  to  choose  it  a  vault. 
To  preserve  its  dear  fame.for  time  without  name, 

Ilis  mistress,  still  kinder  and  kinder, 
Dcclar'd  wiih  a  tear,  she  'd  never  come  here. 

Without  leaving  something  behind  her. 


Epitaph  on  Ladv  Molrsworth,  who  was  lurrit  fo 
Death  hy  a  Fire  which  Irokeouf  in  her  Dwel- 
ling-House, London,  the  6th  of  May,  jybS. 
A    PEERLESS  matron,  pride  of  female  life, 
^*"  In  cv'ry  state,  as  widow,  maid,  or  wife. 
Who,  wedded  to  threescore,  jjreserv'd  her  fame: 
She  liv'd  a  Phopnix,  and  expir'd  in  flame. 


On  Mafrimony.      An  Epigram. 
Pom  praiVd  his  friend,  who  chang'd  his  statCj 
'•    For  binding  fast  himself  and  Kate 

In  union  so  divine  ; 
Wedlock  'a  the  end  of  life,"  he  cry'd  ; 
Too  true,  ali)s!"  said  Jack,  and  sigh'd, 

**  'Twill  be  the  end  of  mine." 


An  Epitaph  on  the  Death  of  a  favor/rife  Parrot 
that  icas  found  in  a  Nccessary-JIjusc. 
EWE  safe  lie  interr'd  the  remains  of  a  bird, 
Who  submits  to  all-conquering  faa'  j 


H' 


Fcrses  supposed  fo  be  ir  rift  en  hy  Alexander  Sel- 
kirk,  during. his  solitary  Alodw  in  the  Is/and 
of  Juan  Fernandez.  CoWPER. 

I  AM  monarch  of  all  I  survey, 
Mv  right  there  is  none  to  dispute. 

From  the  centre  all  round  lo  the  sen, 
I  am  lord  of  the  fowl  and  the  brute. 

0  solitude!  where  are  the  charms 
That  sages  have  seen  in  thv  faoe? 

Better  dwell  in  the  midst  of  alarms. 
Than  reign  in  this  horrible  place. 

1  am  out  of  humanity's  reach, 

1  musi  iinish  my  journey  alone. 
Never  hear  the  sweet  music  of  speech, 

I  start  at  the  sound  of  my  own. 
The  beasts  that  roam  over  the  plain. 

My  form  with  indifl'erencc  sec; 
They  are  so  unacquainted  with  man, 

Thfjir  taniencss  is  shockiuij  to  me. 
Society,  friendship,  and  love. 

Divinely  bestou'd  upon  man, 
O  had  I  the  wings  of  a  dove. 

How  $oon  would  I  taste  you  again! 
Mv  sorrows  I  then  might  assuage 

In  the  waysof  rcligioti  and  truth. 
Might  learn  from  the  wisdom  of  age. 

And  bcehccr'd  by  the  sallies  of  youth. 

Religion!  what  treasure  untold 

Resides  in  that  heavenly  word! 
More  precious  than  silver  and  gold. 

Or  all  that  this  earth  can  afford. 
But  the  sound  of  the  clmrch-going  br-ll 

These  vallies  and  rorks  never  heard. 
Ne'er  sigh'd  at  the  sound  of  a  knell. 

Or  smil'd  when  a  sabbath  appear'd. 

Ye  winds  that  have  made  me  your  sport, 

Con\ey  to  this  desolate  shore 
Some  cordial  endearing  report 

Of  a  land  1  shall  visit  uo  more. 

My 
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My  friends — do  they  now  and  then  send 

A  wish  or  a  thought  after  me? 
O  tell  me  1  vet  have  a  friend, 

Though  a  friend  1  am  never  to  see. 
How  fleet  is  a  glance  of  the  mind  ! — 

Compar'd  with  the  speed  of  its  flight. 
The  tempest  itself  lags  behind. 

Ami  the  swift-winged  arrows  of  light. 
When  I  think  of  my  own  nan^'e  land. 

In  a  moment  I  seem  to  be  there  > 
But,  alas!  recollection  at  hand. 

Soon  hurries  me  buck  to  despair. 
But  the  sea-fowl  is  cone  to  hernet.t, 

The  beast  is  laid  down  in  his  lair, 
Ev'n  here  is  a  season  of  rest. 

And  I  to  my  cabin  repair. 

There  is  mercy  in  every  place, 

And  mercy,' encouraging  thought  1 

Gives  even  afHictioii  a  grace, 
And  reconciles  man  to  his  lot. 


Ode  to  Peace.  Cowper. 

/^OME,  peace  of  miml,  delightful  guest  I 
^^  Return  and  make  thy  dovrny  neat 

Once  more  in  this  sad  heart : 
Nor  riches  I  nor  pow'r  pursue. 
Nor  hold  forbidden  joys  in  view. 

We  therefore  need  not  part. 
Where  wilt  thou  dwell,  if  not  with  me. 
From  avVice  and  ambition  free. 

And  pleasure's  fatal  wiles? 
For  whom,  alas  !  dost  thou  prepare 
The  sweets  that  I  was  wont  to  share — 

The  banquet  of  thy  smiles  ? 

The  great,  the  gay,  shall  they  partake 
The  heaven  that  thou  alone  canst  make? 

And  wilt  thou  quit  the  stream 
That  murmurs  through  the  dewy  mead. 
The  grove  and  the  sequestered  sKed, 

To  Jbe  a  guest  with  them  ? 
For  thee  I  planted,  thee  1  priz'd. 
For  thee  1  gladly  sacrific'd 

Whate'er  I  hjv'd  before ; 
And  shall  I  see  thee  start  away. 
And  helpless,  hoi)eless,  hear  thee  say — 

Farewcl !   we  meet  no- more? 


W 


Human  Frailty.  Cow  per. 

'eak  and  irresolute  is  man; 
The  purpose  of  to-day. 
Woven  with  paiiis  into  his  plan. 

To-morrow  rends  away. 
The  bow  well  bent,  and  smart  the  spring. 

Vice  seems  already  slain  ; 
But  passion  rudely  sriaps  the  string, 
And  it  revives  again. 

Some  foe  to  his  upright  intent 

Finds  out  his  weajtcr  part; 
Virtue  engages  his  assent. 

But  pleasure  win3  his  Iieaiti 


Tis  here  the  folly  of  the  wise 

Throueh  all  his  art  we  view  j 
And  while  his  tongue  the  charge  denies^ 

His  conscience  owns  it  true. 
Bound  on  a  voj-age  of  awful  length. 

And  dai^;*cr«  little  known, 
A  stranger  to  superior  strength, 

Man  vainly  trusts  his  own. 
But  oars  alone  can  ne'er  prevail 

To  reach  the  distant  coast  j 
The  breath  of  heaven  must  swell  the  salt. 

Of  all  the  toil  is  lost. 


O 


On  observinf^  some  Names  of  little  Note  recorded 
in  the  Biographia Britnnnica.     Cowper. 
FOND  attempt  to  give  a  deathless  lot 
To  names  ignoble,  born  to  be  forgot  1 
In  vain  recorded  in  historic  page. 
They  court  the  notice  of  a  future  age  : 
Th«se  twinkling  tiny  lustres  of  the  land 
Drop  one  by  one  from  fame 's  neglecting  hand  ! 
Lethsean  giilphs  receive  them  as  they  fall, 
And  dark  oblivion  soon  absorbs  them  all. 

So  when  a  child,  as  playful  children  use. 
Has  burnt  to  tinder  a  stale  last  year's  news. 
The  flame  extiivct,  he  views  the  roving  fire. 
There  goes  my  lady,  and  there  goes  the  'squire; 
There  goes  the  parson,  O  illustrious  spark  ! 
And  there,  scarce  less  illustrious,  goes  ine  clerk. 

Tli e  Nightingale  and  Glow-  Worm.     Cow P I H. 
A    NIGHTINGALE,  that  all  day  long 
■^   Had  cheer'^d  the  village  with  his  song. 
Nor  yet  at  eve  his  note  suspended. 
Nor  yet  when  even -tide  was  ended. 
Began  to  feel,  as  well  he  might. 
The  keen  demands  of  appetite  ; 
When  looking  eagerly  around,^ 
lie  .'^pied  far  off,  upon  the  ground, 
A  something  shining  in  the  dark. 
And  knew  the  glow-worm  by  his  spark  ; 
J^o,  stooping  down  iVom  ha\vthorn  top. 
He  thought  to  pur  him  in  his  crop; 
The  worm,  a%vare  of  his  intent, 
Harangu'd  him  thus,  right  eloquent : 

Did  \o\\  admire  my  lamji,  quoth  he. 
As  much  as  I  your  minstrelsy. 
You  would  abhor  to  do  me  wrong. 
As  much  as  I  to  spoil  your  song; 
For  'twas  the  self-ijHme  Pow'r  divine 
Taught  you  to  sing,  and  me  to  shine. 
Thai  you  with  music,  I  with  light, 
Might  beautify  and  cheer  the  night. — 
The  Songster  heard  his  short  oration. 
And,  warbling  out  his  approbation, 
Keleas'd  him,  as  my  story  tells. 
And  found  a  supper  somewhere  else. 

Hence  jarring  sectaries  may  learn 
Their  real  int'rest  to  discern  : 
That  brother  should  not  w-ir  with  brother. 
And  worry  and  devour  each  other. 
But  sing  and  shmr  by  sweet  consent. 
Till  life's  poor  transient  tiighi  is  spent, 

Kv-.pecting 
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Resi)«crinK  in  each  other's  case 
The  gifts  of  nature  and  of  grace. 

TliOBC  Christians  best  dcserAC  the  name 
Who  studiously  make  peace  their  aim  j 
Peace,  both  the  duty  and  the  pri/.e 
Of  him  that  creeps  and  him  that  Hiest. 


Gn  a  Goldjinch  starved  to  Death  in  his  Cage. 

C'owPEn. 

rpiME  was  when  I  was  free  as  air, 
•■•  Tlie  thistle's  downy  seed  n)y  t.irc. 

My  drink  the  morning  dew  j 
I  nerch'd  at  will  on  ev'ry  spray. 
My  form  pontecl,  my  plumage  gay, 

Mv  btraini  for  ever  new. 

But  gaudy  j)lumage,  sprightly  strain. 
And  form  genteel,  were  all  in  vain, 

And  of  a  transient  date  ; 
For  caught  and  cag'd,  an<l  slarv'd  to  death. 
In  dying  sighs  my  litile  breath 

Soon  pass'd  the  wiry  gralc. 

Thanks,  gentle  swain,  for  all  niv  woes. 
And  thanks  for  this  eflVctual  «losc 

And  cnre  of  cv'ry  ill  ! 
[More  cruelty  could  none  express  ; 
And  I,  if  von  had  shewn  me  lc>-s. 

Had  been  your  prisoner  still. 


The  Pinr-applc  and  the  Bcr. 

n^liH  pine-applcs in  triple  row 
■*■    Were  basking  hot  and  all  in  blow  : 
A  bee  of  most  discerning  taste 
Perceiv'd  the  fragrance  as  he  pass'd. 
On  eager  wing  the  spoiler  came, 
And  search'd  for  crannies  in  the  frame  j 
Urg'd  his  attempt  on  ev'rv"  side. 
To  cv'rv  pane  his  trunk  applied  ; 
But  stifl  m  rain,  the  frame  was  tight. 
And  only  pervious  tn  the  light. 
Thus  having  wasted  half  the  day, 
J-Ie  rriinm'd  his  flight  another  way. 

Mcthinks,  I  said,  in  ihcc  I  hud 
The  sin  and  madness  of  mankind  ; 
T(»  joy«  forbidden  man  aspires. 
Consumes  his  soul  with  vain  disiicsj 
Folly  the  spring  of  his  pursuit. 
An  J  disappointment  all  the  fruit. 
While  Cvnthio  ogles  as  sh.  p;isscs 
The  nymph  between  two  chariot-glasses. 
She  is  the  pine-apple,  and  he 
The  silly  unsuccessful  bee. 
The  maid  who  views  with  pensive  air 
The  5how-gla<is  fraught  with  glitt'ring  ware, 
Sees  watches,  bracelets,  rings,  nnd  lockets. 
But  sijihs  at  thought  of  empty  pockets  j 
Ijike  thine  her  appetite  is  keen, 
But,  nh,  the  cruel  gkiss  between  ! 

Our  dear  delights  arc  often  such, 
Ex|)Os'd  to  view,  but  not  to  touch  ; 
The  sight  our  foolish  heart  inflames 
We  long  for  pine«.ipplcs  iu  frames. 


With  hopeless  wish  one  looks  and  lingers, 
One  breaks  the  glass,  and  cuts  tus  fmgcrs  ; 
But  they  whouj  truth  and  wisdom  lead, 
Can  gather  honey  from  a  weed. 


The  Poet,  the  Oyster  ^  and  Saw  five  Plant, 

COWPKR. 

A  N  Oyster  cast  upon  the  shore 
■^     A\  as  heard,  though  never  heard  IxTore, 
Complaining  in  a  8|xrech  well  wordctl, 
.\nd  worthy  thus  to  be  recorded  ; 

Ah,  hapless  wretch!  condemn'd  to  dwell 
For  ever  in  my  native  shell, 
Ordain'd  to  hjotc  when  others  please. 
Not  for  my  own  content  or  ease. 
But  toss'd  and  buHctted  about. 
Now  in  the  water,  and  now  out, 
'Twere  better  to  be  born  a  stone 
( )r  ruder  shape  and  feeling  none, 
Tiian  with  a  tenderness  like  mine, 
And>€cnsibilityeo  fine : 
I  envy  that  unfeeling  shrub. 
Fast- rooted  against  cv'ry  rub. 
The  plant  he  meant  grew  not  far  off, 
;\nd  felt  the  sneer  with  scorn  enough  j 
W'as  hurt,disgtisicd,  mortified. 
And  with  asperity  replied. 

When,  cry  the  botanists,  and  stare. 
Did  plants  call'd  sensitive  grow  there  ? 
No  matter  when — a  poet's  nuise  iN 
To  make  them  grow  where  ju.st  she  choo§c*3. 

Von  shapeless  nothing  in  a  dish, 
Vou  that  are  but  almost  a  fish, 
I  scorn  your  coarse  insinuation. 
And  have  most  plentiful  occasion 
To  wish  myself  the  rock  I  view. 
Or  such  another  dolt  as  yon. 
F'or  many  a  grave  and  learned  clerk. 
And  many  a  gay  unlettered  spark, 
U'ith  curious  touch  cxamrncs  me. 
If  I  can  feel  as  well  as  he  ; 
And  when  I  bend,  retire,  and  shrink. 
Says — Well,  'tis  more  than  one  would  think. 
Thus  life  is  spent,  O  lie  upon  't ! 
In  being  touch'd,  and  crMug,  Don't! 

A  poet,  in  bis  even'tng  walk, 
O'erheardand  checked  this  idle  talk.— 
— And  your  fine  sense,  he  suid,  atul  yours, 
\^'hatever  evil  it  endures. 
Deserves  not,  if  so  soon  oiTended, 
Much  to  be  pitied  or  commtiulcd. 
Disputes,  thoirgh  short,  are  far  too  long, 
Where  both  alike  are  in  the  wrong  y 
Your  feelings,  in  their  full  amount. 
Are  all  upon  your  own  account. 

You  in  your  grotto-work  inclos'd 
Complain  of  being  ihns  cxpos'd. 
Yet  nothing  feel  in  lliat  roiigh  root. 
Save  when  the  knife  is  at  your  throat. 
Wherever  driven  by  wind  or  tide. 
Exempt  from  ev'ry  ill  beside. 

And  as  for  you,  my  l^dy  .Squeamish, 
Who  reckon  ev'ry  touch  a  UvuiisJi, 
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If  all  the  plants  that  cr\n  he  fotind 
Kinbcliij-hing  ihe  scene  around 
Should  droop  and  wirluT  wlu-.rc  they  grow. 
You  would  not  foel  at  ;ill,  nut  vou. ' 
The  noldcsi  minds  their  virtue  prove 
Bv  pity,  synipailiy,  and  love. 
'I'hese,  these  are  feelings  trnlv  line. 
And  prove  their  owner  half  divine. 

Mis  ci-nsure  re;ich\i  them  as  he  dealt  it. 
And  each  by  siirinking  shtvv'd  lie  felt  it. 


A 
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A  Fable.        Cowper. 
RwKN,  \v))ile  nith  flossy  breast 
Ilerncw-laid  e;;^sshe  fondly  press'd. 
And  on  her  wicker-work  high  nmuntcd 
1  ler  chickens  jjrcuiuturelv  counted 
(A  fault  philosophers  nifght  blame. 
If  quite  exempted  from  the  sama), 
Knjoy'd  at  ease  the  genial  day  ; 
*Twas  A|)ril,  as  the  bumpkins  sav. 
The  legislature  rall'd  it  Alav. 
But  suddenly  a  wind  as  higli 
As  ever  swejjt  a  winter  skv 
Shook  the  young  leaves  about  her  cars. 
And  fdrd  her  with  a  thousand  fears. 
Lest  the  rude  blast  should  snap  the  bough. 
And  spread  her  golden  hopes  below. 
But  just  at  eve  the  blowing  weather. 
And  all  her  fears  were  hush'd  together  : 
And  now,  quoth  poor  unthinking  llalph, 
'Tis  over,  and  the  brood  is  safe  j 
(For  RavcHS,  though  as  birds  of  omen 
They  teach  both  conj'rors  and  old  women 
To  tell  us  what  is  to  befal. 
Can't  prophesy  themselves  at  all). 
The  morning  came,  when  neighbour  Hodge, 
Who  long  had  mark'd  her  airy  lodge. 
And  destin'd  all  the  treasure  there 
A  gift  to  his  expecting  Fair, 
Climb'd  like  a  squirrel  to  his  prey. 
And  bore  the  worthless  pri/.e  away. 

MORA  L. 

'Tis  Providence  alone  secures. 
In  ev'ry  change,  i)oth  mine  and  yours. 
Safety  consists  not  in  escape 
From  dangers  of  a  frightful  shape  : 
An  earthquake  may  be  bid  to  spare 
The  man  that's  strangled  by  a  hair. 
Fate  steals  along  with  si4ent  tread. 
Found  ofi'nest  in  what  least  we  dread, 
Frowns  in  the  storm  wilhan-jry  brow. 
And  in  the  sunshine  strikes  Uie  blow. 


The  Love  of  the  JF»rld  defccled.     CoWPER. 
'T^nus  says  the  prophet  of  the  Turk  : 

-■•    Good  musselman,  abstam  from  pork  j 
There  is  a  part  in  ev'ry  swine 
No  friend  or  follower'of  mine 
iMay  taste,  whateerhis  inclination. 
On  pain  of  excommunication. 
— Such  Mahomet's  mysterious  cliarge. 
And  thus  he  IcTt  the  point  at  lar;^e.  " 


Had  he  the  sinful  part  expros'.'d, 
Ihcy  might  with  safety  eat  the  rcJtt  t 
But  for  one  piece  they  thought  it  hard 
From  the  whole  hog  t«)  be  deharr'd. 
And  set  their  wit  at' work  to  hnd 
What  joint  the  prophet  had  in  mind. 
Much  controvers)  straight  arose, 
These  choose  the  back,  the  belly  those; 
By  some  'tis  confidently  said 
He  meant  not  to  forbid  the  head  ; 
While  others  at  that  doctrine  rail. 
And  piously  ])refer  the  tail : 
Thus,  conscience  freed  5'rom  ev'ry  clog, 
Mahometans  eat  up  the  hog. 

Vou  laugh — 'tis  well — the  tale  applied 
May  make  you  laugh  on  t'  other  side. 
Henoimce  the  world,  the  preacher  cri^s  : 
We  do,  a  multitude  roplit  s. 
While  one  as  imiocent  regards 
A  snug  and  friendly  game  at  cards  j 
And  one,  whatever  you  may  say. 
Can  see  no  evil  in  a  j)lay  ;  " 

Some  love  a  concert,  or  a  race. 
And  others,  shooting  and  the  chase. 
Revil'd  and  lov'd,  reuounc'd  and  followed. 
Thus  bit  by  bit  the  world  is  swallow'd  : 
Each  thinks  his  neighbour  makes  too  free. 
Yet  likes  a  slice  as  well  as  he  : 
With  sophistry  their  sauce  they  sweeten. 
Till  quite  from  tail  to  snout  'lis  eaten. 


The  Jackdmo.        Cowper. 

rpHERE  is  a  bird  who  by  his  coat, 
-*-    And  by  the  hoarseness  of  his  note, 

Might  be  suppos'd  a  crow; 
A  great  frequenter  of  the  church, 
Where  bisho))-like  he  finds  a  perch 

And  dormitory  too. 
About  the  steeple  shines  a  plate. 
That  turns  and  turns,  to  indicate 

From  what  jiointbJows  the  weather; 
Look  up — vour  brains  begin  to  swim, 
'Tis  in  the  clouds — tlrat  pleases  him. 

He  chooses  it  the  rather. 

Fond  of  the  spectdative  height. 
Thither  he  wings  his  airy  flight, 

And  thence  securely  sees 
The  bustle  and  the  raree-show* 
That  occupies  mankind  below, 

Secure  and  at  his  ease. 

You  think,  no  doubt,  he  sits  and  muses 
On  future  broken  bones  and  bruise^, 

Jf  he  should  chance  to  fall  ; 
No,  not  a  single  thought  like  that 
Employs  his  philosoijhicpate. 

Or  troubles  it  at    11. 
He  sees  that  this' great  round-about. 
The  world,  with  all  its  motley  rout. 

Church,  army,  i)hvsir,  law, 
Its  customs  and  its  businesses 
Are  no  concern  at  all  of  his. 

And  savi,  what  sova  he  ?  Caw. 
i     3K  '  '  Thrice 
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Thrice  happy  bird !  I  too  have  seen 
Much  of  the  vanities  of  nlen. 

And,  sick  of  h«\ing  seen  'cnrt, 
Would  cheerfully  these  Hmhs  resign 
For  such  a  pair  rrf  wirtgs  as  thine. 

And  such  a  bead  between  'em. 


W 


The  Country  Parsoji's  Blessin<^s. 
'OULD  ye,  my  friends,  live  free  troui  care, 
Aueniivelend  awiUingear; 
While  I  in  humble  verse  relate 
The  blessings  of  my  humble  state. 

I  have  a  living  brings  in  clear 
About  a  hundreil  pounds  a  year; 
The  tylhe  well  paid,  without  law  strife, 
(I'm  not  cncumber'd  with  a  wife). 
A  single  church,  not  grand,  but  neat ; 
My  people  rather  good  than  great ; 
A  stionc-huilt  hause,  and  pastuic  crnod. 
Whore  Sorrel  cro)).s  his  livelihood  : 
A  garden  cloth'd  with  greens  and  traits. 
And  intermix'd  wiili  flow'ry roots; 
A  walk  with  well-inow'd  greensward  laid. 
Where  1  mav  smoke  in  sun  or  shade  ; 
A  terrace  rais'd,  whence  I  survey 
The  market  fo)k  who  pass  that  way  ; 
A  shaded  bench  where  I  may  read 
Old  Baker's  Chronicle,  or  Speed  : 
The  neighboring  clergy  kind  and  free. 
Who  give  and  inke  civility; 
Of  humour  good,  of  mirth  and  sense. 
Who  o'er  a  glass  some  wit  dispense  ; 
rFor  where's  the  crime  to  meet  and  prate 
or  country  news  and  tricks  of  staler) 
Some  social  gents  of  goodly  worth, 
Who  scorn  to  boast  of  wealth  or  birth  ; 
\\'lio  ne'er  assume  the  courtier's  frown, 
Vft  keep  above  the  houjclv  clown  ; 
Who  love  thcif  country,  kuTg,  and  church, 
AjuI  in  no  dues  the  parson  lurch  ; 
vV  ith  iase  I  keep  a  maid  amd  man, 
1'iiis  Harry  call'd,  the  other  ^itiii  .- 
A  tabic  sUtV;  with  pudding  grac'd, 
Or  plain  or  plu^ri,  as  sfiiis  my  la»iv; 
Attended  by  a  sav'fydish 
Of  mutton,  beef,  or  fowl,  or  fish  ; 
A  pile  of  .salad,  fresh  and  green  ; 
In  summer,  trultwell  pick'd  and  clean; 
Sound  hpnrkling  ale,  and  sometimes  wine, 

"When  p.iiron  deigns  with  Vic iodine. 

Oft  oVr  the  fields' with  gun  1  stride, 
And  faithful  Banter  by  niysidc; 
'I'hen,  if  a  niushroomTs  in  sight. 
It  serves  to  supjx'r  mc  at  night  > 
Or  else  a  vcltfare  or  a  snip^, 
Someiiiiie»a  dish  of  double  tripe. 

Thus  jovous  do  1  pass  ntv  life, 
Strang-r  to  tumult  or  to  strife  ; 
Pleasures  I  feel  in  this  blest  statP, 
Unfelt,  nnltti'nWn,  to  rich  and  ^reat; 
When  airy  f.nrcy  mounts  on  wn»g, 
I  think  myself  a  sort  of  king; 
Mv  pipe  lijy  sceptre,  cup  my  crown, 
Mv  tibow  (hair  mv  rc^al  throne. 


On  hearing  of  a  Gentleman's  Pocket  being  picked 
of' his  IValch. 

HE  that  a  watch  would  wear,  this  he  most 
do. 
Pocket  his  watch,  and  watch  his  pocket  too. 

The  Happy  Fire-Side, 

nPiTE  hparth  was  clean,  the  fire  clear, 
-*     The  kettle  on  for  tea; 
Pai.emon,  in  his  elbow  chair. 

As  blest  as  man  could  be. 
Clarinda,  who  his  heart  poH«ess'd, 

And  was  his  new-mode  bride. 
With  head  reclin'd  upon  his  breast. 

Sat  toying  by  his  side. 
Strtich'd  at  his  feet,  in  happy  state, 

A  fav'riie  dog  was  laid; 
By  whom  a  little  sportive  cat 

In  wanton  humour  play'd. 

ClarirTlia's  hand  he  gently  press'd ; 

She  stole  an  am'rous  kiss, 
And,  blushing,  modestly  confess'd 

The  fulness  of  her  bliss. 

Palemon,  with  a  heart  efate^ 

Pray'd  to  Almighty  Jove, 
That  it  might  ever  be  his  fate. 

Just  so  to  live  and  love. 

Be  this  eternity,  he  cried, 

And  let  no  more  be  given ; 
Continue  thus  niv  lov'd  fire-side, 

I  ask  DO  other  heaven. 


The  lie/rosprcf  of  L[fe. 
D  iciiES  chance  may  take. or  give; 
*^    Beauty  lives  n  day,  and  dies; 
Honour  lulls  us  while  we  live  ; 

Mirth's  a  cheat,  and  pleasure  flies. 
Is  there  nothing  worth  our  care, 

Tin)e,  and  chance,  and  death,  our  foes  i 
If  our  joys  so  fleeting  are. 

Are  we  onlv  tied  to  woes? 

\je\.  bright  virtue  answer.  No  ; 

Her  eternal  pow'rs  prevail, 
When  lionouts,  riches,  cease  to  flow, 

And  beauty,  mirth,  and  pleasure  fail. 


An  Invifafion  to  the  Country. 
'T^HF  swallows  in  their  torpid  state 
"*•    Compose  their  useless  wing. 
And  bees  in  hives  as  i<lly  wait 
The  call  of  early  spritig. 

The  keenest  frost  that  binds  the  stream. 
The  wildest  wind  that  blows. 

Are  neither  felt  nor  fear'd  by  them. 
Secure  of  their  rejM)**. 

But  man,  all-feeling  and  awake, 
'i'ije  gloomy  scene  surveys; 

With  present  ills  his  heart  must  ache. 
And  pant  for  brighter  days. 


Old 
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Old  winter,  hahlng  f>*cr  the  mead. 

Bids  me  and  Mary  mourn  ; 
But  lovclv  spring  peeps  o'er  his  head, 

And  whispers  your  reinrn. 
Then  April,  with  her  sister  May, 

Shall  chase  him  iVom  the  bow'r3, 
And  weave  fresh  garlands  evVy  day, 

To  crown  the  smiling  hours. 

And  if  a  tear,  that  speaks  regret 
Of  happier  times,  appear, 

A  j;limpsc  of  joy  that  we  have  met 
Shall  shine,  and  dry  the  tear. 


Let  then  thUleas^ue  betwixt  tis  made 
Our  mutual  interests  f^uard  : 

Mine  be  the  gilt  of  fruit  and  shade; 
Your  songs  be  my  reward. 


.Address  to  a  Nightingale.     Thomson. 
r\  nightin-oale!  best  poet  of  the  grove, 
VThat  plaintive  strain  can  ne'er  bclonu;  to  ihce. 
Blest  in  the  full  possessiDU  of  thy  love: 

Olend  that  strain,  sweet  Ni^jhtingale!  lome. 
'lis  mine,  alas!  to  mourn  my  wretclied  fate; 

I  love  a  maid  who  all  my  bosom  charms. 
Yet  lose  my  days  without  this  lovely  mate; 

Inhuman  Fortune  keeps  her  from  my  arms. 
You,  happy  birds !  by  nature's  simple  laws 

Lead  your  soft  lives,  sustain'd  by  nature's  fare; 
You  dwell  wherever  roving  Fancv  draws. 

And  love  and  song  is  aU  your  nleasiug  care : 
But  we,  vain  slaves  of  int'rest  anu  of  pride, 

Dare  not   be  blest,   lest   envious    tongues 
should  blame; 
And  hence  in  vain  I  languish  for  my  bride: 

O  mourn  with  me,  sweet  bird!  my  hapless 
flame. 


Invitation  to  the  feathered  Race.     Grbaves. 
A  GAIN  the  balmy  ze|)hyr  blows, 
"^  Fresh  verdure  decks  the  grove ; 
Each  bird  with  vernal  rapture  glows. 

And  tunes  his  notes  to  love. 
Ye  gentle  warblers!  hither  fly, 

And  shun  the  noon-tide  heat: 
My  shrubs  a  cooling  shade  supply; 

My  groves  a  safe  retreat. 
Here,  freely  hop  from  spray  to  spray. 

Or  weave  the  mossy  nest: 
Here,  rove  and  sing  the  live-long  day  ; 

At  night  here  sweetly  rest. 
Amid  this  cool  translucent  rill. 

That  trickles  down  the  glade. 
Here  bathe  your  plumes,  here  drink  your  fill. 

And  revel  in  the  shade. 
No  school-boy  rude,  to  mischief  prone. 

E'er  shews  his  ruddy  face, 
Or  twangs  his  bow,  or  hurls  a  stone. 

In  this  sequesler'd  place. 
Hither  the  vocal  thrush  repairs; 

Secure  the  linnet  sings ; 
The  goldfinch  dreads  no  slimy  snareis 

To  clog  her  piijnted  wings. 
Sad  Philomel!  ah,  nuit  thy  haunt 

Yon  distant  woods  among. 
And  round  my  friendly  grotto  chant 

Thy  sweetly  plaintive  song. 
Let  not  the  harmless  red-breast  fear. 

Domestic  bird,  to  come. 
And  seek  a  sure  asylum  here, 

With  one  that  loves  his  home. 
My  trees  for  you,  ye  artless  tribe ! 

Shall  store  of  fruit  preserve: 
O!  let  me  thus  vour  friendship  bribe; 

Come,  feed,  without  reserve. 
For  you  these  cherries  1  i)rotect. 

To  you  these  plums  belong; 
Sweet  is  the  fruit  that  you  have  peck'd. 

But  sweeter  far  your  song. 

*  The  master  of  the  St.  James's  Coffee-house,  where  the  Doctor,  and  the  friead«he  has  character- 
ized 4n  this  poem,  held  an  occasional  club. 

t  Doctor  Barnard,  Dean  of  Derry  in  Ireland,  author  of  m^ny  ingculous  pieces.         ^      ^ 

+  Mr.  Edmund  Burke,  member  for  V/endover,  and  one  of  the  greatest  orators  In  this  kingdom. 

\  Mr.  WiJiiam  Burke,  late  Secretary  to  General  Conway,  and  member  for  Eedwin.  . 

ji  Mr.  Richard  Burke,  Collector  of  Grenada,  no  less  remarkable  in  the  walks  cf  wit  and  humour 
Aan  hu  brother  Edmurtd  Burke  is  justly  distinguished  in  all  thfi  branches  of  useful  and  pohtc  htcrafure 

3  K  S  Our. 


RETALIATION:    APoem. 

Goldsmith. 

The  title  and  nature  of  this  Poem  shew  that  it 
owed  its  birth  to  some  preceding  circumstance* 
of  festive  merriment,  which  from  the  wit  of  the  . 
company,  and  the  very  inp^enlous  Author's  pecu- 
liar oddities,  were  probably  enlivened  by  some 
strokes  of  humour.  This  piece  was  only  intended 
for  the  Doctor's  private  amusement,  and  that  of 
the  particular  friends  who  were  its  subject;  and 
he  unfortunately  did  not  live  to  revise,  or  even 
finish  it,  in  the  manner  which  he  intended. 
The  public  have,  however,  already  shewn  how 
much  they  were  pleased  with  its  appearance, 
even  in  its  pfesent  form. 

r\?  old,  when  Scarron  his  companions  invited, 
^  Each  guest  brought  his  dish,  and  the  feast 

was  united ; 
If  our  •  landlord  supi)lies  us  with  beef  and  with 

fish. 
Let  each  guest  bring  himself,  and  he  brings  the 

best  dish  : 
Our  t  Dean  shall  be  venison,  just  fresh  from 

the  plains; 
Our  X  Burke  shall  be  tongue,  with  a  garnish 

of  brains; 
Our  Will  §  shall  be  wild-fowl,  of  excellent 

flavour; 
And  tl  Dick  with  his  pepper  shall  hfiightcn 

t»ieir  savour: 
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The  pupil  of  impulse,  it  forc'd  him  along, 
His    conduct  still   righl,  with   his  argument 

•wrong; 
Still  aiming  at  honour,  yet  fearing  to  roam. 
The  coachman  was  tipsy,  the  chariot  drove 

home:  ("none; 

Would  you  ask  for  his  merits,  alas !   he    Irad 
What  was  good  was   spontaneous,  his  faults 

were  his  own. 
Here  lies  honest  Richard,  whose  fate  I  must 

sigh  at, 
Alas,  that  such  frolic  should  now  be  so  quiet! 
Whatspirits\vcrehis,what  wit  and  what  whim, 
N<)wbrtakingaJL'st,andnow  brcakingalind);^ 
Now  wrangling  and  grumbling  to  keep  up  the 

ball. 
Now  teasing  and  vexinp:,  yet  laughing  at  all ! 
In  short,  so  provoking  a  devil  wasUick, 
That  wc   wi^.l^d  him  full  ten  times  a  dav  at 

Old  Nick; 
But,  missing  his  niirth  and  agreeable  vein, 
As  often  we  wishVLto  have  Dick  l:>ack  again. 

Here  Cumberland  lies,  havingacted  his  parJs, 
The  Terence  of  Kngland,  the  mender  of  hearts  ; 
A  flattering  painter,  who  made  it  his  care 
To  draw^  men  as  thev  ought  to  be,  not  as  they  are. 
His  gallants  are  all  faultless,  his  women  divine. 
And  comedy  wonders  at  being  so  line; 
Like  a  tragcdyrjucen  he  has  dizen'd  lier  out. 
Or  rather  like  tragedy  giving  a  rout. 
Ills  fools  have  their  follies  so  lost  in  a  crowd 
Of  virtues  and  feelings,  that  folly  grows  proud; 
And  coxcombs  alike  in  their  failings  alone, 
Adopting  his  portraits  are  pleas'd  with  their 

own. 
Say,  where  has  our  poet  this  maladv  caught, 
Or  wherefore  his  characters  thus  without  fault  ? 
Say,  was  it,  that  vainly  directing  his  view 
To  find  outmcn's  virtues,  and  fmdiu'j;  them  few, 
Quite  sick  of  pursuing  each  troublesome  elf. 
He  grew  lazy  at  last,  and  drew  from  himself? 

Here  Douglas  retires  from  his  toils  to  relax. 
The  seourgc  of  impostors,  tlur  terror  of  fpiacks  ; 
Come,  all   ye  quack  bards,    and  yc  quacking 

divines,  freclincs. 

Come  and  dance  on  the  !»pot  where  your  tyrant 
When  Satircand  Censure  encirclc<l  his  ihi'onc, 
I  fear'd  tor  your  safety,  I  fcar'd  for  n>y  own  ; 
Mul  now  he  is  pone,  and  \v<:  want  a  detector. 
Our  Dodils  shall  be  pious,    or  Kenricks  shall 

lecture  j 

•  Author  of  the  West  Indian,  Fashionable  lx)Ter,  the  Brotlurt,  and  other  dramatic  pieces. 

•\  Doctor  l)ou;;Ias,  Canon  of  NVindsor,  ,in  injjenious  Scotch  jjcntlcman,  who  has  no  less  distin- 
guUhtd  himself  as  aC'iti/cn  of  tlie  World,  than  a  sound  Critic,  in  detecting  several  literary  mist  ikes, 
rir  r.itlicr  forgerici,  of  his  touutrynicu ;  particularly  Lauder  on  Milton,  and  Bower'*  History  of  the 
Pope*.  • 

^^  David  Garrick,  Esq.  joint  Patentee  and  acting  Manager  of  the  Thcitre  Royal  Drury-Lane. 

^  Couhseltor  Jolin  Rid;^e,  a  gentleman  htloH'^in^j;  to  the  Irish  bar,  the  relish  of  who've  agreeable 
.Hid  pointed  coiiver.<ition  is  admitted,  by  all  his  acquaintance,  to  he  very  properly  compared  to  the 
above  sauce.       ]■  Sir  Johua  Reynolds,  President  of  the  Royal  Academy.'     ••  An  eminent  Attorney. 

ff  Mr. T.Towiohcnd, member  for  Whitchurch. 

^  Mr.  Ulrlmrd  Uurke.  This  gentleman  Inving  sli^nly  fracturefl  one  of  ht»  arms  and  legs  at  diflcrent 
times,  the  l3octor  has  rallied  him  ou  thwc  accidcut*,  as  a  kiud  of  retributive  justice  lor  breaking  hi» 
jesis  upon  otlier  people. 

Macphcrsoa 


Our  ♦  Cumberland's  sweet-bread  its  place  shall 

obtain,  plain; 

And  t  Douglas    is   puddinn;    substantial  and 
Our  I  Garrick's  a  salad,  for  in  him  we  sac 
Oil,  vinegar,  sugar,  and  saltness  agree; 
To  make  out  the  dinner  full  certain  I  am 
That  §  Ridge  is  anchovy,  and   ||  Reynolds  is 

lamb. 
That  *•  Mickey's  a  capon;  and  by  the  samcrule 
Magnanimous  Goldsmith  a  gooseberry  fool : 
At  a  dinner  so  various,  at  such  a  r<-pnst. 
Who'd  not  be  a  glutton,  and  stick  to  the  last? 
Here,  waiter,  more  wine,  let  xiiC  sii  while  I'm 

able,  ' 

Till  .ill  my  companions  sink  under  tlie  tabic} 
Then  with  chaos  and  blunders  encircling  my 

head  ^« 

I-^^t  me  ponder.and  lell  what  I  think  ofthedcad. 

Here  lies  the  good  Dean,  rc-un'ied  [n  earth, 
Who  mix'd  reason  with  pleasure,  and  wisdom 

with  mirth : 
If  he  had  anv  faults,  he  h.as  left  us  in  doubt. 
At  least  in  six  weeks  I  could  notfuid  'em  nut; 
Yet  some  have  declar'd,  and  it  can't  be  denied 

'em,  •  ['em. 

That  sly-boots  was  cursedly  cunning  to  hide 

Here  lies  our  good  Edmund,  whose  genius 

was  such 
We  scarcely  can  praise  it  or  blame  it  too  much  ; 
^Vho,  born  for  the  Universe,  narrow'd  bis  mind, 
And  to  party  gave  up  what  was  meant  for  man- 
kind: 
Tho'  fraught  with  all  learning,  yet  straining  his 

throat 
To  persuade  tfTommyTownshend  to  lend  him 

a  vote;  [refining, 

Who,   too  deep  for  his  hearers,  still   went  on 
And  ihou'^htofconvincing,  while  thev  thought 

of  dining; 
Tho' equal  to  all  things,  for  all  things  unfit. 
Too  nice  for  a  statesman,  too  proud  for  a  wit: 
Tor  a  patriot  too  cool ;  for  a  drudge  disobedient; 
And  too  fond  of  the  ri^ht  lo  pursue  the  r,j/;e- 

dicnf.  [Sir, 

In  short,  'twas  his  fate,  uncmplo\  M  or  in  place. 

'i'o  eat  mutton  eold,  and  cut  blocks  \\  iih  a  razor. 

Here  lies  honest  William,  whose  heart  was  a 

mint, 
While  tlie  owner  ne'er  knew  half  the  goo<lthai 

was  i  n't; 
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Macpherson  write  bombast,  and  call  it  a  style ;  |     Here  Reynolds  is  laid ;  and  to  tell  you  my 
Our  Townshend  make  speeches  ;   and  1  shall  [He  has  not 'jefta  wiser  or  Ucttcr  behind  :  [mind, 

compile  ;  [over,  (His  ptncil  was  strikiiii,  rtsisilcs*,  and  crand  ; 

New  Laudcrsaud  Bowers  theTweedshallcrossj  I  lis  iiumnersucrfj^eiitle.complviiijt,  and  blandi 
Nocoimtrymanlivingtheir  tricks  to  discover:    jSiill  burn  to  improve  us  in  every  part. 
Detection  her  taper  sliall  quench  to  a  spark,'      j  His  jK-iicil  our  faces,  his  nvmnirs  our  heart  i 
.\nd  Scotchman  meet  Scotchman  and  cheat  in  To  coxcombs  averse,  yei  most  civilly  steering, 

•'^"  ''•'-^'  'When  they  judg'd  without  skill  he  was  still 


the  dark. 
Il^rc  lies  David  Garrick,  describe  him  who 

can? 
An  abridgment  o"f  all  that  was  pleasant  in  man; 
As  an  actor,  contest  without  rival  to  shine. 
As  a  wit,  if  not  first,  in  the  very  first  line; 
Yet  with  talents   like  these,  and  an  excellent 

heart, 
The  man  had  bis  failings,  a  dupe  to  his  art; 
J. ike  an  ill-judging  beauty  his  colours  lie  spread, 
And  bcplaster'd  with  rouge  his  own  natural  red. 
On  the  stage  he  was  natural,  simple,  atiocting; 
'Twasonly  that  when  he  was  oli' he  was  acting; 
With  no  reason  on  earth  to  go  out  of  his  way. 
He  turn'd  and  he  varied  full  ten  times  a  day; 
Tlio'secureofourliearts,  vetconfouudciilv  sick 
I  f  they  wert  not  his  own  by  finessing  and  trick  ; 
Jle  ca-^t  ofl:  his  friends  as  a  huntsman  his  pack, 
For  he  knew  when  ho  plcas'd  he  could  whistle 

them  back. 
Of  praise  a  mere  glutton,   he  swallow'd  what 

came. 
And  theputi'of  a  dunce  he  mistook  it  for  fame; 
Till  his  relish  grown  callous,  almost  to  disease, 
\V  liopepper'd  the  highest  was  sure  best  to  please. 
But  let  us  be  candid,  and  speak  out  our  mind. 
If  dunces  applauded,  he  paid  them  in  kind. 
Ye  Kenricks,  ye  Kellys,  and  Woodfalls  so  grave, 
What  a  commerce  was  yours,  w  hile  you  got 

and  you  gave ! 
JIow  did  Grub-street  re-echo  the  shouts  that 

vou  rais'd,  [jirais'd  ! 

While  be  was  be-Roscius'd,  and  you  were  be- 
liut  peace  to  his  spirit,  wherever  it  flies. 
To  act  as  an  angel,  and  mix  with  the  skies  ! 
Those  poets  who  owe  their  best  tame  to  his  skill, 
»>hall  still  be  his  flatterers,  go  wliere  he  \v\[\  ; 
OldSluikspearereccive him  with  praiseaud  with 

love, 
^nd  BeaumontsandBens  be  his  Kellys  above. 
Here  Hickey  reclines,  a  most  blunt,  pleasant 

creature. 
And  slander  itself  must  allow  him  good  nature: 
He   cherish'c'    his  friend,   and   he    relish'd  a 

bumper;  [thumper; 

Yet   one  fault   he  had;    ant" 
Perhaps  you  may  ask  if  the  man  was  a  miser? 
I  answer.  No,  no,  for  he  alwa\s  was  wiser: 
Too  courteous,  perhaps,  or  obliginj^ly  flat? 
]  lis  very  worst  foe  can't  accuse  liim  of  that. 
l*erhaps  he  confided  in  men  as  ihev  go. 
And  so  was  too  foolishly  honest  ?— Ah  no ! 
Then  what  was  his  failing?  come  tell  it,  and 

burn  ye. 
He  was,  could  he  help  it  ?  a  special  attorney. 


hardof  hearin}?; 
When  ihevtalk'd  of  their  Rapliaels,Corrcgius, 

and  siutf, 
He  shifted  his  •  trumpet,  and  only  took  snuffy 


LIXF.S./rowj  Dr.  Barnard,  Drnn  nf  Deny, 
io  Dr.  GoLusMirii  and  Mr.  Cl.uijerland. 

jr\KAR  Noll  and  dear  Dick,  since  you've  made 
^-^         ns  so  merry,  '       [Derry ! 

Accept  the  best  tlianks  of  the  poor  Dean  of 
Tho'  1  here  must  confess  that  your  me;«t  and 

your  wine  [very  fine. ; 

Are  not  quite  to  my  taste,  tho'    they're   both 
For  sherry's  a  liquor  monistic,  you  own  ; 
Now  there's 

alone : 
It  may  do  for  your  monks,  or  your  curatc>  and 

vicars ;  [quors. 

But,  for  my  part,  I'm  fond  of  more  socia!»leli- 
Your  venison's  delicious,  ilio'  toy  sweet  n  our 

sauce  is — 
Srd  noil  ego  marnlis  njfcndar  Jmiirls.   [dish  up. 
So  soon  as  vou  pleai^e,  vou  mav  serve  me  your 
But  insteatT  of  your  sherry  pray  make  me  a 

biihop!  " 


nothing  I   hale  so — as  drinking 


On  Dr.     Goldsmith'a-    Chararlcristical 
Cookery.     A  Jen  (TEspril. 

Ihj  David  Garrick,  ^.v^. 
A  RK  these  the  choice  dishes  the  Doctor  has 
'-^       sent  us?  [us? 

Is  this  the  great  poet  whose  works  so  contint 
riiis  Goldmith's   tine    feast,  who  has  written 
line  books?  \cuul:s. 

Heaven  sends  us  good  meat — but  the  DvviUcuds 


JUPITER  owJ  MERCURY.    AFalle. 

Jl'ritlcyi  some  time  since.       Garrkk. 

TTere,  Henncst   says  Jovc^  who  with  nectar 

*^       was  mellow,  '  [frflou-; 

that  one  was    a ; Go  fetch  ine  somt  clay — I  will  make  an  odl 

Right  or  wrong  shall  be  jumbled — n»uch  gold 

and  some  dross  ;  [he  cro>s. 

Without  cause  be  he  pleas'd,  without  cause  be 

Be  sure,  as  1  work,  to  throw  in  contradictions ; 

A  great  love   of  truth,   yet  a  mind  turn'd  to 

fictions : 
Now  mix  these  ingredients,  which,  warm'dia 
the  baking,  IraHnir. 

Turn  to  learninj^,  and  gaming,  religton,  and 

♦  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds  was  so  remarkably  deaf  as  to  be  under  tlie  necessity  of  uiing  an  ear-trumpet 
in  company. 
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Willi  ihe  love  of  a  \«"ench,  let  his  writings  bel  "  But  whobaih  evcstotracc  ihepnssingwind? 
[uitit  rmc.  taste;'  "  How  then  thy  fairy  footsteps  ca 


chaste; 
Tip  his  tongue  with  strange  umtt.r,   \us   pen 
That  the  rake  and  the  poet  o'erall  may  prevail. 
Sot  fire  to  the  head,  and  set  fire  m  the  tail : 
For  the  joy  of  each  sex,  ou  the  world  I'll  be- 
stow it,  [and  Poet: 
This Schoiar,  Hake,  Christmn,  D'ipr,Gnm€isier, 
The'  a  mixiiirc  so  odd,    he  shall  njcrit  great 
fame,  [his  name! 
And  amooK  brother  mortals — bo  Goldsmith 
When  on  earth  this  strange  meteor   no  more 
shall  appear,  [here! 
You,  Hermes,  shall  fetch  him  to  make  us  sport 


The  Lamentation  o/"GLUMDALCLircH/or  the 

Loss  o/'Grildrig. 

A  Pastoral.  Gay. 

Coon  as  Glumdalclitch  miss'd  her  pleasing 
*^        care. 

She  wept,  shebliibber'd,  and  she  torrlicr  hair. 
No  British  miss  sincerer  grief  hn^  known, 
Her  squirrel  missing,  or  her  sparrow  flown. 
Shcfurl'dhersampler,  and^hatiVd  in  her  thread, 
And  stack  hcriiecdie  uitoGrildri;  ?  bed; 
Then  spread  her  hands,  and  with  a  bounce  let 
Her  baby,  like  the  giant  in  Guildhnll.        [fail 
In  peals  of  thunder  now  she  roars,  and  now 
She  gently  whimpers  like  a  lowinjr  cow  ; 
Yet  lovely  in  her  sorrow  still  appears: 
Her  locks  dishevcll'd,  and  her  fbxd  of  tears. 
Seem  like  the  lofiy  barn  of  some  rich  swain, 
When  from  the  tiiatch  drips  fast  a  show'r  of 
rain. 

In  vain  she  search'd  each  crannv  o f  ihe  house, 
Each  gaping  chink  impervious  to  a  mouse. 
"  Was  it  for  this  (she  cried)  with  daily  care 
"  Within  thy  reach  I  set  the  vinc^.ir; 
*'  And  fdl'd   the  cruel  with  the  and  tide, 
"  While  pepper-water  worms  thy  bait  supplied, 
**  Were  twin'd  th*- silvered  around  thy  hook, 
•'  And  all  the  little  monsters  of  the  brook  ? 
*'  Sure  in  that  lake  he   dropp'd :    my  Grillv's 

•*  drown  tl. 
She  dra^'d  the  cruet,  but  no  Grildri^  found. 

"  Vam  isthycourage,Grilly,v;iin  thy  boast: 
*'  Bui  little  creatures  enterprise  the  most. 
*•  Trembling  I've  seen  thee  dare  the  kitten's 
*'  paw,  [law, 

'•  Nay  mix  with  children  as  ibry  play'd  at 
•*  Nor  AarM  the  marblesas  they  bounding  flew; 
*•  Marbles  to  them,  but  rolling  rocks  to  you. 

"VVhv  did  I  trust  thee  with  that  giddy  youth? 
"  Who  from  a  page  can  ever  learn  the" truth  ? 
"  Vers'd  in  court-tricks,  lh;:t  money-loving  boy 
*'  To  some  lord's  daughter  sold  the  living  toy'; 
••  Or  rent  him  limb  from  jimb,  in  cruel  play', 
*'  As  children  tear  the  wings  tyi  flies  away. " 
*'  l-rom  place  to  placeo'erBrobfligna';  I'll  rpam, 
*•  And  never  will  return,  or  bring  ;hee  home.    1 


can  I  find  ? 
Dost  thou,  bewilder'd,  wander  all  alone 
*'  In  the  green  thicket  of  a  mossy  stone; 
**  Or  tumbled   from   the   toadstool's  slipperv 

**  round,  [proun<l  r 

*•  Perhaps,  all  maim'd,    lie  groveling  on  tin 
••  Dost  thou  imljosom'd  in  the  lovely  roic, 
"  Or  sunk  within  the  peach's  down,  repose? 
*'  \\'ithin  the  king-tup  if  thy  limbs  arc  spread, 
'*  Or  in  the  golden  cowslip's  velvet  head, 
"  O  sljcw  me.  Flora,  'midst  those  sweets  the 

"  fiow'r  [bow'r! 

•*  Where  sleeps  my  Grildrig  in    this  fragrant 

"  But,  ah!  I  fear  thy  little  fancy  roves 
**  On  little  females,  and  on  little  loves, 
*♦  Thy  pigmy  childien,  and  thy  liny  spouse, 
"  The  baby  plaything:?  that  adorn  thy  house, 
**  Doors,  windows,  chimneys,  and  the  spacious 

**  rooms, 
**  Eqtial  in  size  to  cells  of  honey-combs. 
"  Hast  ihpu  for  these  now  veiiiur'd  from  the 

••  shore, 
'*  Thy  bark  a  bcnn-sbell,  and  a  straw  thvoar) 
"  Or,  in  thy  box  now  boundii^gon  the  main, 
**  Shall  I  ne'er  bear  thyself  and  house  again? 
**  And  shall  I  set  thee  on  my  hand  no  more, 
"  To  see  thee  leap  the  lines,  and  traverse  o'er 
'*  My  spacious  palm  ?  of  stature  scarce  a  span, 
"  Mimic  the  actions  of  a  real  man? 
'*  No  more  behold  thee  tuni  my  watch's  key, 
*'  As  seamen  at  a  capstern  anchors  weigh? 
•*  Hpw  wast  thou  wont  to  walk  with  cautious 

'•  tread, 
**  A  dish  of  tea,  like  milk-pail,  on  thy  head  ! 
**  How  chase  the  mile   that  bore  Uiy  cheese 

*'  away, 
"  And  keep  the  rolling  mapsot  at  a  bay !" 
She  said  ;  but  broken  acccnis  stopp'd  her  voice. 
Soft  as  the  speaking  trumpet's  mellow  noise. 
Shchobb'da  storm,  aixl  wip'd  Iwr  Howingeyes, 
Which  scem'd  like  tw  o  broad  suns  in  mistyskies. 
O  squander  not  thy  grief ;  thosetears  command 
To  weep  upon  our  cod  in  Newfoundland: 
The  plenteous  pickle  shall  preserve  lljc  fish, 
And  liuropc  taste  thy  sorrows  in  a  dish. 


A  Receipt  for  stewing  Ftal.         Gay. 
rPAKR  a  knuckle  of  veal; 

—     You  m.iy  but  it  or  sttal ; 

in  a  few  pieces  cut  it. 
In  a  stcwmg  pan  put  it. 
Salt,  pepper,  and  mace 

Must  season  this  knuckle; 
Then  *  what's  join'd  to  a  place, 

With  other  herbs  mucklo  ; 
That  which  kilPd  king f  Will ; 
And  what  never  J  stands  still. 
Some  ^  sprigs  of  that  bed 
Where  cnildren  are  bred  ; 


•  VuJgo,  Salary.        |  Supposed  sorreL        \  Thi?  is  by  Dr.  Bcntley  thought  jo  be  tixpe  or  thyme. 
§  Parsley.       Vide  Chambcrlayue. 
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Which  much  you  will  mend,  If 

liotli  s|)inach  and  endive. 

And  lettuce,  and  beet. 

With  iwarygold  meet. 

Put  no  water  at  all. 

For  it  makelli  things  small; 

Which  lest  it  should  happen, 

A  close  cover  clap  on. 

Put  this  pot  of  *  Wood's  metal 

In  a  hot  boiling  kettle. 

And  there  let  it  be 

(Mark  thq  doctrine  I  teach) 
About — let  me  see — 

Thrice  as  long  as  you  preach.f 
So  skiuHniu;;the  fat  off, 
Say  ;j;race  with  your  hat  off. 
O,  then,  with  what  rapture 
Will  it  fill  dean  and  chapter! 


SPRING.    An  Ode.    l>r.  Jo hnso.v. 

Ctern  Winter  now,  by  Spritia;  repress'd, 
*^  Forbears  the  long  continued  strife; 
And  Nature,  on  her  naked  breast 
Delights  to  catch  the  gales  of  life. 

Now  o'er  the  rural  kingdom  roves 
Soft  Pleasure  with  her  laughing  train; 

Love  warbles  in  the  vocal  groves. 
And  vegetation  plants  the  plain. 

Unhappy  whom  to  beds  of  pain 

Arthritic  Jt^'^ranny  consigns! 
Whom  smiling  nature  courts  In  vain, 

Tho'  rapture  sings,  twikI  beauty  shines! 

Yettho'  my  limbs  disease  invades. 

Her  wings  imagination  tries, 
And  hears  me  to  the  peaceful  shades 

Where 's  humble  turrets  rise. 

Here  stop,  mv  soul,  thy  rapid  flight. 
Nor  from  the  pleasing  groves  depart. 

Where  first  great  nature  charm 'd  my  sight. 
Where  wisdom  first  inform'd  my  heart. 

Here  let  me  thro'  the  vales  pursue 
A  guide — a  father — and  a  friend ; 

Once  more  great  nature's  works  review. 
Once  more  on  wisdom's  voice  attend. 

From  false  caresses,  causeless  strife. 
Wild  hope,  vain  fear,  alike  remov'd ; 

Here  let  me  learn  the  use  of  life. 

When  best  enjoy'd,  when  most  improv'd. 

Teach  me,  thou  venerable  bow'r. 

Cool  n)cditation's  quiet  seat. 
The  generous  scorn  of  venal  pow'r. 

The  silent  grandeur  of  retreat. 

\yhen  pride  by  guilt  to  greatness  climbs. 
Or  raging  factions  rush  to  war, 

Here  let  me  learn  to  shun  the  crimes 
X  can't  prevent,  and  will  not  share. 


But  lest  I  fall  by  subtler  foes, 

Briji,ht  wisdom,  teach  me  Curio's  art 
The  swelling  passions  to  compose. 

And  quell  tne  rebels  of  the  heart. 


The  MIDSUMMER'S  WISH.    An  Ode. 
Dr.  Johnson. 
r\  Phcebus  !  down  the  western  sky 

-^  Far  hence  diffuse  thy  burning  ray^ 
Thy  light  to  distant  worlds  supplv, 
And  wake  them  to  the  cares  of  day. 

Come,  gchtl«eve,  the  friend  of  ease! 

Come,  Cynthia,  lovely  queen  of  night! 
Refresh  me  with  a  cqoling  breeze, 

And  cheer  mc  with  a  bmbent  light. 

Lay  me  where  o'er  the  vprdant  ground 
Her  living  carpet  nature  spreads ; 

Where  the  green  bow'r,  with  rqses  crown'd. 
In  show'rs  its  fragrant  foliage  sheds. 

Improve  the  peaceful  hour  with  wine. 

Let  music  die  along  the  grove; 
Around  the  bowl  let  myrtles  ivvine^ 

And  every  strain  be  tun'd  to  love. 

Come,  Stella,  queen  of  all  my  heart! 

Come,  born  to  fill  itj  vast  desires ! 
Thy  looks  perpetual  joys  impart. 

Thy  voice  i)erpetual  love  inspires. 

Whilst,  all  my  wish  and  thine  complete. 

By  turns  we  languish  and  we  burn. 
Let  sighing  gales  our  sighs  repeat. 

Our  murmurs — murmuring  brooks  return. 
Let  me,  when  nature  calls  to  rest. 

And  blushing  skies  the  morn  fofc.td. 
Sink  on  the  down  of  Stella's  breast. 

And  bid  the  waki:ig  vyor  14  farewel. 


AUTUMN.      An  Ode. 

Dr.  Johnson. 

A  LAS  1  with  swift  and  silent  |>ace 
"^^  Impatient  time  rolls  on  the  year; 
The  seasons  change,  and  nature's  face 
Now  sweetly  smiles,  now  frowns  severe. 

*Twas  Spring,  'twas  Summer,  all  was  gay. 
Now  Autumn  bends  a  cloudy  brow; 

The  flow'rs  of  Spring  are  swept  away. 
And  Summer  fruits  desert  the  bough. 

The  verdant  leaves  that  plav'don  high. 
And  wanton'd  on  the  western  breeze. 

Now  trod  in  dust  neglected  lie. 
As  Boreas  strips  the  bending  trees. 

The  fields  that  wav'd  with  golden  grain. 
As  russet  lieaths  are  wild  and  bare. 

Not  moist  with  dew,  but  drench'd  in  rain  ; 
Nor  health  nor  pleasure  wanders  there. 


*  Of  this  compositiop,  seethe  Works  of  the  Copper-farthing  Dean. 
Wiiich  we  suppose  to  be  near  fwur  hours.  t  The  author  being  ill  of  the  gouj. 
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No  more,  wliilc  ihro'  the  midnight  shade 

iWiteath  the  nioon's  pale  orb  1 -^tray. 
Soft  plca>ing  woes  my  ntart  invade. 

As  Progne  pours  the  inching  lay. 
From  this  capricious  dime  she  soars, 

O  would  some  g'xl  hut  wings  supplv! 
To  %vhcre  f  acli  mum  the  Sprlnst  restores, 

Coujpanioa  of  htr  flight  I'd  fly. 
Vain  wish !  mc  fate  compels  to  bear 

The  downward  seasons  iroti  reign. 
Compels  tobreiiihc  polluted  air. 

And  shiver  on  a  blasted  plain. 
What  bliss  to  life  can  Autumn  yldd. 

If  glooms,  and  show'rs,  and  storms  prevail} 
And  Ceres  flies  the  naked  field. 

And  flow'rs,  and  fruits,  and  Phabus  fail? 
Ol  what  remains,  what  lingers  \<:t, 

To  cheer  mc  in  the  darkening  hour? 
The  grape  remains,  the  friend  of  wit. 

In  love  and  mirth  of  mighty  pow'r. 
}k«;te,  nress  the  clusters,  fill  the  bowl; 

ApoUn,  shoot  thy  parting  ray: 
This  gives  tlie  sunshme  of  the  soul, 

Tlusgod  of  health,  and  verse,  and  day. 
Still,  still  the  jocund  strain  shall  flow, 

The  pulse  with  vigorous  raptun-  hiat  j 
^ly  Stella  with  new  charms  shall  tilow. 

And  every  bliss  in  wine  shall  meet. 


N^ 


WINTER.      Jti  Ode. 

Dr.  .loUKSON. 

'o  more  the  morn,  with  tepid  ravs 
Tiifolds  thcflow'r  of  various  line  ; 
Noon  spreads  no  more  the  genial  hia/c, 
Nor  gentle  eve  distils  the  dew. 

The  lingering  hours  prolong  the  night  ; 

I'surping  darkness  sliares  the  (Uiv, 
Her  mists  restrain  the  force  of  liglit ; 

And  Pha'bus  holds  a  doubtful  swav. 
By  gloomy  twilight  half  reveal'd. 

With  sighs  wc  \irw  the  hoarv  hill, 
Thf  leafless  wood,  the  naked  fii-hl. 

The  snow-topt  cot,  the  frozen  rill. 
No  music  warbles  thro'  the  grove. 

No  vivid  colours  paint  the  plain  ; 
N«  more  with  devious  steps  1  rove 

Thro'  verdant  paths  now  sought  in  va'^n. 
Aloud  the  driving  tempest  roars, 

Congeal'd,  impetuous  show'rs  descend; 
Ifaste,  close  the  window,  bar  the  doors. 

Fate  leaves  me  Stella,  and  a  friend. 
In  nature's  aid  let  art  supply 

Withlight  and  heat  my  Kttle  sphere; 
Bouse,  rouse  the  fire,  and  pile  it  high; 

Light  up  a  constellation  here. 
L«'t  nuisic  sound  the  voice  of  jov. 

Or  mirth  repeat  the  jocund  tafe; 
Let  love  his  wanton  wiles  emplov, 

Aud  u'er  tlie  season  wine  prevail. 


Yet  time  life's  dreary  winter  brings, 

When  mirth's  gay  talc  shall  please  no  more^ 

Nor  music charn^,  though  Stella  sings; 
Nor  love,  nor  wine,  the  Sprinjj  restore. 

Catch  then,  O  catch,  the  transient  hour; 

Improve  each  moment  as  it  flies. 
Lift's  a  shortSuinnier — man  a  flowV; 

He  dies — alas'-  how  soon  he  dies  ! 


E^ 


.i»  EVKNliNG  ODE.   ToS/d/a. 

/)/•.  JoHXSOX, 

VKNiNG  now  from  purple  wings 
Sheds  the  grattful  irifts  she  brings  ; 
Hrilliani  drops  bedeck  the  mead. 
Cooling  breezes  shake  the  reed  ;' 
Shake  the  reed,  and  curl  the  stream 
Silver'd  o'er  with  Cynthia's  l>eam  ; 
Near  the  chequer  d  lonely  grove 
Ilears^and  keeps  thy  secrets,  love. 
Stella,' thither  let  us  stray, 
Lightijr^o'er  tlie  dewy  way. 
I'lufbtre  drives  his  burning  car 
Hence,  my  lovely  Stella,  far; 
In  his  steacl,  the  (juccn  of  night 
Round  us  pours  a  lambent  light ; 
Light  that  seems  but  just  to  shew 
Breasts  that  beat,  and  cheeks  tlial  glow. 
Let  us  now,  -in  whispcr'd  joy, 
Evening's  silent  hours  employ; 
Silence  best,  and  conscunis  shades. 
Please  the  hearts  that  love  nnades; 
Other  pleasures  give  them  pain. 
Lovers  all  but  love  disdain. 


The  NATl'HAL  r.EAUTV.     T^  Sldla, 
Dr.  Johnson* 

TIT»r.THKi^  Sulla's  eyes  are  found 
'*     Fix'd  on  earth  or  glancing  round. 
If  her  face  with  pleasure  glow. 
If  she  sigh  at  others'  woe. 
If  her  easy  air  express 
Conscious  won  h  or  soft  distress, 
Stella's  eyes,  and  air,  and  face, 
Charm  with  nndiminisli'd  grace. 

If  on  her  we  see  display  tl 
Pendant  gems,  and  rich  brocade; 
If  her  chintz  with  lc«:s  expenee 
IHows  in  easy  negligenee; 
Still  she  lights  the  conscious  flame, 
Still  her  charms  appear  the  same  : 
If  she  strikes  the  vocal  sirir.gs. 
If  she's  silent,  speaks,  or  sings. 
If  «-hc  sit,  or  if  she  move. 
Still"  we  love,  and  siill  approve. 

Vain  the  casual,  transient  uianc*. 
Which  alone  can  please  by  chance, 
Ikauty  which  depends  on  art, 
Changing  with  the  changing  heart. 
Which  demands  the  toilet's  aid, 
Pendant  gems  and  rich  brocade. 
I  those  charms  alone  can  prize 
Which  from  constant  nature  rise. 
Which  nor  circmtistance  nor  dress 
E'er  can  make  or  more  ox  less. 
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The  Vamly  oflViallh.        Dr.  Johvsok. 
TVTo  more,  thus  broodinc  o'er  yon  heap, 
"*-^    With  Avarice  jiaiaful  vigils  keep  ; 
Still  uiieiijoy'd  the  present  store. 
Still  endless  sijiihs  are  hreath'd  for  more. 
()  quit  the  shaclow,  catch  the  prize. 
Which  not  all  India's  treasure  buys! 
To  purchase  heaven  iias  gwld  the  povv'r? 
Can  gold  remove  the  mortal  hour  ? 
In  life  can  love  be  bouc^ht  with  gold  ? 
Are  friendship's  pleasures  to  l)e  sold? 
No — all  that's  worth  a  wish,  a  thought. 
Fair  virtue  gives  unbrib'd,  xinbought. 
Cease  then  ou  trash  thy  hopes  to  bind, 
Let  nobler  views  engage  thy  mind. 
With  science  tread  the  wondrous  way, 
Or  k'arn  the  Mu.scs'  moral  lay; 
In  social  hours  indulge  thy  soul, 
^\  here  mirth  and  temperance  mix  the  bowl  j 
'J'o  virtuous  love  resign  thy  breast. 
And  be,  byblessin:;  beauty,  blest. 

Thus  taste-the  feast  by  nature  spread, 
Kre  youth  and  all  its  joys  are  Hed  ; 
(Jome  taste  with  me  the  balm  of  life. 
Secure  from  pomp,  and  wealth,  and  strife. 
I  boast  whate'er  tor  man  was  meant. 
In  health,  and  Stella,  and  content; 
And  scorn  (()  let  that  scorn  be  thine!) 
Mere  things  of  clay  that  dig  the  mine. 


But  some  Zeliixia,  while  I  sing. 

Denies  my  Lycc  shines; 
And  all  the  peni»  of  Cupid's  wing 
I     Attack  my  gentle  lines. 

jYetsi)ite  of  fair  Zelinda's  ej'C, 
I     And  all  her  bards  express, 
My  Lvce  makes  as  good  a  aky, 
AnJ  I  but  Hatter  less. 


To  ^lis.t ■,  oil  her  rr 'wing  the  jitiihor  a 

Gold  and  Silk  Nct-icork  Purse  of  her  own 
wearing.  Dr.  Johnson. 

rr\xiouGii  gold  and  silk  their  charms  unite 
-*•    To  make  thy  curious  web  delight, 
Jn  vain  the  varied  work  would  shine 
If  wrought  by  any  hand  but  thine  ; 
Thy  hand,  that  knows  the  subtler  art 
To  weave  those  nets  that  catch  the  heart. 

Spread  out  by  me,  the  roving  coin 
I'hy  nets  may  catch,  but  notconline; 
?Sor  can  I  Irope  thy  silken  chain 
The  glittering  vagrants  shall  restrain. 
Whv,  Stella,  was  it  then  decreed, 
'I'he  heart  once  caught  should  ne'er  be  freed  ? 


Y 


To  l^Ycv.,  ail  elderhj Ladij.     Dr.  Johnson. 
F.   Nyti'iphs  whom  starry  rays  invcoi, 
Bv  Hatteriijg  |)oets  given, 
"Who  shitic  by  lavish  lovers  drcst 

In  all  the  pomp  of  heaven  ! 
Engross  not  all  the  beams  on  high  " 

Which  gild  alover's  lays  ; 
But,  as  your  sister  of  the  sky, 
I^-t  Lyce  share  the  praise. 

1  Icr  silver  locks  display  the  moon, 

^  Her  brows  a  cloud  clo  show : 
Slrip'd  rainbows  round  her  eyes  are  seen. 

And  show'rs  from  either  flow. 
Jler  teeth  the  night  with  darkne:-!:  dyes, 

She's  starr'd  with  pimples  o'er  ; 
iler  tongue  like  nimble  lightning  plies, 

Andean  with  thunder  rojir. 


JEpiiapk  on  Sir  Thomas  Ilanmrr. 

Dr.  JouKsosr. 

HPhou  who  survcy'st  these  walls  with  curious 

eye, 
Pause  at  this  tomb  where  IIanmer's  ashes  lie: 
Ilib  > nrious  worth  through  varied  life  attend. 
And  learn  his  virtues  while  ihou  mourn'sl  his 
end. 

His  force  of  genius  burn'd  in  earlv  youth 
\\  ith   thirst  of  knowledge  and   with  love  of 

truth  ; 
His  learning,  join'd  with  each  endearing  art, 
Charm'd  ev'ry  ear,  and  gain'd  on  ev'ry  heart. 

'J'hus  early  wise,  th'  endanger'xl  realm  to  aid, 
Hiscountry  cair<l  him  froiu  ihestudious shade: 
In  life's  lirst  bloom  his  public  toils  be^an, 
At  once  commencd  the  senator  and  man. 

In  business  de.xt'rous,  weighty  in  debate. 
Thrice  ten  long  years  he  labour'd  for  the  state: 
In  every  speech  persuasive  wi>>dom  flow'd. 
In  every  act  refulgent  virtue  glow'd  ; 
Suspended  faction  ceas'd  from  ragt-  and  strife^ 
To  hear  his  cloq«ience,and  praise  liislife. 

Resistless  merit  fiK'd  the  Senate's  choice. 
Who  hail'd  him  Speaker  with  united  voire. 
Illustrious  age!  how  bright  thy  glories  shone. 
When   Hanmkr   fill'd  the  chair,  and  Anns 
the  throne  ! 

Then  when  dark  arts  obscur'd  each  fierce 
debate,  x 
When  mutual  frauds  perplex'd  the  maze  of  state. 
The  Moderator  firmly  mildappcar'd, 
lieheld  with  love,  with  veneration  heard. 

This  task  perform'd,he  sought  no  gainful  post, 
Xor  uish'd  to  glitter  at  his  country's  cost : 
Strict  on  the  right  he  hx'd  his  stedfast  eye. 
With  temperate  zeal,  and  wise  anxietv; 
Nor  e'er  from  Virtue's  paths  was  lur'a  aside. 
To  ])lu(  k  the  flow'rs  of  pleasure  or  of  pride. 
Her  gifts  despis'd.  Corruption  blush'd  andfled. 
And  Fame  pnrsued  him  where  Conviction  led. 
Age  call'd  at  length  his  active  mind  to  rest. 
With  honours  satcxi,  and  with  cares  opprest: 
To  Ictter'd  ease  retir'd,  and  honest  mirth. 
To  rural  grandeur, and  domestic  worth: 
Delighted  still  to  please  mankind,  or  mend, 
Thf  patriot's  fire  yet  spSrklcd  in  the  friend. 

Calm  Conscience  Uieu  iiis  former  life  suf- 
vev'd. 
And  recollected  trtils  endear'd  the  shade  ; 
Till  Nature  call'd  him  to  the  general  doom. 
And  Virtue's  sorrow  dignified  his  tomb. 

SONNETS 
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SONNETS   BY    WAirJUN. 
H'ritlcn  at  JFt/nsfade  in  Ilantpshiic. 
"ITTVNSLADE,    thy    l>eech-caj)t  lulls,     with 
^^  waving  grain 

Mantled,  thy  chcqucr'd  views  of  wood  and 

lawn. 
Whilom  could  charm,  or  when  ihc  gradwal 
.dawn 
Can  the  grey,  mist  with  orient  purple  slain. 

Or  Evening  glimmer'd  o'er  the  folded  train  : 
Her  fairest  landskips  whence  my  Muse  has 

drawn. 
Too  free  with  servilecourtly  phrae  to  fawn. 

Too  weak  to  try  the  buskin's  stately  siraui : 

Yet  nowno  more  thy  slopes  of  beech  and  corn. 
Nor  riews  invite,  since  he  far  distant  strays 

With  whom  1  irac'd  thpir  sweets  ai  eve  aiid 
morn. 
From  Albion  far,  to  cull  Hesperian  hays ; 

In  this  alone  ihey  please,  howeVr  torlorti, 
That  still  they  can  recal  those  happier  days. 
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h'ritlen  at  Stonelienge. 
'T^Hou  noblest  monument  of  Albion's  isle! 
"*•    Whether  by   Merlin's  aid,  from  Scylhia's 


On  Bathiiif. 


'ITTHiw  late  the  trees  were  stript  by  winter 
^^  pale, 

YoungHcalth,adryad-maid  in  vesture  green. 

Or  like  the  forest's  silver-quiver'd  queen. 
On  early  uplands  met  the  piercina;  gale ; 
And,  ere  its  earliest  echo  snook  the  vale, 

Watchingthe  hunter'sjoyoushorn  was  seen. 

But  since,  guy-thron*d  in  fiery  ciiariot  sheen, 
Summer  has  smote  each  daisy-dappled  dale; 
She  to  the  cave  retires,  high-arch'd  bcntalh 

The  fount  t  liat  laves  prntid  Isis'  tow'red  brim : 
And  now  all  glad  the  temperate  air  to  breathe, 

AV'hile  cooling droijs  distil  from  arclusdim. 
Binding  her  dewy  Iocks  with  (><:i\\!.s  wreath. 

She  sitsainid  the  quire  of  Naiads  trim. 


shore 

To  Aoiber'^  fatal  pjain  Pendragon  bore, 
Huge  framt  of  giant  hands,  the  mighty  pile, 
T' entomb  his  Britous  slain  by  llengist's guile:* 
Or  Druid  priests,  sprinkled  with  human  gore, 
Taught  'mid    thy    massy  n»aze    iheir  mystic 

lore: 
Or  Dajiish  chiefs,  eniich'd  with  savage  spoil. 
To  victory's  idol  vast,  an  unhewn  shrine, 
Rear'd  the  rude  heap ;  or,  in  thy  hallow'd 
round, 
Reposf  the  kings  of  Brutus'  genuine  line  : 
Or  here  ihosc  kings  in  solemn  stale  were 
crovvn'd  : 
Studious  to  trace  thy  wondrous  origin. 

We  muse  on  munvanancienttalcrenown'd. 


UYitten  in  a  Blank  Leaf  of  Dugdalc's 
naslicon. 


Mo- 


■p\EEM  not  devoid  of  elegance  the  sage, 
'^   By  Fancy's  "en nine  kelings  unbeguil'd, 

Of  painful  Pedantry  the  poring  child,  [page, 
M  ho  turns  of  these  proun  domes  ih'  historic 
Now  sunk  by  Time  and  Henry's  fiercer  rage. 

Think'stthon  the  warblingMusescversmiI'd 
On  his  lone  hours  ?     Ingenious  views  engage 
His  thought  on  themes  unclassic  falsely  styl'd. 
Intent.  While  cloisier'd  Piety  displays 

Her  mouldering  roll,  the  piercingeyeexplores 
New  manners,  and  the  pomp  of  elder  days. 

Whence   culls  the  pensive  bard  his  piclur'd 
stores. 
Nor  rough  nor  barren  arc  the  winding  ways 

Of  hoar  Antiquity,  but  strewn  with  flow'rs. 


"f^itten  aj'lcr  seeing  IVilton-IIouse. 
■pROM  Pembroke's  princely  dome,  where  mi- 
■*■  mic  Art 

Decks  v>iih  a  magic  hand  the  dazzling  bow'rs. 

Its  living  hues  where  the  warm  pencil  pours. 
And  breathing  forms  from  the  rude  marble  start. 
How  to  life's  humbler  scene  can  I  depart  ? 

My  breast  all  glowing  from  those  gorgeous 
tow'rs. 

In  my  low  cell  how  cheat  the  sullen  hours  ? 
Vain  the  complaint:   forFancy can  impart 
(To  Fate  superior,  and  to  Fortune's  doom) 

Whate'eradorns  the  stately  storied  hall: 
She,  'mid  the  dungfon's  solitary  gloom, 

Can  dress  the  Graces  in  their  Attic  pjiU  ; 
Bid  the  green  landscape's  vernal  beauty  bloom  ; 

And  in  bright   trophies  clothe  the  iwiliglit 
wall. 


To  Mr.  Grntj. 
"M'OT  that  her  blooms  aremark'd  with  beauty's 
^^         hue, 

My  rustic  Muse  her  votive  rhaplet  brings ; 

Unseen,  unheard,  O  Gray,  to  thee  she  sings! 
W'hile  slowly  pacing throu,;.h  the  church-yard 

dew, 
At  curfew-time,  beneath  the  dark  green  yew. 

Thy  pensive  KH'ii'S  strikes  thcnif>ral  strings; 

Or,  borne  sublime  on  Inspiration'-  wings. 
Hears  Cambria's  bards  devote  the  dreadful  chie 
Of  I'ldward's  race,  with  murthors  foul  defii'd  : 

Can  otighi  aiy  pipe  to  reach  thine  ear  essay  ? 
No,  bard  divine!     For  many  a  care  beguil'd 

By  the  sweet  magic  of  thy  soothing  lay. 
For  many  a  raplur'd  thought,  and  yision  wild. 

To  thee  this  strain  of  gratitude  I  pay. 

Sonnet. 
'I17HILE  summer-suns  o'er  the  gay  prospect 
' '  plaV'cl,  [som  spreads. 

Through  Surry's  verdant  scenes,  where  Ep- 


•  One  of  the  bardisk  traditions  about  Stonehcnge. 
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'Mid  intermindlng  elms,  her  flow'ry  meads; 
And  Hascombe'shill,in  tow 'ring  groves  array'd, 
Kear'd  its  romanilo  steep — wiili  mind  s>t'reiie 

1  joiiVney'd  blvthe.     Fall  pensive  I  rcturn'd: 

For  now  my  breast  with  hopeless  passion 
bnrn'd ; 
Wet  with  hoar  mists  appear'd  the  gaudy  scene 

Which  late  in  careless  indolence  I  pass'dj 

And  Autumn  all  around  those  hues  had  cast 
Wliore  past  delight  my  reccnts;riefmi<i;ht  trace. 

Sad  change!  that  IS'ature  a  congenial  gloom 
Should  wear,  when  most,  my  cheerless  mood  to 
chase, 

I  wish'd  her  green  attire,  and  wonted  bloom ! 


On  King  Arthur's  Round  Table  at  JVinchester. 
VTThere  Venta's  Normaii  castle  still  uprcars 
^^      Its  rafter'd  hall,  tliat  o'er  the  grassy  foss 

And  scatter'd  flinty  fragments,  clad  in  moss, 
Qn  yonder  steep  in  naked  stale  appears : 
High -hung  remains,  the  pride  of  warlike  years, 

Old  Arthur's  Board :  on  the  capacious  round 

Some  British  pen  has  sketch'd   the  names 
renown 'd, 
Tn  marks  obscure,  of  his  immortal  peers. 
Tho' join'd  by  magic  skill,  with  manyarhj'me. 

The  Druid  frame  unhonour'd  falls  a  prey 
To  the  slow  vengeance  of  the  wizard  Time, 

And  fade  the  British  characters  away  ; 
Yet  Spenser's  page,  that  chants  in  verso  sublime 

Those  chiefe,  shall  live  unconscious  of  decay. 


I'o  the  River  Lodon. 
A  H  !  what  a  we^iry  race  my  feet  have  run, 
■^  Since  first   I   trod  thy  banks  with  alders 
crown'd,  [ground, 

And   thought  my  way  was  all  through  fairy 
Beneath  thy  azure  sky,  and  golden  sun : 
Where  first  my  muse  to  lisp  her  notes  begun  ! 
While  pensive  memory  traces  back  the  round 
Which  fills  th?  varied  interval  between. 
Much  pleasure, more  of  sorrow, marks  the  scene. 
Sweet  native  stream !  those  skies  and  suns  so 
pure 
No  more  return,  to  cheer  my  evening  road ! 

Yet  still  one  joy  remains,  that  not  obscure 
^or  useless  all  my  vacant  days  have  flow'd. 
From  youth's,  gay  dawn  to  manhood's  prime 
mature ;  ■ 

Nor  with  the  Muse's  laurel  unbestow'd. 


The  Old  Cheese.       King. 

TToujJG  Slouch  the  farmer  had  a  jolly  wife, 
•^    That  knew  all  the  conveniences  of  life. 
Whose  diligence  and  cleanliness  supplied 
The  wit  which  Nature  had  to  him  denied : 
But  then  she  had  a  tongue  that  would  be  heard. 
And  make  a  better  man  than  Slouch  afeard. 
This  made  censorious  persons  of  the  town 
Say,  Slouch  could  hardly  call  his  soul  his  own  j 
For,  if  he  went  abroad  too  much,  she'd  use 
To  give  hipi  slipp.ers^  and  lock  up  hi?  shoes. 


Talking  he  lov*d,  and  ne'er  was  more  afflicted 
Than  when  Ite  was  disturb'd  or  contradicted} 
Yet  still  into  his  story  she  would  break 
With — "  'Tis  not  so  j  pray  give  rae  leave  to 

*♦  speak. T 
His  friends  thought  this  wa<»  a  tyrannic  rule. 
Not  dilTring  much  from  calling  of  him  fool! 
Told  him  he  must  exert  himself,  and  be 
In  fact  the  master  of  his  family. 

He  said,   *'  That  the   next  Tuesday-nooa 

*'  would  show 
**  Whether  he  were  tlie  lord  at  home  or  no  ; 
"  When  their  good  company  he  would  entreat 
"To   well-brew'd  ale,  and  clean,  ifbomel/ 

♦'  meat." 
With  i)chiiig  heart  home  to  his  wife  hegoet. 
And  on  his  knees  docs  his  rash  act  disclose  j 
And  prays  dear  Suky,  that  one  day  at  least 
He  mi^ht  appear  as  master  of  the  feast. 

**  I'll  grant  your  wish,"  cries  she,  **  that 

**  you  may  see 
'*  'T were  wisdom  to  be  govern'd  still  by  me." 

The  guests  upon  the  day  appointed  came, 
Flachbowsy  farmer  with  his  simp'ring  dame. 
**  Ho,  Sue!"  cries  Slouch,  **  why  dost  not 

**  thou  appear  ? 
*♦  Are  these  thy  manners  when  aunt  Snap  is 

"here?" 
*•  I  pardon  ask,"  says  Sue;  *'  I'd  not  offend 
'*  Any  my  dear  invites,  much  less  his  friend.** 
Slouch  by  his  kinsman  Gruffy  had  bcea 

taught 
To  entertain  his  friends  with  finding  fault. 
And  make  the  main  ingredient  of  his  treat 
His  saving — "  There  was  iKithing  fit  to  eat : 
♦♦  The  boil'd  Pork  slinks,  the  roast  Beefs  not 

**  enough, 
"  The  Bacon's  rusty,  and  the  Hens  are  tough; 
'•  The  Veal's  all  rags,  the  Butter's  turn'd  to  oil; 
**  And  thus  I  buy  good  meat  for  sluts  to  spoil. 
**  'Tis  we  are  the  first  Slouches  ever  sat 
**  Down  to  a  Pudding  without  Plums  or  Fat. 
**  What  Teeth  or  Stomach's  strong  enough  to 

**  feed 
'•  Upon  a  Goose  my  Grannum  kept  to  breed? 
♦'  Why  must  old  Pigeons,  and  they  stale,  be 

'**drest, 
**  When  there's  so  many  squab  ones  in  the  nest  ? 
**  This  Beer  is  sourj  'tis  musty,   thick,  and 

"  stale, 

**  And  worse  than  any  thing,  except  the  Ale." 

She  all  this  while  many  excuses  made,        i 

Some  thingssheowri'd;  atoiheriimesshclaid  >■ 

The  fault  on  chance,  but  ofi'ner  on  the  maid.  ) 

Then  Cheese  was  brought.     Says  Slouch — 

**  This  e'en  shiiU  roll ; 
**  Pm  sure  'tis  hard  enough  to  make  a  Bow) : 
"  This  is  skim-milk,  and  therefore  it  shall  go; 
'*  And  this,  because  'tis  Suffolk,  follow  too.'* 
But  now  Sue's  patience  did  begin  to  waste  ; 
Nor  longer  could  dissimulation  last. 
'*  Pray  let  me  rise,"  says  Sue,  "  my  dear  ;  Til 

"  find 
"  A  Cheese  perhaps  maybe  to  lovy's  mind." 

Theq 
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Tlicn  in  an  enlrj*  stamlinp;  close,  where  he 
Alone,  and  none  of  all  his  friends,  nii^ht  seC) 
And  hrandishing  a  cudgel  he  had  fih, 
Anu  far  enough,  on  ihis  occasion,  snult — 
••  I'll  try,  jnyjoy,"  she  cried,  •*  if  I  rnn  please 
•*  My  dearest  with  a  taste  of  his  Old  Cheese  I** 
Slouch  tiirn'd  his  head,  saw  his  witcs  vigor- 
ous hand 
Wicldinp;  h<^r  o.ikcn  sapling  of  command. 
Knew    well    the   twang — **    Is't   t!ie  Old 
*•  Cheese,  my  dear?"         [I'ii  >> ..car, 
* '  No  need,  no  need  of  Cheese,"  cnes  Sloncl  j ; 
*'  1  think  I've   <liu'd   as  well    as  my   Lord 
♦'  Mayor!" 


Thf  Pilgrim  and  the  Peas.    /I  tmr  Sfmy. 

Peter  Pindar. 

A   BRACE  of  sinners,  for  no  good, 

■^  Were  order'd  toihe  Virgin  M.ir\',  ^hrine, 

Who  at  Lorrtto  dwelt;  in  wax,  stono.  wood, 

And  in  u  fair  while  wig  look'dwouihous  fine. 

Fiftvlong  miles  had  those  sad  rogm  s  to  travel. 
With  someihinsj  in   their  shoea  much  worse 

llun  crurel ; 
In  short,  their  toes  so  gentle  to  anfusr. 
The  priest  had  order'd  peas  into  tluir  ^hoes  : 
A  nostrum  famous  in  old  Popish  tin  as 
For  purifying  souls  that  stunk  with  crimes; 

A  sort  of  apostolic  salt. 

That  Popish  parsons  for  its  powVs  exalt 
For  keeping  souls  of  sinners  swrrl. 
Just  as  our  kitchen  salt  keeps  mvat. 

The  knaves  set  off  on  the  same  day. 
Peas  in  their  shoes,  to  go  and  pray  ; 

But  very  difTcrcnt  was  their  spied,  I  wot: 
One  of  the  sinners  gallop'd  on 
Liuht  as  a  hullet  from  a  gun  ; 

The  other  limp'd  as  if  he  had  boon  shot. 
Osv.  saw  the  ViRf;i!f  soon — pccrnvi  cried— 

Had  his  soul  whitciv.rsh'd  all  so  ckvcr ; 
Tiienhonte  apiin  he  nimbly  hied, 

Made  6t  with  saints  above  to  live /or  ever. 

In  coming  back,  however,  let  me  s;i\ , 
lie  met  his  brother  rogue  about  halfway. 
Hobbling  with  outstreich'd  bum  ami  bending 

knees. 
Damning  the  souls  and  bodies  of  the  peas  : 
Hiseyesiii  tears, his  checks  and  brows  in  sweat, 
T)(ep  »ympathi/.ing  with  his  groaning  feet. 

How  now,"  the  light-locd,  whitewash'd  pil- 
grim broke, 

**  Vou  lazy  lubber?" 
*'  Odds  curse  it!"  cried  the  other,  "'tisnoja/c; 
♦'  My  feet,  once  hard  as  any  rock, 

•'  Arc  now  as  soft  as  ilulirr. 
"  Exrusc  nie.  Virgin  Mary,  that  I  swear — 
"  As  for  Loretto,  I  shall  liot  get  there: 
"  .No!  to  the  Devil  my  sinful  soul  must  go, 
*'  For  damme  if  I  hanf  lo5t  ev'ry  toe. 
•'  But,  britihcr  sinner,  do  explam 
♦•  How  'tis  that  you  arc  not  in  pain; 


**  What  Pow'r   hath  work'd  «  wonder  for 

••  If  our  toes  ; 
*'  Whilst  /  jusihkc  a  snail  am  crawling, 
**  Now    swearing,    now  on   saints   devoutly 
•'  bawling, 
"  Whilst  not  a  rascal  come<;  to  case  my  woes? 
'*  How  is't  that  yon  can  like  a  greyhound  ^,o, 
**  Merry,  as  if  that  nought   had   hap])en'd, 
**  burn  ye  ?"— 
**  Why, "cried  theothcr,  grinning,  **  you  must 

**  knott't 
i'  That,  just  before  I  ventiir'd  on  my  journcv. 
*•  To  wilk  a  little  more  at  ease, 
•'  I  took  the  liljerty  to  boil  my  pea^. 


A 


A  Country  Bumpkin  ami  Ttazor-se/hr. 

PtTER  Pindar, 

Fei,low  in  a  market  town, 
Moit  nuisical,  cried  razors  up  and  down, 
And  otferd  twelve  for  eighteen  pence  ; 
Which  certainly  sccm'd  wondrous  cheap. 
And  for  the  money  quite  a  heap. 

As  every  man  would  buy  with  cash  and  sense. 

A  country  bumpkin  the  ureat  oflcr  heard. — 
Poor  Hodge,  wlio   suller'd   by   a  broad  hlatk 
beard,  [nose: 

That  seem'd  a  shoe-brush  stuck  beneath  his 
With  cheerfulness  the'eightecn  pence  he  paid. 
And  proudly  to  himself  in  whispers  said, 

•*  This  rascal  stole  the  razors,  1  supj)osc. 
'*  No  tnatter,  if  the  fellow  /ra  knave, 
•'  Provided  that  the  razors  s/inrr, 

'*  h  certainly  will  be  a  monstrous  pri/c.'* 
Sohome  the  clown  with  his  good  fortune  went, 
Sminng,  in  heart  and  soul  content, 

And  quickly  soap'd  himself  to  ears  and  eves. 

Being  well  latlier'd  from  a  dish  or  tub, 
Hodge  now  began  with  grinning  pain  to  grub. 

Just  like  a  hedger cntttng  furze; 
'Twas  a  vile  razor  !  then  the  rest  he  tried — 
All  were  impostors — "  Ah  !*'  Hodge  sigh'd, 

•'  I  wish  my  eighteen  pence  within  my  purse.'* 

In  vain  to  tbaschis  beard,  and  bring  the  graces, 
}lc  cut,  and  dug,  and  winc'd,  and  stamp'd, 
and  swore; 
Brought  blood,  and  danc'd,  blasphcni'd,  and 
made  wry  faces. 
And  curs'd  each  razor's  body  o'er  and  o'er. 
His  MU'/.zi.F,  form'd  of  o/)/)o.W/ioH stuff, 
Pirm  as  a  Poxitc,  would  not  loose  its  ruff: 

.So  kept  it — laughing  at  the  steel  and  suds  : 
Hodjj;e,  m  a  passion  stretch'd  his  annrvjaws. 
Vowing   the  direst  vengeance,  with  clench'U 
claws. 
On  the  vile  cheat  that  sold  the  goods. 

"  Razors  ! — a  damn'd,  confounded  dog ! — 
'•  Not  fit  to  scrape  a  hog!"  [gun — 

Hodge  sought  the  fellow,  found  him,  and  be- 
"  P'f  haps.  Master  llazor-roguc,  to  you  'tis  fun, 

•'  That 
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"  Tliat  people  flay  themsclvea  out  of  their 
*'  Vivva : 
**  Vou  rascal !  forati  hour  I  have  boon  grubbing, 
*'  Giving  my  scoundrel  whiskers  here  a  scrub- 
"  bing, 
*'  With  razors  just  like  ovster  knives. 
**  Sirrah!  I  tell  you  you're  a  knave, 
"  To  cry  up  razors  that  can't  shave." 

*'  Friend,"  quoth  the  razor-man,  '*  I'm  not  a 
'*  knave: 
**  As  for  the  razors  you  have  bought 
"  Upon  mv  soul  I  never  thought 

•  '  Thatihev  would ^//uir.** 

"  Not  thinkthey'd  shave !"  quoth  Hodge,  with 
wond'riiia^cyes. 
And  voice  nOl  much  unlike  an  Indian  yell ; 
"  Wiiat  were  ihey  made  for  then,  you  dog  r" 
he  cries : 
*•  Made!"  quoth  the  fellow  with  a  smile — 
*♦  to  selir 


The  Bald-pated  Jf'clshman  and  the  Fly. 

SoMERVILLE. 
•— ~"  Qui  non  moderabltur  irac, 
**  lafectum  volet  esse,  dolor  quod  suaserit  et  mens, 
*'  Dum  poenas  odio  per  vim  festinat  inulto."  iior. 
A   sfluiRE  of  Wales,  whose  blood  ran  higher 
•^  Than  that  of  any  other  squire, 
Hasty  and  hot ;  whose  peevisn  honour 
Reveng'd  each  slight  wiis  put  upon  her; 
Upon  a  mountain's  top  one  day 
Kxpos'd  to  sol's  meridian  ray; 
lie  fum'd  he  rav"d,  he  curs'd,  he  swore, 
^     I.'lxhard  a  sea  at  cv'ry  pore; 
At  last,  such  insults  to  evade. 
Sought  the  next  tree's  protecting  shade; 
Where  as  he  lay  dissolv'd  in  sweat. 
And  wip'd  off  many  a  rivulet. 
Off  in  a  pet  the  beaver  flies. 
And  flaxen  wig,  time's  best  disguise. 
By  which  folks  of  matursr  ages 
Vie  with  smooth  beaux,  aiul  ladies  pages: 
Tlioiigh  't»\'asa  secret  raryly  laiowu, 
Ill-natnr'd  age  had  cr0|)p*d  his  -jroun, 
Grubb'd  all  tlie  fovert  up,  and  now 
A  large  smooth  plain  extends  his  brow. 
Thus  as  he  lay  with  numskull  bare. 
And  courted  the  refreshing  air. 
New  persecutions  still  appear, 
A  noisv  flv  offends  his  ear. 
Alas!  what  man  of  parts  and  sense 
Could  bear  such  vile  impertinence? 
Yet,  so  discourteous  is  our  fate, 
Fools  always  buz  about  the  great. 
This  insect  now,  whosd  active  spite 
Teas'd  him  with  never-ceasing  bite. 
With  so  much  judgment  play'd  his  part. 
He  had  him  both  in  tierce  and  quart: 
In  vain  with  open  hands  he  tries 
To  guard  his  cars,  his  nose,  his  eyes; 
For  now  at  last,  familiar  grown. 
He  pcrch'd  upon  his  worship's  crovra. 


With  teeth  and  claws  his  sVm  he  tore. 
And  stufTd  himself  with  huuian  ^ore. 
At  last,  in  nriimcrs  to  excel, 
L'fitrusb'da  point,  some  authors  icU. 
Hut  now  what  rhetoric  could  assuage 
The  furious  squire,  stark  mad  with  ra^^? 
Impatient  at  the  foul  disgrace 
From  insect  of  so  mean  u  race. 
And  plotting  vengeance  on  his  fo*. 
With  double  hst  he  aims  a  '  ' 
The  nimble  fly  eacap'd  bv 
And  skipp'd  from  this  unecjuv.i  i-ut. 
Th'  imj)ending  stroke  vviili  all  its  weight 
Fell  on  his  own  beloved  pate. 
Thus  nntch  he  gain'd  by  this  adventurous  deed. 
He  fouTd  his  finc^ers,  and  he  broke  liis  head. 
iM  ORAL. 
I>et  senates  hence  learu  to  preserve  their^ 

^tate,  [bate. 

And  scorn   the  f^ol,  below  their  grave  de-' 
Who  by  the  unequal  strife  grows  popularj 

and  great. 
Let  him  buz  on,  with  senseless  rant  defy 
The  wise,  the  good,  yet  still  'tis  but  a  flv. 
Wilh  puny  foes  the  toil's  not  worth  the  cost. 
Where  nothingcan  begain'd,much  "»;iy  belost; 
Let  cranes  and  jngmies  in  mock-war  engage, 
A  prey  beneath  the  gen'rous  eagle's  rage. 
True  honour  o'er  the  clouds  sublimely  wings; 
Young  Aminon  scorns  to  run  with  less  tliao 

kings. 


Thf  incimvus  lienchrr.      SoMERVlLLE. 
A  T  Jeimy  Mann's,  where  heroes  meet, 
"^  x^nd  lay  their  laurels  at  her  feet ; 
The  modern  Pallas,  at  whose  siuine 
They  bow,  and  by  whose  aid  they  dine : 
Colonel  Brocade,  among  the  re,>»t. 
Was  every  day  a  welcome  guest. 
One  night  as  carelessly  he  stood. 

Cheering  his  reins  before  the  fire 
(So  every  true-born  Briton  should). 

Like  that  he  chafd  and  fum'd  with  ire. 
"  Jenny,"  said  he,  "  'tis  very  hard, 
"  Th:vt  no  man's  honour  can  be  spar'd; 
"  Ifl  but  sup  with  Lady  Duchess, 
*•  Or  play  a  game  at  onibre,  such  is 
"  The  malice  of  the  world,  'tis  said, 
*'  Although  his  Gr 
**  'Twas  1  that  caus'tl  his  acinng 
'•  If  Madam  Doodle  would  be  witty, 
'*  And  I  am  summon'd  to  the  city, 
**  To  play  at  blindman's-bufl'  or  so, 
*'  What  won't  such  hellish  malice  do  ? 
**  Ifl  but  catch  her  in  a  corner, 
**  Humph  !  'tis  your  servant,  Colonel  Horner: 
*•  But  rot  the  sneering  fops,  if  e'er 
**  1  prove  it,  it  shall  cost  them  dear ; 
**  1  swear  by  this  dead-doing  blade, 
**  Dreadful  examples  shall  be  made. 
"  What,  can't  they  drink  bohea  and  cream, 
**  But  (d — n  them)  I  must  be  their  ihcmc? 
**  Other  men's  business  let  alone, 
*'  Why  should  not  coxcombs  mind  ihcirowo?" 

As 


the  world,  'tis  said,  ^ 

J  race  lay  drunk  in  bed,        r 
is'd  his  aching;  head.  S 
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As  thus  he  ravM  tvith  all  his  might 
(How  insecure  from  fortune's  spile, 
Alas,  ise\*ry  mortal  wight!) 
To  shew  his  ancient  spleen  to  Mir«, 
Fierce  Vulcan  caught  him  by  the  a — j 
Stuck  to  his  skirts,  insatiate  varlet  ! 
And  fed  with  i)Ieasure  on  the  scarlet. 
Hard  by,  and  in  the  corner  sate 
A  bencner  grave,  with  look  sedate. 
Smoking  his  pipe,  warm  as  a  toast, 
And  reading  over  last  week's  Post  j 
He  saw  the  foe  the  fort  invade. 
And  soon  smelt  out  the  breach  he  made; 
But  not  a  word — a  little  sly 
He  look'd,  'tis  true,  and  from  each  eye 
A  sidelong  Qjlancc  sometimes  he  sent. 
To  bring  hun  news,  and  watch  th'  e^eIlt. 
At  length,  upon  that  tender  part 
Where  honour  lodges  (as  of  old 
Authentic  Hudibras  has  told) 
The  blust'ring  colonel  fell  a  smart ; 
Sore  gricv'd  for  his  affronted  bum, 
Frisk'd,  skipp'd,  and  bounc'd  about  thcioom  : 
Then  turning  short — "  Zounds,  sir,  '  he  cries; 
•*  Pox  on  him  I  had  the  fool  no  eyt- s  ? 
•*  What!  let  a  man  be  burnt  alivcf  " 

**  1  am  not.  Sir,  inquisitive," 
Replied  Sir  Gravity,  ••  to  know 
«'  Whale'er  your  Honour's  pleas'd  to  doj 
•*  If  you  will  burn  your  tail  to  tinder, 
•*  Pray  what  have  I  to  do  to  hinder? 
•*  Other  men's  business  let  alone, 
•*  Why  should  not  coxcombs  mind  their  own?" 

Then,  knocking  out  his  pipe  wiili  care. 
Laid  down  his  penny  at  the  bar  j 
And  wrapping  round  his  frieze  suriout, 
Took  up  his  crabtrec  and  walk'd  out. 


M' 


The  ojjicxoui  Messenger.  A  Tale,  SoM  E  r  v  i  lle. 
kn,  of  precarious  sci'.nce  rain, 
■  Treats  other  creatures  with  disd.iin  ; 

Nor  Pug,  nor  Siiock  have  coumion  scn^c, 

Kor  even  Poll  the  least  pretence. 

Though  she  praics  belter  than  us  a!!, 

To  be  accounted  rational. 

The  brute  creation  here  below, 

ll  seems,  is  nature's  puppet-show ; 

But  clock-work  all,  and  mere  machine. 

What  can  the^^c  idle  gimcracks  mean  ? 

Ye  world-makers  of  Gresham  hall. 

Dog  Rover  shall  confute  you  all  \ 

Shall  prove  thai  cv'ry  reasoning  brute 

Like  Ben  of  Ikin^or  can  dispute  j 

Can  apprehend, judge,  syllogize. 

Or  like  proud  Beutley  criticize; 

Ata  moot  point,  or  odd  disaster. 

Is  often  wiser  than  his  master. 

He  may  mistake  souietlnics,  'tis  true; 

None  are  infallible  but  you. 

'J'he  dog  whom  nothing  can  mislead 

J^lust  be  a  dog  of  parts  indeed. 

But  louiy  tale:  hear  me,  my  frieivl, 

Aud  with  due  gravity  attend* 


Rover,  as  heralds  are  agreed. 
Well-bom,  and  of  the  setting  breed, 
Rang'd  high,  was  stout,  of  nose  acute, 
A  very  Icarn'd  and  courteous  brute. 
In  pai-allel  lines  his  grounds  he  beat. 
Not  such  as  in  one  centre  meet ; 
In  those  let  blund'ring  doctors  deal. 
His  were  exactly  parallel. 
\Vhen  tainted  gales  the  game  betra}-, 
Oown  close  he  sinks  and  eyes  his  prey. 
Though  diff 'rent  passions  tempt  his  soul. 
True  as  the  needle  to  the  pole. 
He  keeps  his  point,  and  panting  lies ;  i 

The  floating  net  above  him  flics,  5. 

Then  dropping,  sweeps  the  flutl'ring  prize,  j 
Nor  this  hisflnly  excellence  : 
When  surly  farmers  took  offence. 
And  the  rank  corn  the  sport  denied. 
Still,  faithful  to  his  master's  side, 
A  thousand  pretty  pranks  he  play'd. 
And  cU^arful  each  comiiund  obov  'd  : 
Humble  his  mind,  though  threat  his  wit, 
V\'ould  lug  a  pig,  or  turn  the  spit; 
Would  fetch  and  carrv,  leap  o'er  sticks. 
And  forty  such  diverting  tricks. 
Nor  Partridge,  nor  wise  GadburVf 
Could  find  lost  goods  as  soon  as  he: 
Bid  him  go  back  a  mile  or  more. 
And  seek  the  glove  you  hid  before. 
Still  his  unerring  nose  would  wind  it ; 
If  above  ground,  was  sure  to  find  it ; 
VVhimi)'ring  for  joy  his  master  greet. 
And  humbly  lay  it  at  his  feet. 

But  hold — it  cannot  be  denied 
That  useful  talents,  misapplied. 
May  make  wild  work.    It  hapj)'d  one  day. 
Squire  Lobb,  his  master,  took  his  way. 
New  shav'd  and  smug,  and  very  tight. 
To  compliment  a  ncighb'ring  knight ; 
In  his  best  trowsers  he  appears 
(A  comely  j)erson  for  his  years); 
And  clean  wljite  drawers,  that  many  a  day 
In  lavender  and  rosc-cakcs  lay. 
Across  his  brawny  shouMers  strung, 
(^n  his  left  side  his  dagger  hung; 
Dead-doing  blade!  a  dreadful  guest 
Or  in  thv"  held  or  at  the  feast. 
No  Franklin,  carving  of  a  chine 
At  Christidr,  ever  look'd  so  fine. 
With  him  ol)se(piious  Rover  trudg'd. 
Nor  from  his  heels  one  mcmient  budg'd : 
Awhile  they  Iravcll'd,  when  within 
Poor  I^bb  pcrceiv'd  a  rumbling  din : 
Then  warring  winds  for  want  of  vent 
Shook  all  his  earthly  tenement. 
So  in  the  body  politic 
>  For  stales  sometimes,  like  men,  are  sick). 
Dark  faction  mutters  through  the  crowd, 
Kre  bare-fac'd  treason  roars  aloud  : 
Whether  crude  humours  undigested 
His  l^b'ingcnlrails  had  infested; 
Or  last  night's  load  of  bottled  ale, 
Grown  niutinooi,  was  breaking  caoJ ; 

Th« 
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The  cause  of  this  his  awkward  pain 

Let  Johnston  or  let  H ih  explain; 

Whose  leiuned  noses  may  discover 
Why  nature's  slink-pot  thus  ran  over. 
Mv  province  is  ih'  effect  to  trace, 
And  give  each  point  its  proper  grace  : 
Th'  effect,  O  lamentable  case  ! 
Long  had  he  struggled,  but  in  vain. 
The  factious  tumult  to  restrain. 
What  should  he  do?  Th'  unruly  rout 
Press'd  on  ;  and  it  was  time,  no  doubt, 
T'  unbutton,  and  to  let  all  out. 
The  trowsers  soon  his  will  obcv  ; 
Not  so  his  stubborn  drawers;  for  they. 
Beneath  his  hanging  paunch  close  tied. 
His  utmost  art  and  pains  defied  : 
He  drew  his  dagger  on  the  spot, 
Resolv'd  to  cut  the  Gordian  knot. 
In  the  same  road  just  then  pass'd  by 
(Such  was  the  will  of  destiny) 
The  courteous  curate  of  the  place. 
Good  nature  shone  oVr  all  his  face. 
Surpris'd  the  flaming  blade  to  view. 
And  deeming  slaughter  must  ensue. 
Off  from  his  hack  liimself  he  threw: 
Then  without  ceremony  sci/.'d 
The  squire,  impatient  to  be  eas'il. 
*'  Lord !   ^Master  Lobb,  who  would  have 

"  thought 
•*  Tlic  fiend  had  e'er  so  strongly  wrought? 
•*  Is  suicide  so  slight  a  fault? 
**  Rip  up  thy  guts,  man  ?  What!  go  quick 
**  To  hell,  outrageous  lunatic? 
"  But,  by  the  blessing,  I'll  prevent 
•*  With  this  right  hand  thy  foul  intent." 
Then  grip'd  the  dagger  fast:  the  squire. 
Like  Peleus'  son,  look'd  pale  with  ire; 
While  the  good  man  like  Pallas  stood. 
And  check'd  his  eager  thirst  for  blood. 
At  last,  when  both  awhile  had  strain'd, 
Strength,  join'd  with  zeal,  the  conquest  galn'd 
The  curate  in  all  points  obey'd. 
Into  the  sheath  returns  the  blade; 
But  first  th'  unhappy  squire  he  swore, 
T'  attem|rt  upon  his  life  no  more. 
With  sage  advice  his  speech  he  clos'd, 
And  left  him  (as  he  though ty  compos'd. 
But  was  it  so,  friend  Lobb  ?  I  own, 
]Mlsfortune  seldom  comes  alone; 
Satan  supplies  the  swelling  tide. 
And  ills  on  ills  are  multiplied. 
Subdued,  and  all  his  measures  broke. 
His  purpose  and  intent  mistook. 
Within  his  drawers,  alas !  he  found 
His  guts  let  out  without  a  wound  : 
For  in  the  conflict  strainitig  hard. 
He  left  his  postern-gate  unbarr'd  ; 
Most  woefully  bedaub'd  he  moans 
His  piteous  case,  he  sighs,  he  groans. 
To  lose  his  dinner,  and  return. 
Was  very  hard,  not  to  be  borne. 
Hunger,  they  sav,  parent  of  arts. 
Will  make  a  fool  a  man  of  parts. 
The  sharp-set  squire  resolves  at  last, 
Whale'er  befel  him,  not  to  fast  j. 


} 


He  mus'd  awhile,  chaf'd,  strain'd  hit  witt. 
At  last  on  this  expedient  hits  : 
To  the  next  brook  with  sober  pace 
He  tends,  preparing  to  uncase. 
Straddling  and  mutVringall  the  way, 
Cnrs'd  inwardly  th'  unluckv  day. 
The  coast  now  clear,  no  soul  in  view. 
Off  in  a  trice  his  trowscrs  drew ; 
More  leisurely  his  drawers,  for  care 
And  caution  were  convenient  there: 
So  fast  the  plaster'd  bird-lime  stuck. 
The  skin  came  off  with  ev'rv  pluck. 
Sorely  he  galTd  each  brawnv  ham : 
Nor  other  parts  escap'd,  which  shame 
Forbids  a  bashful  Muse  to  name. 
Not  without  pain  the  work  achiev'd. 
He  scrubb'd  and  wash'd  the  parts  aggricy'd; 
Then  with  nice  hand  and  look  sedate, 
Folds  up  his  draw'rs  with  tiieir  rich  freight^ 
.And  bales  them  in  a  hush,  at  leisure 
Resolv'd  to  fetch  his  hidden  treasure. 
The  trusty  Rover  lay  hard  by. 
Observing  all  with  curious  eye. 

Now  rigg'd  again,  once  more  a  beau. 
And  matters  fix'd  in  statu  quo. 
Brisk  as  a  snake  in  merry  May, 
That  just  has  cast  his  slough  away. 
Gladsome  he  caper'd  o'er  the  green. 
As  he  presum'd  both  sweet  and  clean; 
For,  O!  amongst  us  mortal  elves. 
How  few  there  are  smell  out  themselves! 
With  a  mole's  car  and  eagle's  eye,  -% 

.\ud  with  a  blood-hound's  nose,  we  fly         > 
Oti  others'  faults  implacably:  ' 

But  where's  that  ear,  that  eye,  that  nose. 
Against  its  master  will  depose? 
Ruddy  Miss  Prue,  with  golden  hair. 
Stinks  like  a  pole-cat  or  a  bear; 
Yet  romps  about  me  cv'ry  day. 
Sweeter,  she  thinks,  than  new-made  hay. 
Lord  Plausible,  at  Tom's  and  Will's, 
Who^o  jtoisiiious  breath  in  whispers  kilU, 
S'iil  buzzes  in  my  ear,  nor  knows 
W^hat  fatal  secrets  he  bestows : 
Let  him  destroy  each  day  a  score, 
'Tls  mere  chance-medley,  and  no  more. 
In  fine,  self-love  bribes  ev'ry  sense. 
And  all  at  home  is  excellence. 

The  squire,  arriv'd  in  decent  plight. 
With  rev'rence  due  salutes  the  knight; 
Compliments  past,  the  dinner-bell 
Rung  quick  and  loud,  harmonious  knell 
To  greedy  Lobb  I  Th' Orphean  lyre 
Did  ne'er  such  rapturous  joy  inspire  ! 
Though  this  the  savage  throng otxy, 
That  hunger  tames  more  fierce  than  tliey. 
In  comely  order  now  appear  * 

The  footmen,  loaded  with  good  cheer ;  > 

Her  ladyship  brought  vip  the  rear.  -' 

Simp'ring  she  lisps,  **  \  our  servant,  sir — 
**  Tne  ways  are  bad,  one  can't  well  stir 
*•  Abroad — or 'twere  ifldeed  unkind 
"  To  leave  good  Mrs.  Lobb  behind — 
*'  She's  well,  1  hope? — Master,  ti'.ey  say, 
^*  Comes  on  apace— How*s  Miss,  I  piav^" 

^  Lobb 
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I/>l>bbow'd;  and  cring'd  :  ami  muttoi'mg  low. 

Made  for  his  chair,  would  fain  fall-to. 

These  wcij^hly  points  adjuitcd,  soon 

Mv  Uidy  brandishes  her  lipooti. 

Unhappy  hobb,  pleas'd  with  his  treat, 

And  mindinp;  nothing  but  his  meat. 

Too  near  the  rtie  had  chase  his  scat : 

When,  O !  th'  efHu\  ia  of  his  bmn 

Begun  amait>  to  scent  the  room, 

Anjbrosial  sweets,  and  rich  perlnn.*.  ! 

The  flick'ring  footman  stopp'd  his  nose; 

The  chaplain  too,  under  tiie  rose. 

Made  awkward  moutlis ;  theknij^lit  took  snuff 

Her  ladyship  bej;an  to  hulT: 

««  Indeed,  Sir  John — pray,  pood  my  dear— 

•*  Tis  wrong  to  niake  your  kennel  herc^ 

•*  Dogs  in  their  |)Iare  are  good,  I  cnvn— 

«*  IJut  in  the  parlour — foh  !  he  gone!" 

Now  Rockwood  leaves  th'  untinish'd  bone, 
Banish'd  for  failings  not  his  own  ; 
No  grace  ev'n  Fidler  could  obtain. 
And  fav'rite  Virgin  fawnd  in  vain. 
The  servants,  to  the  stranger  kind, 
Leave  trusty  Rover  still  behind; 
But  Lobh,  who  would  not  seem  to  be 
Defective  in  civility. 
And,  for  removing  of  all  doubt. 
Knitting  his  brows,  bids  him  ;;:et  out; 
Bv  signs  expresses  his  command. 
And  to  the  door  points  with  his  hand. 
The  dog,  or  through  mistake,  or  spite 
(Grave authors  have  not  set  us  right;, 
}''lcd  back  the  very  way  he  came. 
And  in  the  bush  soon  found  his  garni- ; 
Brought  in  his  mouth  the  sav'ry  load. 
And  at  his  master's  elbow  stood. 
()  Lobb'.what  idioms  can  express 
Thy  strange  confusion  and  distress, 
When  on  A.hc  floor  the  draw'rs  disj)],,\'J 
The  fulsome  secret  had  hcwray'd  ? 
Ko  tnutor,  whetT  his  hand  ancl  sial 
Produc'd,  his  dark  designs  reveal, 
E'er  look'd  with  such  a  nangingfacr. 
As  Lobb,  half-dead  ai  this  disgraro. 
Wild-staring,  thunder-struck,  and  diinib. 
While  peals  of  laughter  shake  the  rcxjni ; 
Each  sash  thrown  up  to  let  in  air. 
The  knight  fell  backward  in  his  chai.r, 
l-nugli'd  till  his  hearts-strings  almost  break; 
The  chaplain  giggle<l  for.a  week; 
llcr  ladyship  began  to  call 
For  hartshorn,  and  her  Abigail; 
The  servants  chuckled  at  the  door. 
And  all  was  clamour  and  uproar. 
Hover,  who  now  bi'gan  to  rpiake. 
As  conscious  of  his  foul  mistake. 
Trusts  lo  his  heels  to  save  his  life  ; 
The  squire  sneaks  home,  and  Ix-ats  his  wife. 


The  J>tvil  outwitted.    A  Tale.    SoMERViLtE, 
A  vxcAR  liv'd  on  this  side  Trent, 
"^  llel'glous,  learn'd,  benevolent : 
J-*un.'  was  his  life  in  deed,  word,  thought, 
A  coiumenloa  the  truths  he  taught ; 


His  parish  large,  "his  income  small. 

Yet  seldom  wanted  wherewithal ; 

For  against  cr'ry  merrv  tide 

Madam  would  carifulfy  provide. 

-\  painful  pastor;  hut  his  sheep, 

Alas  I  within  no  hounds  wnnla  keep; 

A  scabby  ^flock,  that  cv'ry  day 

Ran  riot,  and  would  go  astray. 

He  thump'd  his  cushion,  fretted,  vex'd, 

Thuinh'd  o'er  again  each  useful  text ; 

HcbukM,  exhorted,  all  in  vain  ; 

His  parish  was  the  more  prot'anc  : 

The  scrubs  would  have  their  wicked  will. 

And  cunning  Satan  triumph'd  still. 

."^t  last,  when  each  expedient  faild. 

And  serious  measures  nought  avail'd. 

It  came  into  hi«  head,  to  try 

The  force  of  wit  and  raillery. 

The  good  man  was  hv  nature  gay, 

("ould  gibe  and  joke  as  well  as  prav: 

Not  lij^  some  hide-bound  folk,  who  chase   ^ 

Flach  merrv  smile  from  their  dull  face,  f- 


And  think  juidc  zeal,  ill-nature  grace. 
At  christenings  ai¥l  each  jovial  fea^t. 
He  singled  out  the  sinful  beast ; 
Let  all  his  pointed  arrows  fly. 
Told  this  and  that,  look'd  very  sly. 
And  left  my  masters  to  apply. 
His  tales  were  humorous,  often  true. 
And  now  and  then  set  ofl"  to  view        , 
With  lucky  fictions  and  sheer  wit, 
That  pierc'd  where  truth  couUl  never  hit. 
The  laugh  was  always  on  his  sid*'. 
While  passive  fools  by  turns  deride  ; 
And,  gigglinc;  thus  at  one  another, 
Fach  jccrmg  lout  R-forni'd  his  l.Tothrr|, 
'J'ill  the  whole  parish  was  with  ease 
Sham'd  into  virtue  by  decrees. 
Then  be  advis'd,  and  try  a  talc. 
When  Chrysostom  and  Ai-.-iln  t";iil. 


The  Fronts  Choice.         ><imekvillk. 

*n  TA'TTOi,  Oioy  S:o  fu  9i«f  ^^arot  miiiccivrm. 

K|  r/Aiwv  ji^  p»9t  x^x  ijuk/xtyau'  o!  i?i  x«I  *vrti 

Lf  Tjffiv  iT«ff6«X«TKTiy  WTjf  ^*o»  «>.</(  t)^itai*. 

Tv  a  wild  state  of  nature,  long 
^    'Ihe  frogs  at  random  li\'d. 
The  weak  a  prey  unto  the  stronc. 

With  atuirchy  opprcss'd  and  grtev'd^ 
.At  length  the  lawless  rout, 
Taught  by  their  sufl'rings  grew  devout. 
An  embassy  to  Jove  they  sent. 

And  begg'd  his  highness  would  bestow 
Some  settled  form  of  government, 

A  king  to  rule  the  Uns  below, 
Jove,  smiling,  grants  their  odd  request: 

A  king,  th*  indulgent  pow'r  bestow'd> 
Such  as  might  suit  their  genius  best: 
A  l^am  of  a  j)rodigious  size. 

With  all  its  cumbrous  load. 

Came  tumbling  from  the  skies. 
The  waters  dash  against  the  shore. 

The  hollow  caverns  roar ; 
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The  rocks  return  the  dreadful  sound, 

Coiivuisions  shuke  tlwv ground. 
The  muhitude  with  horror  fled, 

And  in  his  oozy  Ix-d 
Kach  skulking  coward  hid  his  head. 

When  all  is  now  a,rovvn  calm  again. 
And  smoothly  glides  the  liquid  plain, 
A  froc^mnre  resoluic  and  bold, 
Pcepino;  with  caution  from  his  hold, 
llecovei'd  from  his  first  surprise, 
As  o'er  the  w:ive  his  head  he  popp'd. 
He  saw — btit  scarce  believ'd  his  eves. 
On  the  same  hank  where  first  he  Jropp'd, 

Th'  imperial  lubhcr  lies, 
Siretch'd  at  his  ease,  careless,  contenti 
*'  Is  this  the  monarch  Jove  has  sent," 
baid  he,  "  our  warlike  troops  to  l«ad? 
*'  Ay,  tisa  eloridus  prince  indeed! 
**  Rv  such  an  active  general  led, 
**  The  routed  mice  our  arm  shall  dread, 

"  Subdued  shall  quit  their  claim: 
•*  Old  Homer  shall  recant  his  lays, 

"  For  us  new  tfophies  raise,  [fame!" 

*'  Sing  our  victorious  arms,  and  justify  our 
'Jhen  laughing  impudently  loud. 
He  soon  alarm'd  the  dastard  crowd. 
The  croaking  nations  with  contempt 
Ikhold  the  worthless  indolent. 
On  wings  of  winds  swift  scandal  flies, 

Libels,  lampoons,  and  lies. 
Hoarse  trcasoiis,  tuneless  blasphemies. 
With  active  leapat  last  upon  his  back  they  stride. 
And  on  the  royal  loggerhead  in  triumph  ride. 

Once  more  to  Jove  they  pray'rs  address'd. 
And  once  more  Jove  grants  their  request: 
A  Stork  he  sends,  of  monstrous  size, 
Jled  lightning  flashes  in  his  eyes. 
Kul'd  by  no  block,  as  heretofore. 
The  gazing  crowds  press'd  to  his  court; 

Admire  his  stately  mien,  his  haughty  port. 
And  only  not  adore. 
Addresses  of  congratulation, 

Sent  from  each  lovul  corporation. 

Full  fraught  with  truth  and  sense, 
"Exhausted  all  their  eloquence.  [meat : 

But  now,  nlas !  'twas  nij,ht ;  kings  must  have 
The  Grand  Vizier  hrst  goes  to  pot; 
Three  Ha.ssos  next,  happy  their  lot! 
Gain'd  Paradise  by  being  eat. 
*•  And  this,"  said  he,  ♦'  and  this  is  mine, 

'*  And  tliis,  by  right  divine:" 
In  slu»rt,  'iwas  all  for  public  weal. 

He  swallow'd  half  a  nation  at  a  naeal. 
Again  they  beg  Almighty  Jove, 
This  cruel  tyrant  to  remove. 
"With  fierce  resentnient  in  his  eyes. 
The  frowning  Tltundcrer  replies : 
*\Those  evils  which  yourselves  create. 
Rash  fools !  ye  now  repent  too  late; 
Made  wretched  by  the  public  voice. 
Not  through  necessity,  but  choice!  [cnrse, 

Begone!  nor  wrest  from  Heaven  some  heavier 
Better  bear  this,  this  Stork,  than  worse." 


MORA  r.. 

Oppress'd  with  happiness,  and  sick  withea<ie, 
Not  Heaven  itself  our  fickle  minds  can  please. 
I'^ondly  we  wish,  cloy'd  with  celestial  store. 
The  leeks  and  onions  which  we  Inath'd  before : 
Still  roving,  still  desiring,  never  pleas'd,  feas'd. 
With  plenty  starv'd,  and  c'cn  with  health  di>« 
With  partial  eyes  each  present  good  wc  view, 
Nor  covet  what  is  best,  but  what  is  new. 
^'e  iK»w's  above,  who  make  mankind  your  carc« 
To  bless  the  supplicant,  reject  his  pray'ri 


The  Oyster. 
•———In  Jus 


S0.MEXVILLE. 


Acres  procurrunt,  magnum  spectaculum  uterqwe. 

Hob. 
nPwo  comrades,  as  grave  authors  say 
*■    (But  in  what  chapter,  page,  or  hne. 

Ye  critics,  if  ye  please,  tleliuc) 
Had  found  an  oyster  in  their  way. 
Contest  and  foul  debate  arose  : 

Both  view'd  at  once  with  greedy  eyes. 

Both  challcng'd  the  delicious  prize. 
And  high  words  soon  Improv'd  to  blows. 
Actions  on  actions  hence  succeed, 

Fi\c\\  hero's  obstinately  stout. 

Green  bagsand  parcb.ments  fly  about. 
Pleadings  are  drawn,  and  counsel  fee'd. 
Tile  parson  of  the  place,  good  man  ! 

Whose  kind  and  charitable  heart 

In  human  ills  still  bore  a  part, 
Thrice  shook  his  head,  and  thus  began: 
"  Neighbours  and  friends,  refer  to  me 

This  doughty  matter  in  dispute, 

I'll  soon  decide  th'  im;>ortant  suit, 
Afid  finish  all  without  a  fee. 
Give  me  the  oyster  then — 'tis  weli"— 

He  opens  it,  audat  one  sup 

Gulps  the  contested  trifle  up. 
And,  smiling,  gives  to  each  a  shell. 
**  Henceforth  let  foolish  discord  cease. 

Your  oyster's  good  as  e'er  wns  cat ; 

I  thank  you  for  my  dainty  treat ; 
God  bless  you  both,  and  live  in  peace." 

.M  ORAL. 
Ye  n?en  of  Norfolk  and  of  Wales, 

From  this  learn  common  sense  ; 
Nor  thrust  your  nciphboars  into  gaols 

For  ev't;^'slight  offence. 
Bnnish  those  vermin  of  debate 

Thai  on  your  substance  feed; 
The  knu\  ei» Who  now  arc  serv'd  in  plate 

Would  starve,  if  fools  agrteJ. 


Epitaph  en   Miss   Basnet,    in    St.   Pancras 
Cliurth-ydtd. 

Go,  spotless  Honour  and  unsullied  Truth  ; 
Go,    smiling    Innocence    and   blooming 
Youth  ; 
Go,  female  Sweetness,  join'd  wlth>nanlySei.5«; 
Go,  wiuning  Wit,  that  never  ^avc  ofl'cxicc  : 
3  J-  'Co. 
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Go,  soft  Humanity,  that  blets'd  the  poor ; 
Go,  saini-cy'd  Patience,  from  Affliction's  doorj 
Go,  Modesty,  that  nqver  wore  a  frown  ; 
Go,  Virtue,  and  receive  thy  heavenly  crown. 
Not  from  a  stranger  came  this  heart- Ilk  verse ; 
The  friend  inscribes  thy  tomb  whose  tears  be- 
dew'd  thy  hearse. 

Ode.    Thomson. 
npBLL  me,  thou  soul  of  hex  I  love, 
^    Ah !  tell  me  whither  art  thou  fled  ? 
To  what  delightful  world  above. 

Appointed  for  the  happy  dead  ? 
Or  dost  thou  free  at  pleasure  roam. 

And  sometimes  share  the  lover's  woe; 
Where,  void  of  thee,  his  cheerless  home 

Can  now,  alas!  no  comfort  know? 

0  !  if  thou  hover'st  round  my  walk, 
Whjle,  under  every  well-known  tree, 

1  to  thy  fancied  shadow  talk. 
And  every  tear  is  full  of  thee  : 

Should  then  the  weary  eye  of  grief. 
Beside  some  sympathetic  stream, 

In  slumber  find  a  snort  relief, 
O  visii  thou  my  soothing  dream ! 


On  Time.    Anow. 
I. 


T^v'jy  while  the  careless,  disencumber'd  sou! 

^-^  Sinks  all  dissolving  into  pleasure's  dream, 

Ev'n  then  to  Time's  tremendous  verge  we  roll 

With  headlong  haste  along  life's  surgy  stieam . 

II. 

Can  gatetv  the  ranish'd  years  restore. 

Or  on  the  withering  limbs  fresh  beauty  shed. 

Or  sooih  the  sad,  inevitable  hour, 

Orcliear  the  dark,  dark  mansions  of  the  dead? 

III. 

Ah  !  beauty's  bloom  avails  not  in  the  grave. 

Youth's  lofty  mien,  nor  agv's  awful  grace ; 
Moulder  alike  unknown  the  [)rincc  and  slave, 

Whelm'd  in  th'  enormous  wreck  of  human 
race! 

IV. 
The  tTibught-fix'd  portraiture,    the  breathing 

'i'hc  arch  with  proud  mei-nrialsarray'd, [bust. 
The  long-liv'd  pyranrul  shall  sink  in  tlust. 

To  dumb  oblivion's  ever  desert  shade. 


SONGS,   BALLADS,    &c.  &c. 


§  1.    Song.    Lord  Lyttelto-^, 

CAY,  Myra,why  is  gentle  Love 

A  stranger  to  that  mind. 
Which  pity  and  esteem  can  move, 
Whicn  can  be  just  und  kind  ? 

Is  it  because  you  fear  to  share 

The  ills  that  love  molest. 
The  jealous  doubt,  the  tender  care 

That  rack  the  am'rous  breast  ? 

Alas  !  by  some  decree  of  woe 

We  ev'fy  blis«  must  gain  : 
The  hcairl  can  ne'er  a  transport  know 

That  never  Iccls  a  pain. 

§  2.    Song.    Waller. 

GO,  lovely  rose ! 
Tell  her  that  wastes  her  time,  and  mc, 

Thnt  now  she  knows, 
When  I  rc9eml)lc  her  to  thee. 
How  sweet  and  fair  she  seems  to  be. 

Toll  her  th.nt  's  young. 
And  shuns  to  ha»e  her  graces  spied. 

That  hadst  thou  sprung 
In  deserts,  where  no  men  abide, 
Thou  must  have  uncommcnded  died. 

S«)all  is  the  worth 
Of  beauty,  from  the  light  retir'd ; 

Bid  her  come  forth, 
SulTcr  herself  to  be  desir'd, 
And  not  blush  so  to  be  adniirJ. 


Then  die  !  that  she 
The  common  fate  of  all  things  rare 

May  read  in  thee  : 
How  small  a  part  of  ticnc  they  share, 
*rbat  are  so  wondrous  sweet  and  fair. 


§  3.  Song.     L' Amour  T'unide.     MooRB, 

Tf  in  that  breast,  so  good,  so  pure, 
^  Compassion  ever  hn'd  to  dwell, 
Pitvthe  sorrows  I  endure. 
The  cause  1  must  not,  dare  not  tell. 

That  grief  that  on  my  quiet  preys. 

That  ri-nds  my  heart,  that  checks  my  tongue, 
I  fear  will  last  iiie  all  my  days. 

But  feel  it  will  not  last  me  long. 


§  4.  Suivg.     Earl  of  DoKSVT^* 

'T'o  all  you  ladies  now  at  land 
■*•      We  men  at  sea  indite  ; 
But  first  would  have  you  understand 

How  hard  it  is  to  write  ; 
The  .Musi-8  now,  and  Neptune  too. 
Wo  must  implore  to  writeto  you. 
With  a  fa  Jn,  la,  la,  la,  la. 

For  thoiiffh  the  Muses  should  prove  kind. 

And  fill  our  empty  biain  ; 
Vetif  rough  Nfj)iune  rouse  the  wind 

To  wave  the  azure  main. 


Written  at  sea,  the  iirsr Dutch  war,  1665,  the  niglit  before  an  engagcnrent. 
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Our  paper,  pen,  and  ink,  and  we. 
Roll  up  ana  down  our  ships  at  sea. 
With  a  fa,  &c. 

Then,  if  we  write  ttot  bv  each  post. 

Think  not  we  are  unwind  ; 
Nor  yet  conclude  our  ships  are  lost 

By  Dutchmen  or  by  wind  ; 
Our  tears  we'll  send  a  speedier  way. 
The  tide  shall  bring  them  twice  a  day. 

With  a  fa,  &c. 

The  king,  with  wonder  and  surprise. 
Will  swear  the  seas  grow  bold  j 

Because  the  tides  will  higher  rise. 
Than  e^cr  they  did  of  old  : 

But  let  him  know  it  is  our  tears 

Brins  floods  of  tears  to  Whitehall  sftairs. 
W  ith  a  fa,  &c. 

Should  foggy  Opdam  chance  to  know 

Our  sad  and  dismal  story  ; 
The  J^utch  would  scorn  so  weak  a  foe. 

And  quit  their  fort  at  Goree  : 
For  what  resistance  can  they  find 
From  men  who've  left  their  hearts  behind  ? 

With  a  fa,  &c. 

Let  wind  and  weather  do  its  worst. 

Be  you  to  us  but  kind  ; 
Let  Dutchmen  vapour,  Spaniards  curse. 

No  sorrow  we  shall  find  : 
'Tis  then  no  matter  how  things  go. 
Or  who's  our  friend,  or  who  's  our  foe. 

With  a  fa,  &c. 

To  pass  our  tedious  hours  away. 

We  throw  a  merry  main  j 
Or  else  at  serious  ombre  play  ; 

But  why  should  we  in  vain 
Each  other's  ruin  thus  pursue? 
We  were  undone  when  we  left  you. 

With  a  fa,  &c. 

But  now  our  fears  tempestuous  grow, 

And  cast  our  hopes  uway  ; 
AVhilst  you,,  regardless  of  bur  woe. 

Sit  careless  at  a  |;lay  : 
Perhaps  permit  some'  happier  man 
To  kiss  vour  hand,  or  flirt  your  tan. 

Wiih'a  fa,  &c. 

When  any  mournful  tune  you  hear. 

That  dies  in  ev'ry  note  ; 
As  if  it  sigh'd  with  each  man's  care 

For  being  so  remote  : 
Think  then  how  often  love  we  've  made 
To  you,  when  all  those  tunes  were  play'd. 

With  a  fjt,  St-c. 

In  justice  you  cannot  refuse 

To  think  of  our  distress  ; 
When  we  for  hopes  of  honour  lose 

Our  certain  happiness; 
All  those  designs  are  but  to  prove 
Ourselves  more  worthy  of  your  love. 

With  a  fa,  &c. 


And  now  we  've  told  you  all  oar  loves. 

And  likewise  all  our  fears  ; 
In  hopes  this  declaration  moves 

Some  pity  for  our  tears  ; 
Let's  hear  of  no  inconstancy, 
We  have  too  much  of  tliat  at  sea. 

With  a  fa,  &c. 


§  5.    Song.    Zor^  Lansdowv 9. 

"ITThy,  cruel  creature,  why  so  betvt 
' '^      To  vex  a  tender  heart  ? 
To  gold  and  title  you  relent ; 

Love  throws  in  vain  his  dart. 
Let  glittering  fops  in  court  be  great. 

For  pay  let  aruiies  move  : 
Beauty  should  have  no  other  bait 

But  gentle  vows  and  love. 
If  on  those  endless  charms  you  lay 

The  value  that 's  their  due  ; 
Kings  are  themselves  too  poor  to  pay, 

A  thousand  worlds  too  few. 

But  if  a  passiqn  without  vice. 

Without  disguise  or  art. 
Ah,  Celia  !  if  true  love 's  your  price. 

Behold  it  in  my  heart. 

§6.     Song.     5fr  Car  ScROOPE. 
/^NE  night,  when  all  the  village  slept, 
^^     Myrtillo's  sad  despair 
The  wretched  shepherd  waking  kept. 

To  tell  the  woods  liis  care  ; 
Begone  (said  he),  fond  thoughts,  begone  1 

Eyes,  give  your  sorrows  o'er ! 
Why  should  you  waste  your  tears  for  one 

Who  thinks  on  you  no  more? 

Yet,  O  ye  birds,  ye  flocks,  ye  pow'rs 

That  dwell  within  this  grove. 
Can  tell  how  many  tender  hours 

We  here  have  pass'd  in  love  ! 
Yon  stars  above  (my  cruel  foes !) 

Have  heard  how  she  has  sworn, 
A  thousand  times,  that,  like  to  those. 

Her  flameshould  ever  burn  ! 

But,  since  she's  lost,  O  let  me  have 

My  wish,  and  quickly  die  ; 
In  this  cold  bank  1  '11  n'lake  a  grave. 

And  there  for  ever  lie  : 
Sad  nightingales  the  watch  shall  keep. 

And  kindly  here  complain. — 
Then  down  the  shepherd  lay  to  sleep. 

But  never  rose  again. 


§  7.     A  Pastoral  Elegy. 
A  H,  Damon,  dear  shepherd,  adieu  ! 
■^  By  love  and  first  nature  allied. 
Together  in  fondness  we  grew  j 

Ah,  wauld  we  together  had  died  ! 
For  thy  faith,  which  resembled  my  own. 

For  thy  soul,' which  was  spotless  and  true, 
For  the  joys  we  together  have  known. 
Ah  Damon,  dear  shspherd,  adi«u  1 
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What  bliss  can  hereafter  be  mine? 

Whomever  engat^in^  I  sec, 
To  hi:.  Irietidship  I  ne'er  can  incline, 

For  fear  I  should  mourn  hin>  like  thee.     . 
Thoagh  the  Muses  should  crown  me  with  art, 

Thou  honour  and  fortune  should  join  ; 
Since  thou  art  denied  to  my  heart 

What  bliss  can  hereafter  be  mine  ? 
Ah  Damon,  dear  shepherd,  farcwcl  ! 

Thy  i^rave  with  sad  osiers  1  '11  bind  ; 
Though  no  more  in  one  cottage  we  dwell, 

I  can  keen  thee  for  ever  in  mind. 
Each  mornnig  I  Ml  visit  alone 

His  ashes  who  lov'd  me  so  well, 
And  muruinr  each  eve  o'er  his  stone, 

**  Ah  Damon,  dear  shepherd,  farewel !" 


§  8.    So}ig.    Moore. 
TJark  !  hork  !  'tis  a  voice  from  the  tomb  ! 
"*  ■*  Come,  l.ucy,  it  cries,  come  away ! 
The  grave  of  ihy  Colin  has  room 

To  rest  thee  beside  his  cold  clay. 
I  come,  mv  dear  shepherd,  I  come  ; 

Yc  friends  and  companions,  adieu  ! 
I  haste  to  mv  Colin's  dark  home, 

'J^o  die  on  his  bosom  so  true. 
All  mouruful  the  midnight  bell  rung, 

When  Lucy,  sad  Lucy,  arose  ; 
And  forth  to  the  grceu-lurf  she  s|)rung, 

Where  Colin's  pale  ashes  repose. 
All  wet  with  the  uighi's  chilling  dew. 

Her  bosom  cmbrac'd  the  cold  ground ; 
While  stormy  winds  over  her  blew. 

And  night-ravens  rroak'd  all  airound. 
How  long,  mv  lov'd  Colin,  she  cried. 

How  long  must  thy  lAicycomplaiu  .> 
How  long  shall  the  grave  my  love  hide  ? 

How  long  ere  it  join  us  again  ? 
Iitr  thee  thy  foiul  shepherdess  liv'd. 

With  theV  o'er  the  world  would  she  fly  j 
J\ir  thee  hiis  she  sorrow'd  and  griev'd. 

For  thee  would  she  lie  down  and  die. 
Alas!  what  a\ails  it  how  dear 

Thy  Lucy  was  once  to  her  swain  I 
Her  face  like  the  lily  so  fair. 

And  eyes  t,hat  gave  li'rhl  to  the  phiin! 
The  shepherd  that  lov'd  her  is  gone, 

'i'hat  face  and  those  eyes  charm  no  aiore  j 
^nd  Lucy,  forgot  and  alone. 

To  death  shall  her  Colin  deplore. 
^^'hile^hu3  she  lay  sunk  iri  dcsparr, 

And  mourn'd  to  the  echoes  around, 
Inflanrdall  at  once  grew  the  air. 

And  thutuler  shook  dreadful  the  ground! 
]  hear  the  kind  call,  and  obey, 

() Colin,  receive  me,  she  ericd  : 
Theu  breathing  a  groati  o'er  his  clav, 

Sht  hung  on  his  tomb-stofje,  and  died. 

§  9.     Song.    Gay. 

>'T^w,\^  when  the  se^is  were  roaring 

^       With  hollow  blast*;  of^vial. 
A  <I^^T»»eI  lay  deploring. 
All  oil  a  rock  roclin'd 


Wide  o'er  the  foaming  billows 

She  cast  a  wistful  look  ; 
Her  head  was  crown'd  with  willows 

Tliat  trembled  o'er  the  brook. 

Twelve  months  are  gone  and  over. 

And  nine  long  tedious  days  : 
Why  didst  thou,  vent'rous  lover. 

Why  didst  thou  trust  the  seas? 
Cease,  cease,  thou  cruel  ocean, 

And  let  my  lover  rest : 
Ah  !  what  's  thy  troubled  motion 

To  that  will) in  my  breast ! 
The  merchant,  robb'd  of  pleasure. 

Views  tempests  in  despair; 
But  what's  tfie  loss  of  treasure 

To  losing  of  my  dear ! 
Should  you  some  coast  be  laid  on. 

Where  gold  and  di'monds  grow. 
You'd  find  a  richer  maiden. 

But  none  that  loves  you  so. 

How  ptHi  they  say  that  nature 

Has  nothing  made  in  vain? 
Why  then  beneath  the  water 

Do  hideous  rocks  remain? 
No  eyes  these  rocks  discover. 

That  lurk  beneath  the  deep. 
To  wreck  the  wand'ring  lover, 

And  leave  the  maid  to  weep-. 

All  melancholy  lying, 

Thus  wail'd  she  for  her  dear  j 
llc|)aid  eachjblast  with  sighing, 

Each  billow  with  a  iciir :      - 
When,  o'er  the  white  wave  stooping. 

His  floating  corpse  she  spied  j 
Then,  like  a  lily,  drooping. 

She  bow'd  her  head,  and  died. 


§   10.     A  Persian  Sotifr  nfllafiz. 

Sir  William  .Ione.«5. 

OwEF.T  maid,  if  thou  wouldstchai^m  mv  sight, 

^     And  bid  these  arms  thy  neck  infolJ  \ 

That  rosy  cheek,  that  lily  hand, 

Would  give  thy  poet  more  delight 

Than  all  iiocara  s  vaunted  gold. 

Than  all  the  gems  otSamarcand. 

Boy,  let  von  liquid  ruby  How, 

And  bid  thy  pensive  heart  be  glad, 

Whale'cr  the  frowning  /calots  say  : 

Tell  them  their  Eden  caimot  show 

/\  stream  so  clear  as  Uocnabad, 

A  bower  so  sweet  as  Mo.^ellay. 

()  !  when  these  fair,  perfidious  maids. 

Whose  eves  our  secret  haunts  infest. 

Their  dear  destructive  charms  display  \ 

I'Vich  glance  my  tctuler  breast  invades. 

And  robs  my  vvoundcd  soul  of  rest. 

As  Tartars  seize  their  destin'd  prey. 

In  vain  with  love  our  bosoms  glow  : 

Can  all  our  tears,  can  all  our  si^jhs, 

N'ew  lustre  to  those  charms  imparl  ? 

Can  chesks,  where  living  roses  blow, 

NVhere  Nature  spreads,  her  richest  dyes, 

Hcquire  ihc  borrowd  gloss  «f  art? 

Speak 
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Speak  not  of  fale :— ali !  change  the  theme. 

And  talk  of  odours,  talk  of  wine. 

Talk  of  the  tiowers  that  rouiid  Us  bloom  : 

*Ti3  all  a  cloud,  'tis  all  a  dream  ! 

To  love  and  joy  thy  thoughts  confine. 

Nor  hope  to  pietce  the  sacred  gloom. 

Beauty  has  sucii  resistless  power,. 

That  e"en  the  chaste  Egyptian  dame 

Sigh'd  for  the  blooming  Hebrew  boy  ; 

For  her  how  fatal  was  the  hour. 

When  to  the  banks  of  Nilus  came 

A  youth  so  lovely  and  so  coy ! 

But  ah  1  sweet  maid,  my  counsel  hear  : 

(Youth  should  attend  when  those  advice 

Whom  long  experience  renders  sagf') 

While  music  charms  the  ravish'd  ear ; 

While  sparkling  cups  delight  our  eyes. 

Be  gay,  and  scorn  the  frowns  of  age. 

What  cruel  answer  have  I  heard  ! 

And  yet,  by  heaven,  I  love  thee  still: 

Can  aught  be  cruel  from  thy  Up  ? 

Yet  sav,  how  fell  that  bitter  word 

From  lips  which  streams  of  sweetness  fill. 

Which  nought  but  drops  of  honey  sip  ? 

Go  boldly  forth,"  my  simple  lay. 

Whose  accents  flow  with  artless  case, 

IJke  orient  pearls  at  random  strung: 

Thy  notes  are  sweet  the  damsels  say  ; 

But  O!  far  sweeter,  if  they  please. 

The  nymph  for  whom  these  notes  are  sung. 

§11.     JSonfr. 
TLTard  by  'he  hall,  our  master's  house, 
"*  "^  Where  Mersey  flows  to  meet  the  main ; 
Where  woods,  and  winds,  and  waves  dispone 
A  lover  to  complain; 

With  arms  across,  along  the  strand 

Poor  Lycon  walk'd,  and  hung  his  head ; 
Viewing  the  footsteps  in  the  sand 

Which  a  bright  nympljhad  made. 
The  tide,  said  he,  will  soon  erase 

The  marks  soliglitly  here  imprest  j 
But  time  or  tide  will  ne'er  deface 

Her  image  in  my  breast. 

Am  I  some  savage  beast  of  prey  ? 

Am  I  some  horrid  mon;>ter  grown  ? 
That  thus  she  flies  so  swift  away. 

Or  meets  me  with  a  frown  ? 

That  bosom  soft,  that  lilv  skin 

(Trust  not  the  fairest  outside  show) 
Contains  a  marble  heart  within, 

A  rock  hid  under  snow. 
Ah  me  !  the  flints  and  pebbles  wound    • 

Her  temler  feet,  from  whence  there  fell 
Those  criuison  drops  which  slain  the  groundj 

And  beautify  each  shell. 


Ah  !  fair  one,  moderate  thy  flight, 
I  will  no  more  in  vain  pursue, 

But  take  Riy  leave  for  a  long  night ; 
Adieu!  lov'd  maid,  adieu! 

With  that  he  took  a  running  leap. 
He  took  a  lover's  leap  indeed, 

\ui\  plung'd  into  the  sounding  deep. 
Where  hungry  fishes  feed. 

The  melancholy  hern  stalks  l)y  ; 

Around  the  squalling  sea-gulls  yell  i 
Aloft  the  croaking  ravens  fly. 

And  toll  his  funeral  bell. 
The  waters  roll  above  his  head. 

The  billows  toss  it  o'er  and  o'er. 
His  ivory  bones  lie  scattered. 

And  whiten  all  the  ^hore. 


§  12.  Song.  Jemmij  Dawson.*    Shevstonb. 
OoME  listemo  my  mournful  talc, 
^^  Ye  tender  hearts  and  lovers  dear  ; 
Xor  will  you  scorn  to  heave  a  sigh. 
Nor  will  you  blush  to  shed  a  tear. 

And  thou,  dear  Kitty,  peerless  maid  ! 

Do  thou  a  pensive  hear  incline  j 
For  thou  canst  weep  at  every  woe. 

And  pity  every  plaint,  but  mine. 
Young  Dawson  was  a^  gallant  youth, 

A  brighter  never  trod  the  plain  ; 
And  well  he  lov'd  one  charming  maid. 

And  dearly  was  he  lov'd  again. 

One  tender  m.nd  she  lov'd  him  dear. 

Of  gentle  blood  the  damsel  cauit  : 
And  faultless  was  her  beauteous  form. 

And  spotless  was  her  virgin  fame. 
Hut  curse  on  party's  hateful  strife. 

That  led  the  favour'd  youth  astray  I 
The  day  the  rebel  clans  appear'd, 

O  had  he  never  seen  that  day  ! 

Their  colours  and  their  sash  he  wore, 

And  in  that  fatal  dress  was  found  j 
And  now  he  must  that  death  endure 

Which  gives  the  brave  the  keenest  wound. 
How  pale  was  then  his  true-love's  cheek. 

When  Jemmy's  sentence  reach'd  her  ear  I 
For  never  yet  did  Alpine  snows 

So  pale,  or  yet  so  cnill  appear. 

With  faltering  voice  she  weeping  said  : 

"  O  Dawson,  monarch  of  u»y  ncart. 
Think  not  thy  death  shall  end  our  lores. 

For  thou  and  I  will  never  part. 
Yet  miffht  sweet  mercy  find  a  jilace 

And  bring  relief  to  Jemmy's  woes, 
O  George !  without  a  j)ray'r  for  thee  . 

My  orisons  should  never  close. 

»  Captain  James  Dawsqn,  the  amiable  and  unfortunate  subje^St  of  these  beautiful  Stanzas,  was  one 
of  the  eight  ofticers  bclpngmg^  to  the  Manchester  regiment  of  volunteers,  in  the  service  of  the  young 
Chevalier,  who  were  hruiged, drawn,  and  quartered,  on  Kennington-Common.in  1746:  and  this  Bal- 
lad, written  about  the  time,  is  founded  on  a  remarkable  circumstance  which  aClually  hap|>ened  at  his 
execution.  Just  before  his  dei^th  he  wrote  a  song  on  his  oven  nu&fortuneSj  which  is  supposed  to  be 
ttill  extant. 
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The  a;raeIoiis  princ*  that  jriive  him  hfe 

Would  crown  a  never-dying  flat^e  i 
And  every  lender  hahc  I  bore 

Should  learn  to  lisp  the  giver's  name. 
But  iho*,  dear  youth,  thou  shouldst  be  dragg'd 

'I'o  yonder  ignominious  tree  j 
Thou  shah  not  want  a  faithful  friend 

To  share  thy  bitter  fate  with  thee." 
O  then  hor  mourning-coach  was  call'd. 

The  sledge  mpvM  slowly  on  before  ; 
Though  borne  in  her  triumphal  car, 

She  had  not  lov'd  her  favourite  more. 
6hc  follow'd  him,  prepar'd  to  view 

The  terrible  behests  of  law  ; 
And  the  last  scene  of  Jemmy's  woes 

With  calm  and  stedfasteye  she  saw. 
Distorted  was  that  blooming  face. 

Which  she  had  fondly  lov'd  so  long  j 
And  stifled  was  that  tuneful  breath 

Which  in  her  praise  had  sweetly  sung: 
And  sevtr'd  was  that  beauteous  neck, 

Round  which  her  arnis  had  fondlvclos'd  j 
And  mangied  was  that  beauteous  hr»ast 

On  which  her  love-sick  head  repos'd  j 
And  ravish'd  was  that  constant  heart. 

She  did  to  every  heart  prefer; 
For,  though  it  could  its  king  forget, 

Twas  true  and  loyal  still  to  her. 

Amid  those  unrelenting  flames 

She  bore  this  constant  heart  to  see  ; 
But  when  'twas  mouldcr'd  into  dust, 

**  Now,  now,  she  cried,  I  folfow  thee! 
Mv  death,  my  death,  alone  can  shew 

The  ptire  and  lasiinp:  love  I  bore  : 
Accept,  O  Heaven  !  ofwocs  like  ours. 

And  let  u«,  let  us  weep  no  more." 
Tlie  dismal  scene  wns  o'er  and  past, 

'I'hp  lover's  mournful  hearse  retir'd  ; 
The  maid  dre%v  back  her  languid  head. 

And,  sighing  forth  his  name,  expir'd  I 
Tliough  justice  ever  must  prevail. 

The  tear  my  Kitty  sheds  is  due  { 
For  seldom  shall  she  hear  a  tale 

So  sad,  so  tender,  and  »o  true. 


B 


§   18.  Song.    A  Morning  Piere  :    or,  c  JJymn 
for  the  llaij'makrr$.         Smart. 

RISK  chauntidetr  his  matins  had  begun, 
And  broke  the  silence  of  the  night  j 
And  thrice  he  call'd  aloud  the  tardy  sun, 
And  thrice  he  hail'd  the  dawn*8  ambiguous 
light  J  {run. 

iiack  to  thcirpravcs  the fpar-be^otten  phantoms 
6irongL*hourgol  up  with  his  pipe  in  his  mouth, 

And  stoutly  strode  over  the  dnic  ; 
\{v  lent  new  perfume  to  the  breath  of  the  south. 

On  his  back  huni;  his  wallet  and  flail. 
JBehind  hmi  came  Health  from  her  cpltoge  of 

thatch, 
Where  never  physician  had  lifted  the  latch. 


First  of  the  villa«c  C-olm  was  awake. 
And  tluis  he  5uu«j,  reclining  on  his  rake  : 

Now  the  rural  Graces  three 

Dance  beneath  yon  maple-tree  ! 

First  the  vcsl.il  Virtue,  known 

By  her  adamantine  zone^ 

Next  to  her,  in  rosy  pride. 

Sweet  Society,  the  bride  ; 

Last  Honesty,  full  seemly  drest 

In  her  cleanly  homespun  vest. 

The  abbey-bells,  in  wak'ning  rounds. 

The  waniing  peal  hove  given  j 
And  pious  Gratitude  resounds 

Her  morning  hymn  to  Heaven. 
All  nature    wakes ;    the    birds   unlock   their 
And  mock  the  shepherd's  rustic  notes,  [throais. 

All  alive  o'er  the  lawn. 

Full  glad  of  the  dawn, 

The  little  lambkins  play  ; 
Sylvia.^nd  Sol  arise,  and  all  is  day  I 

Come,  my  mates,  let  us  work. 

And  all  hands  to  the  fork. 
While  the  sun  shines,  our  haycocks  to  make  j 

So  fine  is  the  day. 

And  so  fragrant  the  hay. 
That  the  meadow's  as  blithe  as  the  wake! 

Our  voices  let's  raise 

In  Pboebus's  praise  : 
Inspir'd  by  so  glorious  q  theme. 

Our  musical  words 

Shall  be  join'd  by  the  birds. 
And  we'll  dance  to  the  tune  of  the  stream  I 


§  14.     Song.    iStr  John  SucicLiwo. 

"^IThy  so  pale  and  wan,  fond  lover  I 
^'     Pr'ythee  why  so  pale  ? 
Will,  when  looking  well  can't  move  her. 

Looking  ill  prevail? 

Pr'ythee  why  so  pale? 

Why  90  dull  and  mute,  young  sinner? 

Pr'ythee  whv  so  mute  ? 
Will,  when  speaking  wt-U  can  *t  win  h«r. 

Saying  nothing  do  't  ? 

Pr'ythee  why  so  mule? 

Quit,  quit,  for  shame !  this  will  not  move. 

This  carmot  take  her  ; 
If  of  herself  she  will  not  love. 

Nothing  can  make  her  ; 

The  devil  take  her. 


§  15.  Song.  Humphrey  Gullins  Courtship, 
A    COURTING  1  went  to  my  love, 
•^  Who  is  sweeter  than  roses  in  May  j 
And  when  I  came  to  her,  by  Jove, 

The  devil  a  word  could  I  say. 
I  walk'd  with  her  into  the  garden. 

There  fully  intending  to  woo  her ; 
But  may  I  be  ne'er  worth  a  farthing. 
If  of  love  I  said  aov  tiling  to  hex. 
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I  clasp'd  her  hand  close  to  my  breast. 

While  my  heart  was  as  light  as  a  feather; 
Yet  nothinpj  I  said,  1  protest. 

But — "  Madam,  'tis  very  fine  weather." 
To  an  arbour  I  did  he- attend. 

She  ask'd  me  to  come  and  sit  by  her ; 
I  crept  to  the  furthermost  end. 

For  I  was  afraid  to  come  nigh  her. 

I  ask'd  her  which  way  was  the  wind, 

For  I  thought  in  some  talk  we  must  enter : 
**  Why,  Sir,  (she  answer'd,  and  grinn'd), 

Have  vou  just  sent  your  wits  for  a  venture?" 
Tlien  I  follow'd  her  into  the  house. 

There  I  vow'd  I  my  passion  would  try  ; 
But  there  I  wa>  still  as  a  mouse  ; 

O  what  a  diiil  boobv  was  I ! 


§  16.  Song.  The  Despairing  Lover.  Walsh. 

DISTRACTED  with  cate, 
ForPhillis  the  fair; 
Since  nothing  could  move  her. 
Poor  Damon,  her  lover. 
Resolves  in  despair 
No  longer  to  languish, 
Nor  bear  so  much  anguish ; 
But,  mad  with  his  love. 
To  a  precipice  goes  j 
Where  a  leap  from  above 
Would  soon  finish  his  woes. 

When,  in  rage,  he  came  there. 

Beholding  how  steep 

The  sides  did  appear, 

And  the  bottom  how  deep  j 

His  torments  projecting. 

And  sadly  reflecting. 

That  a  lover  forsakea 

A  new  love  may  get ; 

But  a  neck,  when  once  broken. 

Can  never  be  set : 

And  that  he  could  die 
Whenever  he  would ; 
But  that  he  could  live 
But  as  long  as  he  could : 
How  grievous,  soever 
The  torment  might  grow. 
He  scorn'd  to  endeavour 
To  finish  it  so. 
But  bold,  unconcern'd. 
At  thoughts  of  the  pain. 
He  calmly  retum'd 
To  his  cottage  again. 


§17.     Song, 


Contented  he  work'd,  and  he  thought  himself 
happy  [nappy S 

If  at  night  he  could  purchase  ajuj^  01  brown 

How  he'd  laugh  then,  and  whistle,  and  sing 
too,  most  sweet!  [meet! 

Saying,  just  to  a  hair  I  have  made  both  cnd» 
Derry  down,  down,  &c. 

But  love,  the  disturber  of  high  and  of  low. 
That  shoots  at  the  peasant  as  well  as  the  beau; 
He  shot  the  poor  cobler  quite  through  the  heart; 
I  wish  he  had  hit  some  more  ignoble  part. 
Dcrry  down,  down,  &c. 

It  was  from  a  cellar  this  archer  did  plav. 
Where  a  buxom  young  damsel  contmuallylay; 
Her  eyes  shone  so  bright  when  she  ro»e  every 

day,  [way. 

That  she  shot  the  poor  cobler  quite  over  the 

Derry  down,  down,  &c. 
He  sung  her  love-songs  as  he  sat  at  his  work. 
But  she  was  as  hard  as  a  Jew^  or  a  Turk  : 
Whenever  he  spake  she  would    flounce  and 

would  fleer. 
Which  put  the  poor  cobler  quite  into  despair* 

Derry  down,  down.  See. 

He  took  up  his  awl  that  he  had  in  the  world. 
And  to  make  away  with  himself  was  ftsolv'd^ 
He  picrc'd  through  his  body  instead  ofthe'sole. 
So  the  cobler  he  died,  and  tlVe  belt  it  did  toll.  ' 
Dcrry  down,  down,  &c. 

And  now,  in  good  will,  I  advise,  as  a -friend. 
All  coblers,  take  warning  by  this  cobler's  end  ; 
Keep  your  hearts  out  of  love,  for  we  find,  by 

what's  past. 
That  love  brings  us  all  to  an  end  at  the  last. 
Derry  down,  down,  down,  derry  dowti. 


A   coBi.ER  there  was,  and  he  liv'd  in  a  stall, 
■"-  Which  serv'd  him  for  parlour,  for  kitchen, 

and  hall  J 
No  coin  in  his  pocket,  no  care  in  his  pate. 
No  ambition  had  he,  nor  duns  at  his  gate. 
X)erry  down,  down,  down,  derry  down. 


§  18.    Song.    Moore. 

"IIThen  Damon  languish'd  at  my  feet, 
'"      And  1  believ'd  him  true. 
The  moments  of  delight  how  sweet  I 
But  oh !  how  swift  they  flew  I 

The  sunny  hill,  the  flow'ry  vale. 

The  garden,  and  the  grove. 
Have  echo'd  to  his  ardent  talc. 

And  vows  of  endless  love. 
The  conquest  gain'd,  he  left  his  prize. 

He  left  her  to  complain ; 
To  talk  of  joy  with  weeping  eyes. 

And  measure  lirae  by  pain. 

Bui  Heaven  will  take  the  mourner's  part^ 

In  pity  to  despair; 
And  the  last  sigh  that  rends  the  heart 

Shall  waft  the  spirit  there. 


§  19.     Song. 


The  Lass  of  the  Hill. 
Miss  Mary  Jones. 


f\-^  the  brow  of  a  hill  a  young  sheperdess 
^^       dwelt. 

Who  no  pangs  of  ambition  or  love  had  e'er  felt; 
8  L  4  For 
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JFoT  a  (cw  sober  maxims  still  ran  in  her  head, 
TTiat  'twas  better  to  earn  ert  she  ate  her  brown 

bread  ; 
That  to  ri'.c  with  the  lark  was  conducive  to 

health,  [wealth. 

And,  to  folks  in  a  cottage,   conttntnieiu  was 

Now  young  Roger,   who  liv'd  in  the  valley 
'below,  [beau. 

Who  at  chureh  and  at  market  v.as  rcckon'd  a 
Had  many  times  tried  o'er  her  her»n  to  prevail. 
And  would  rest  on  his  pitchfork  to  tcil  her  his 
tale:  [heart; 

"With  his  winning  behaviour  he  nK-lted  her 
But,  quitearilcss  herself,  she  subpccitu  no  art. 

He  had  sigh'd,  and  protested,  had  kuecl'd,  and 

implor'd,  pord : 

And  could  lie  with  the  grandeur  and  air  of  a 
Then  her  eyes  he  comme^ndedin  langunge  well 

dresb'd,  [breast; 

Andenlarp'd  on  the  torments  that  trnut;Ied  his 
Till  his  sighs  and  his  tears  had  so  Avrought  on 

her  mind,  [clin'd. 

That  in  downright  compassion  to  love  she  in- 
Put  as  soon  as  he'd  melted  thciccofhor  breast, 
Alltheflanitsof  hislnvcinamomcnt  dccreas'd; 
Andatnoonhcpoesflaiuiting  all  over  the  vale, 
Where  he  boasts  of  his  conquest  to  Susan  and 

Kell :  [haste, 

Tho'  he  sees  her  but  seldom,  he's  always  in 
And,  ifevcrhementionsher,  makes  kcrhi'sjcst. 
All  the  day  she  goes  sighing,  and  hanging  her 

head,  [earns  her  bread  j 

And  her  thoughts  are  so  j)ester'd,  she  scarce 
The  wholp  village  cries  shame,  when  a- milking 

she  goes. 
That  so  little  affection  is  shewn  to  the  cows: 
But  she  heeds  not  their  jailing,  c'cn  U  t  them 

rail  on,  [gone. 

And  a  tig  for  the  cows  now  her  sweetheart  is 
Now  be^vare,  ye  young  virgins  of  Britain's  gay 

isk'. 
How  ye  yield  up  a  heart  to  a  look  or  a  smile: 
For  Cupid  is  artful,  and  virgins  arc  frail, 
And  you'll  find  a  false  Roger  in  every  vale. 
Who  to  court  you,  and  tempt  you,  will  try  all 

his  skill; 
ButremembcrTheLassonthe  brow  of  the  Hi 


The  lamb  the  flow'ry  thvme  devoirrs, 
Tlic  dam  the  tender  kid  pursues; 

Sweet  Philomel,  in  shady  bow'rs 
Of  verdant  spring,  her' note  renews  ; 

All  follow  what  they  most  admire. 

As  I  pursue  my  soul's  desire. 

Nature  must  change  her  l>eauteou$  face. 

And  vary  as  the  seasons  rise ; 
As  winter  to  the  sprine  gives  place. 

Summer  th'  approach  of  autunm  flies; 
No  change  on  love  the  seasons  bring, 
Love  only  knows  prrj^ctual  spring. 
Devouring  time,  with  stealing  pace. 

Makes  lofty  oaks  and  cedars  bow  ; 
And  marble  tow'rs,  and  gates  of  brass. 

In  his  rude  march  he  levels  low : 
But  time,  destroying  far  and  wide. 
Love  from  the  soul  can  ne'er  divide. 
Death  only  with  his  cruel  dart 

Tlre-^en tie  godhead  can  remove; 
And  drive  him  from  the  bleeding  heart. 

To  mingle  with  the  blessM  above; 
Where,  known  to  all  his  kindred  train. 
He  finds  a  lasting  rest  from  pain. 
Love,  and  his  sister  fair,  the  soul. 

Twin-born,  from  heaven  together  came; 
Love  will  the  universe  controul. 

When  dying  seasons  lose  their  name; 
Divine  abodes  shall  own  his  pow'r. 

When  time  and  death  shall  be  no  more. 


$20.     Song.    Barton  Booth 
OwEET  are  the  charnis  of  her  I  love, 
*^  More  fragrant  than  the  damask  rose. 
Soft  as  the  clowii  of  turtle  dove, 

Cicntlc  as  air  when  Zephyr  blows. 
Refreshing  as  descending  rains 
'J'osun-btirnt  climes  and  thirsty  plains. 
True  as  the  needle  to  the  pole. 

Or  «•  as  the  dial  to  the  sun  :*' 
Constant  as  gliding  waters  roll. 

Whose  swelling  tides  obey  the  moon! 
From  ev'ry  other  charmer  free. 
My  life  a^'d  love  shall  follow  thee. 


Eiq. 


§  21.     Song.    Par  NELL. 
T\^y  days  have  been  so  wond'rous  free, 
^^^  The  little  birds  that  fly 
With  careless  ease  from  tree  to  tree 

Were  but  as  bless'd  as  J. 
Ask  gliding  waters,  if  a  tear 

Of  mine  incrcas'd  their  stream  ? 
Or  ask  the  flying  gales,  if  e'er 

I  lent  a  sigh  to  them? 

But  now  my  former  days  retire, 

And  I'm  by  beauty  caught ; 
I'he  tender  chains  ot  sweet  desire 

Are  fix'd  upon  my  thought. 
An  eager  hope  withm  my  breast 

Does  every  doubt  contmtd  ; 
And  lovely  Nancy  stands  confest 

The  fav  rite  of  njy  soul. 

Ye  nightingales,  ye  twistiny  pines. 

Ye  swains  that  luiunt  the  grove, 
Yecentle  echoes,  breezy  winds, 

\  e  close  retreats  of  love! 
With  all  of  nature,  all  of  art. 

Assist  the  dear  design ; 
O  teach  a  young,  uiipraciis'd  heart 

To  make  her  ever  mine. 

The  very  thought  of  change  I  bate 

As  much  as  of  despair; 
Nor  ever  covet  to  ho  great. 

Unless  it  be  for  her. 
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'Tis  true,  th«  passion  in  my  mind 
Is  mix'il  with  soft  distress : 

Yet,  while  the  fair  I  love  is  kind, 
I  cannot  wish  it  less. 


§  22.   Song.  May  iiVe;  or.  Kale  of  Aberdeen. 
Cunningham. 

'T'HE  silver  moon's  enamour'd  beam 
-■•    Steals  softly  through  the  night. 
To  wanton  with  the  winding  stream. 

And  kiss  rcHectcd  light. 
To  beds  of  state  go,  balmy  sleep, 

('Tis  where  you've  seldom  been) 
Mav's  vigil  while  the  shepherds  Wiep 

\Viih  Kate  of  Aberdeen. 

Upon  the  green  the  virgins  wait. 

In  rosy  cha|)lcts  gay. 
Till  morn  unbar  her  golden  gate. 

And  give  the  promii'd  May. 
Rethinks  I  hear  the  maids  dec^ire 

The  j)romis'd  May,  when  seen. 
Not  half  so  fragrant,  half  so  fair 

As  Kate  of  Aberdeen. 

Strike  up  the  tabor's  boldest  notes. 

We'll  rouse  the  nodding  grove; 
Tlie  nested  birds  shall  raise  their  throats. 

And  hall  the  maid  1  love. 
And  see — the  matin  lark  mistakes. 

He  (|uits  the  tufted  green  : 
Fond  bird  !  'tis  not  the  morning  breaks, 

'Tis  Kate  of  Aberdeen  I 

Kow  lightsome  o'er  the  level  mead. 

Where  midnight  Fairies  rove. 
Like  them  the  jocund  dance  we'll  lead. 

Or  tune  the  reed  to  love. 
Tor  sec,  the  roev  May  draws  nigh  j 

She  claims  a  Virgin  ^ueen  ; 
And  hark,  the  happy  shepherds  cry, 

'Tis  Kate  of  Aberdeen  I 


§23.     Song.     Sallif  in  our  Alley.     Carey. 

O 


F  all  the  girls  that  are  so  smart. 


There's  none  like  pretty  Sally  : 
Site  is  the  darling  of  my  heart, 

And  she  lives  in  our  alley. 
There's  ne'er  a  lady  in  the  land. 

That's  half  so  sweet  as  ?ially  : 
She  is  the  darling  of  my  heart. 

And  she  lives  in  our  alley. 
Her  father  he  makes  cabbage-nets. 

And  thro'  the  streets  does  cry  'em  : 
Her  mother  she  sells  laces  long. 

To  such  a^  choose  to  buy  'em  : 
But  sure  such  folks  could  ne'er  beget 

So  sweet  a  girl  as  Sally  : 
Slve  is  the.  darling  of  my  heart. 

And  she  lives  in  our  alle'y. 
When  she  is  by  I  leave  my  work, 

1  love  licr  so  sincerely ; 
^ly  master  comes,  like  any  Turk, 

/^id  bangs  luc  most  severely  i 


But  let  him  bang  his  belly  full, 

I'll  bear  it  all  for  Sally: 
She  is  the  darling  of  ray  heart, 

And  she  lives  in  our  alley. 
Of  all  the  days  that's  in  the  week, 

I  dearly  love  but  one  day  j 
;\nd  that's  the  dav  that  coinc«  betwixt 

A  Saturday  an(f  Monday ; 
For  then  I'm  dress'd,  all  in  my  bcit. 

To  walk  abroad  with  Sally: 
She  is  the  darline;  of  my  heart. 

And  she  lives  m  ourallev. 

My  master  carries  me  to  church. 

And  often  am  I  blamed 
Because  i  leave  him  in  the  lurch. 

As  soon  as  text  is  named  : 
I  leave  the  church  in  sermon  time, 

A:id  sliuk  away  toSallv: 
She  is  the  darliug  of  my  heart. 

And  she  lives  in  otir  alley. 
When  Christmas  comes  about  again. 

Oh !  then  1  shall  have  monc^; 
I'll  hoard  it  up,  and,  box  and  all, 

I'll  give  it  to  my  honev. 
And  would  it  were  ten  thousand, pound, 

I'd  give  it  all  to  Silly: 
She  is  the  darling  of  my  heart. 

And  she  lives  in  our  alley. 
My  master  and  the  neighbours  all 

Make  game  of  me  and  Sally ; 
.'Vnd,  but  for  her,  I'd  better  be 

A  slave,  and  row  a  galley. 
But,  when  my  seven  long  years  arc  out, 

O  then  I'll  marry  Sally : 
O  then  we'll  wed,  and  then  we'll  bed ; 

But  not  in  our  a4!cv. 


§  24.     Song.     The  true  Tar.     By  the  same. 

A  knave's  a  knave, 
Tho'  ne'er  so  brave, 
Tho'  diamonds  round  him  shine ; 

What  tlio'  he's  great. 

Takes  mighty  state. 
And  thinks  himself  divine  : 

His  ill-got  wealth 

Can't  give  him  henlth. 
Or  future  ills  prevent : 

An  honest  tar 

Is  richer  far. 
If  he  enjoys  content. 

A  soul  sincere 

Scorns  fraud  or  fear. 
Within  itself  secure ; 

For  vice  will  blast. 

But  virtue  last 
While  truth  and  time  endure, 

Blow  high,  blow  k)w. 

Frown  fute  (*r  foe, 
Ife  scornh  to  tack  about; 

But  to  his  trust 

Is  strictly  just. 
And  noLlv  stems  it  out 
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§  95.    Song.    JonNsoN. 

"VToT  the  soft  sighs  of  vernal  gales, 

*"^  Tlie  frai;rancc  of  the  fl»wcry  vales. 

The  murmurs  of  the  crvstjil  rill, 

The  vocal  prove,  the  venlant  hill ; 

Not  all  their  charms,  though  all  unite. 

Can  touch  my  bosom  with  delight. 

Not  all  the  gems  on  India's  shore. 

Not  all  Peru's  unbounded  store ; 

Not  all  the  pow'r,  nor  all  the  fame. 

That  heroes,  kings,  or  poet's  claim  ; 

Nor  knowledge,  which  the  learn'd  approve, 

To  form  one  wish  my  soul  can  move. 

Yet  nature's  charms  allure  my  eyes. 

And  Jvnowledge,  wealth,  and  fame  I  prize; 

Faroe,  wealth,  and  knowledge  I  obtain. 

Nor  seek  I  nature's  charms  in  vain  ; 

In  lovely  Stella  all  combine. 

And,  lovely  Stella !  thou  art  mine. 


§26.     Delia.     APaaforal.    Cukn-inghamJ 
n^HE  gentle  swan,  with  graceful  pride, 
-*   Her  alossy  plumage  laves. 
And,  sailing  down  the  silver  tide. 

Divides  the  whispering  waves : 
The  silver  tide,  that  wandering  flows. 

Sweet  to  the  bird  must  be! 
But  not  so  sweet,  blithe  Cupid  knows. 

As  Delia  is  to  me. 
A  parent-bird,  in  plaintive  mood. 

On  yonder  fruit-tree  sung, 
And  still  the  pendant  nest  sheview'd 

That  held  her  callow  young: 
Dear  to  the  mother's  fluttering  heart 

The  g'Tiial  brood  must  be; 
But  not  80  dear  (the  thouMudlh  part) 

As  Delia  is  to  mc. 
The  roses  that  my  brow  surround 

Were  Bative«  of  the  dale ; 
Scarce  pluck'd,  and  in  a  garland  bound. 

Before  theirswcetsgrew  j)ale! 
My  vital  bloom-  would  thus  be  froze, 

if  luckless  torn  from  thee  ; 
For  what  the  root  is  to  the  rose 

My  Delia  is  to  me. 

Two  doves  I  found,  like  new-fall'n  snow. 

So  white  the  beauteous  pair; 
The  birds  on  Delia  I'll  bestow. 

They're,  like  her  bosom,  fair! 
When',  in  their  chaste  connubial  love, 

JMy  secret  wish  she'll  see  ; 
Such  mutual  bliss  as  turtles  prove. 

May  Delia  share  with  me. 


§27.    SoJig.    Akenside. 

'T'he  shape  alone  let  others  prize, 
■*    The  features  of  the  fair; 
I  look  for  spirit  in  her  eyx's, 
Aud  meaning  ia  her  air. 


A  damask  check,  and  iv'ry  arm. 

Shall  ne'er  my  wishes  win : 
Give  me  an  animated  form, 

That  speaks  a  mind  within  : 

A  face  where  awful  honour  shines. 

Where  sense  and  sweetness  move. 
And  angel  innocence  refnies 

The  tenderness  of  love. 
These  are  the  soul  of  beauty's  frame. 

Without  whose  vital  aid 
Unfinish'd  all  her  features  seem. 

And  all  her  roses  dead. 

But,  ah  !  where  both  their  charips  unite. 

How  perfect  is  the  view. 
With  ev'rv  image  of  delight. 

With  graces  ever  new ! 

Ofpow'r  to  charm  the  greatest  woe. 

The  wildest  nge  controul ; 
Diflfu^g  ujildnesso'er  the  brow. 

And  rijpture  through  the  soul. 
Their  pow'r  but  faintly  to  express 

All  language  must  despair; 
But  go,  behold  Arpasia's  face. 

And  read  it  mrieci  ihpre. 


§  28.      Swig.       On  Young  Olinda, 

XTTHEN  innocence  and  beauty  meet, 
'  '     To  add  to  lo\-ely  female  p.race. 
Ah,  how  l>eyond  exjiression  sweet 
Is  every  feature  ot  the  face! 

By  virtue  ripen'd  from  the  bud, 
The  flow'r  angelic  odours  breeds  : 

The  fragrant  charm  of  being  good 
Makes  gaudy  vice  to  smell  like  weeds. 

O  sacred  Virtue!  tune  my  voice 
With  thy  inspiring  harmony; 

Then  1  shall  sing  of  rapi'rous  joys. 
Which  fill  my  soul  with  love  of  thee. 

To  lasting  brightness  l>e  refin'd. 
When  this  vain  shadow  flies  away; 

Th'  eternal  beauties  of  the  mind 

Will  last  when  all  things  else  decay. 


§  29.  Sojig.  From  the  Lapland  Tongue.  Steel, 
'T'hod  rising  sun,  whose  gladsome  ray 
^    Invites  my  fair  to  ruriu  play. 
Dispel  the  mist,  and  dear  the  skies. 
And  bring  myOrra  to  my  eyes. 

O  were  I  sure  my  dear  to  view, 

I'd  climb  that  pine-tt^e's  topmost  bough 

Aloft  in  air  thatquiv'riug  plays. 

And  round  and  round  for  ever  gaze. 

Mv  Orra  Moor,  where  art  thoti  laid? 
W'haiwood  conceals  my  sleeping  maid? 
Fast  by  the  roots,  enrag'd,  I'd  tear 
The  trees  that  hide  my  promis'd  fair. 
O  could  I  ride  on  clouds  and  skies^ 
Or  oil  the  raven's  piDious  rise  I 
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Ye  storks,  ye  swans,  a  moment  stay. 
And  waft  a  lover  on  his  way ! 

My  bliss  too  long  my  bride  denies  j 
Apace  the  wasting  summer  flies  : 
Nor  yet  the  wintry  blasts  I  fear. 
Not  storms  or  night  shall  keep  me  here. 

What  may  for  strength  with  steel  compare  ? 
O,  Love  has  fetters  stronger  far : 
By  bolts  of  steel  are  limbs  confin'd. 
But  cruel  Love  enchains  the  mind. 

No  longer  then  perplex  thy  breast ; 
When  thoughts  torment,  the  first  are  bestj 
Tis  mad  to  go,  'tis  death  to  stay ; 
Away  to  Orra,  haste  away ! 


§30.  Song.  The  Midsummer  Wish.  Croxall 
'IIT'AFT  me,  some  soft  and  cooling  breeze, 

'^    To  Windsor's  shady,  kind  retreat ; 
Where  sylvan  scenes,  wiae  spreading  tjees. 
Repel  the  dog-star's  raging  heat  t 

Where  tufted  grass,  and  mossy  beds. 

Afford  a  rural,  calm  repose ; 
W^here  woodbines  hang  their  dewy  heads. 

And  fragrant  sweets  around  disclose. 

Old  oozy  Thames,  that  flows  fast  by. 

Along  the  smiling  valley  plays; 
His  glassy  surface  cheers  the  eye. 

And  through  the  flow'ry  meadow  strays. 

His  fertile  banks  with  herbage  green. 
His  vales  with  golden  plenty  swell  j 

Where'er  his  purer  streams  are  seen. 
The  gods  of  health  and  pleasure  dwell. 

Jjet  me  thy  clear,  thy  yielding  wave 
With  naked  arm  once  more  divide; 

In  thee  my  glowing  bosom  lave. 
And  stem  thy  gently  rolling  tide. 

Lay  me,  with  damask  roses  crown'd. 
Beneath  some  osier's  dusky  shade ; 

Where  water  lilies  deck  the  ground. 

Where  bubbling  springs  refresh  the  glade. 


§31.     Sonfr.     Mm  Whateley. 
/^OME,  dear  Paslora,  come  away ! 
^  And  hail  the  cheerful  spring : 
Now  fragrant  blossoms  crown  tne  May, 

And  woods  with  love-notes  ring: 
Now  Phoebus  to  the  west  descends. 

And  she<l3  a  fainter  ray ; 
And,  as  our  rural  labour  tindsi. 

We  bless  the  closing  day. 
In  yonder  artless  maple  bowV 

With  blooming  woodbines  twin'dji 
Let  us  enjoy  the  evening  hour. 

On  earth's  soft  lap  reclin'd  : 
Or  where  yon  poplar's  verdant  boughs 

The  crystal  current  shade; 
P  deign,  fair  nymph,  to  hear  the  vows 

^iy  faithful  heart  has  made. 


Within  this  breast  no  sofk  deceit, 

No  artful  flatt'ry  bides  : 
But  truth,  scarce  known  among  the  great, 

O'erev'ry  thought  presides: 
On  pride's  false  glare  1  look  with  scoru. 

And  all  its  gliitering  train ; 
Be  mine  the  pleasures  which  adora 

Thisever-jiCaceful  plain. 
Come  then,  my  fair,  and  with  thy  love 

Each  rising  care  subdue; 
Thy  presence  ran  each  grief  remove. 

And  ev'ry  joy  renew. 
The  lily  fades,  the  rose  grows  fainK, 

Their  transient  bloom  is  vain  ; 
But  lasting  truth  and  virtue  paint 

Pastora  of  the  plain. 


§  32.     Song. 

/^OME,  dear  Amanda,  quit  the  tmvn, 
^  And  to  the  rural  hamlets  fly  ; 
•Behold,  the  wintry  storms  are  gone, 

A  gentle  radiance  glads  the  sky. 
The  birds  awake,  the  flow'rs  appear, 

Karth  spreads  a  verdant  couch  for  thee  j 
'Tis  joy  and  music  all  we  hearT 
'Tis  love  and  beauty  all  we  see! 

Come,  let  us  mark  the  gradual  spring. 

How  peep  the  buds,  the  blossom  blows. 
Till  Philomel  begins  to  sing, 

And  perfect  May  to  spread  the  rose. 
Let  us  secure  the  short  delight. 

And  wisely  crop  the  blooming  day; 
For  soon,  too  soon,  it  will  be  night; 

Arise,  my  love,  and  come  away. 


§33.     Song.     From  the  Lapland  Tongue. 

Stebl, 
LJaste,  my  rein-deer,  and  let  us  nimbly  go 
*•■*■  Our  am'rous  journey  through  this  dreary 

waste : 
Haste,  my  rein-deer!  still,  still  thou  art  too  slow; 
Impetuous    love   demands   the   lightning's 
haste. 

Around  us  far  the  rushy  moors  arc  spread ; 

Soon  willthesun  witlidraw  his  cheerful  ray; 
Darkling  and  lir'd  we  shall  the  marshes  tread. 

No  lay  unsung  to  cheat  the  tedious  way. 
The  wat'ry  length  of  these  unjoyous  moors 

Does  all  the  flow'ry  meadows'  pride  excel ; 
Through  these  I  fly  to  her  my  soul  adores  ; 

Ye  Aovv'ry  meadows,  empty  pride,  faiewel! 
Each  moment  from  the  charmer  I'm  confin'(f. 

My  breast  is  tortur'd  with  impatient  fires; 
Fly,  iny  rein-dc(  r,  fly  swifter  than  the  wind  ! 

Thy  tardy  feet  wing  with  my  fierce  desires. 

Our  pleasing  toil  will  then  be  soon  overpaid. 
And  thou,  in  vvonderlost,  shall  view  my  fair. 

Admire  each  feature  of  the  lovely  maid,     [air. 
Her  artless  charms,  her  bloom^  her  sprightly 

§34. 
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§  34.      Song.      Arno's  I'alc. 

Earl  o/'MlbOLESEX.* 

l^HFN  here,  Lucinda,  first  wc  camr. 
Where  Arno  rolls  his  silver  stream, 
How  blithe  the  nymphs,  the  swains  how  gay 
Content  inspir'd  each  rural  lay. 
The  hirds  in  livelier  concert  sung, 
Hic  grapes  in  thicker  clusters  hnn^  ; 
All  look'd  as  joy  could  ncvei*  fail 
Among  ihe  sweets  of  Arno's  vale. 

But  since  the  good  Palemon  died. 
The  chiefof  shepherds,  and  their  pride. 
Now  Arno's  sons  must  all  give  place 
To  northern  men,  an  iron  race. 
The  taste  of  pleasure  now  is  o'er; 
Thy  notes,  Lucinda,  please  no  more  ; 
I'bc  Muses  droop,  the  Goths  prevail ! 
Adieu,  the  sweets  of  Arno's  vale  ! 


§35.  Song.  The  passionate  Shepherd  fo  his  Love 

Marlow. 
/^OM E  live  with  me,  and  ht  my  love, 
y^  And  we  will  all  the  pleasures  prove 
That  valleys,  groves,  or  hills  and  fields. 
And  all  the  sleepy  mountain  yields. 
And  wc  will  sit  upon  the  rocks, 
Seeing  the  shepherds  feed  their  flocks. 
By  shallow  rivers,  to  whose  falls 
Melodious  birds  sing  madrigals. 
And  I  will  make  thee  beds  of  roses. 
And  a  thousand  fragrant  posies, 
A  cap  of  flowers,  and  a  kirtle 
Kmbroider'tl  all  with  Iea\c5  of  myrtle  : 
A  gown  made  of  the  fmest  wool, 
Which  from  our  pretty  lambs  we  pull; 
Fair  lined  slippers  forihc  cold. 
With  buckles  of  the  purest  gold: 
A  hell  of  straw  and  ivy  buds. 
With  coral  cla5])s,  and  amber  8tud<i: 
And  if  these  pleasures  may  thee  move. 
Come,  live  with  me,  and  be  my  love. 

The  shepherd  swains  shall  <lance  and  sing 
For  thy  delight  each  May  mornin;:: 
If  these  delijjthts  thy  mind  may  move. 
Then  live  with  me,  and  be  my  love. 
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Tlie  flow'rs  do  fade,  and  wanton  fields 
To  wayward  winterreck'ning  yields  j 
A  honey  tongue,  a  heart  of  gill, 
Is  fancy's  sprmg,  but  sorrow's  fall. 
Thy  gowns,  thy  shoes,  thy  beds  of  roses. 
Thy  cap,  thy  kirtle,  and  thy  posies. 
Soon  break,  suou  wither,  soon  forgotten. 
In  folly  ripe,  in  reason  rotten. 

Thy  belt  of  straw,  and  ivv  buds. 
Thy  coral  clasps,  and  amber  studs. 
All  these  in  ine  no  means  can  move 
To  come  to  thee,  and  be  thy  love. 

But  could  youth  last,  and  love  still  breed. 
Mad  joy  no  date,  nor  age  no  need  ; 
rhen  these  delights  my  mind  might  move 
To  live  with  thee,  and  be  thy  love. 


W 


§  36.  Song.  The  Nymph's  Rephj  to  the  Shepherd. 

Sir  W.  Kaleioh. 
Tp  all  the  world  and  love  were  young, 
■*■  And  truth  in  every  shepherd's  tongue, 
'Jliese  pretty  pleasures  might  me  move 
To  live  with  thtc,  and  be  thy  love. 
Timetlrivej  the  flocks  from  field  to  fold. 
When  rivers  rage  and  rocks  grow  cold. 
And  Philomel  becomeihdumb; 
The  rest  complain  of  cares  to  come. 


§  37.     Song.     Sivnmrr. 

Thomas  Brer e wood,  Esq. 

HERE  the  light  cannot  pierce,  in  a  grove 
of  tall  trees, 
With  my  fair-one  as  blooming  as  May, 
Undislurb'd  by  all  sound  but  the  sighs  of  the 
breeze. 
Let  me  pass  the  hot  noon  of  the  day. 

When  the  sun,  less  intense,  to  the  westward 
inclines. 

For  the  meadows  the  groves  we'll  forsake. 
And  see  the  rays  dance,  as  inverted  he  shines. 

On  the  face  of  some  river  or  lake : 
Where  my  fairest  and  I,  on  itsvcgcas  wepass 

(For  'lis  she  that  must  still  be  my  theme) 
Our  shadows  may  view  on  the  watery  glass. 

While  the  fish'are  at  play  in  the  stream. 

May  the  herds  cease  to  low,  and  the  lambkins 
to  bleat, 

AVhen  she  sings  me  some  amorous  strain  ; 
All  be  silent  and  hush'd,  unless  Fcho  repeat 

The  kind  words  and  sweet  sounds  back  agaiol 

And  when  wc  return  to  our  cottage  at  night. 
Hand-in-hand  as  we  sauntering  stray. 

Let  the  moon's  silver  beams  through  the  leaves 
Rive  us  light. 
Just  direct  us,  and  chequer  our  way. 

Let  the  nightingalewarble  its  notes  in  our  walk. 
As  thus  gently  and  slowly  we  move ; 

And  let  no  single  thought  be  express'd  in  our 
talk. 
But  of  friendship  improv'd  into  love. 

Thus    enchanted  each  day  with  these  rural  de- 
lights. 
And  secure  from  ambition's  alarms. 
Soft  love  and  repose  shall  divide  all  our  nights. 
And  each  morning  shall   rise    with  new 
charms. 


•  Charlc*  Sackville,  afterward*  Duke  of  Dorset.  It  was  written  at  Florence  in  1 T.*??,  on  the  death  of 
John  Gastun,  the  Ijite  Duke  of  Tuscany  of  the  house  of  Medici;  and  aJdrcsscd  to  Si^uora  Mascovita, 
a  singer,  a  lavourite  of  the  author's. 
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§38. 

TLJovr   bless'd  has  my  tiifle  been 

•*^       have  I  known, 

Since  wedlock's  soft  bondage  made  Jesse  my 

own ! 
So  joyful  my  heart  is,  so  easy  rav  chain. 
That  freedom  is  tasteless,  and  roving  a  pain 

Through  walks  grown  with  woodbines  as  often 

\vc  stray, 
Aroimd  us  our  boys  and  girls  frolic  and  play 
How  pleasing  their  sport  is,  the  wanton  ones 

see,  [me. 

And  borrow  their  looks  from  my  Jesse  and 
To  try  her  sweet  temper,  sometimes  am  I  seen 
In  revels  all  day  wiih  the  nymphs  on  thegreen; 
Tliough  painful  my  absence,  my  doubts  she 

beguiles,  [smiles. 

And  meets  me  at  night  with  compliance  and 
What  tho'  on  her  cheeks  the  rose  loses  its  hue. 
Her  wit  and  ffood-humour  bloom  all  the  year 

through  ; 
Time  still,  as  he  flies,  adds  increase  to  her  truth, 
And  gives  to  her  mind  what  he  steals  from  her 

youth. 

Ye  shepherds  so  gay.  who  mak'elove  to  ensnare. 
And  cheat  with  false  vows  the  too-credulous 

fair. 
In  search  of  true  pleasure  how  vainly  you  roam ! 
To  hold  it  for  life,  vou  must  find  it  at  home.  - 


Both  alike  arc  mine  and  thine, 
Hastening  ipsick  to  their  decline: 
Thine's  a  sunuiier,  mine  no  more, 
'I'hough  repeated  to  threescore; 
Threescore  suuuncrs,  when  they're  gone, 
Will  appear  us  short  as  one. 


§  39.    A  Song.    Fitzgerald. 

n^HE  charms  which  blooming  beauty  shews 
"*■    From  faces  heavenly  fair. 
We  to  the  lily  and  the  rose. 
With  semblance  apt,  compare. 

With  semblance  ajii ;  for,  ah  !  how  soon. 

How  soon  thcv  all  decay ! 
The  lilv  drooj)s,  the  rose  is  gone. 

And  beauty  fades  away. 

But  when  bright  virtue  shines  confest. 

With  sweet  discretion  join'd  ; 
When  nnldness  calms  the  peaceful  breast. 

And  wisdom  guides  the  mind  : 

When  charms  like  these,  dear  maid,  conspire 

Thy  person  to  apjjfove. 
They  kindle  generous  chaste  desire. 

And  everlasting  love. 

Beyond  the  reach  of  time  or  ftite 

These  graces  shall  endure  j 
Still,  like  the  p.irsion  they  create, 

JEternal,  constant,  pure. 


§  40.     Song. 
T>usY,  curionri,  thirsty  fly, 
•*-*  Drink  with  mc,  and  drink  as  I! 

Freely  welcome  to  my  cup, 
Coul(jSt  ihousip  and  sip  it  up, 
•  jV'Like  the  most  of  life  you  may. 
Life  is  short,  and  weari  awav. 


§41.     Song. 

TJad  Neptune,  when  first  he  took  charge  of 
*■"*'  the  sea. 

Been  as  wise,  «»r  at  least  been  as  merry,  as  we. 
He'd  have  thought  better  oii'i,  and  instead  of 

his  brine 
Would  have  fiU'd  the  vast  ocean  with  generous 

wine. 

What  trafficking  then  would  Itavebeen  on  the 

main 
For  the  sake  of  good  liquor  as  well  as  for  gain  ! 
No  fear  then  of  tempest,  or  danger  of  sinkinp; ; 
The  fishes  ne'er  drown  that  are  always  a-drink- 

ing. 

The  hot  thirsty  sun  then  would  drive  with  ;uore 

haste,  ' 

Secure  in  the  evening  of  such  a  repast; 
And  when  he'd  got  tipsy  would  have  taken  his 

nap 
With  double  the  pleasure  in  Thetis's  lojp. 

By  the  force  of  his  rays,  and  thus  heated  with 

wine. 

Consider  how  gloriously  Phoebns  would  shine; 
What  vast  exhalations  he'd  dra\v  up  on  his<!i. 
To  relieve  the  poor  earth  as  it  wanted  supplv. 
How  happy  us  mortis,  when  bless'd  with  such 

rain. 

To  fill  all  our  vessels,  and  fill  them  again  ! 
Nay  even  the  beggar,  that  has  ne'er  a  dish. 
Might  jump  into  the  river,  and  drink  like  alish. 

What  mirth  and  contentment  on  ev'ry  ooe'i 
brow,  [plough ! 

Hob  as  great  as  a  prince  dancing  after  the 
The  birds  in  the  air,  as  they  play  on  the  wing, 
fVllhougli  they  but  sip,  would  eiernally  sing. 

The  stars,  who,  I  think,  don't  to  drinking  iu- 

chne. 
Would  frisk  and  rej  oice  at  the  fume  of  the  wine  ; 
And,  merrily  twinkling,  would  soon  let  us 

know 
That  they  were  as  happy  as  mortals  below. 

Had  this  been  the  case,  then  what  had   w« 

enjoy 'd. 

Our  spirits  still  rising,  our  fancy  lu'cr  cloy'd  ! 
A  pox  then  on  Neptune,  when  'twas  in  his 

pow'r. 
To  slip,  like  a  fool,  such  a  fortunate  hour ! 


§42.     A  Song.    Shenstonb. 
A  DiEU,  ye  jovial  youths,  who  join 
■^  To  plunge  old  Care  in  tlootis  of  wine; 
And,  as  your  dazzled  eye-balls  roll. 
Discern  him  struggling  in  the  bo-.vl! 


Not 
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Not  yet  is  hope  so  wholly  flown. 
Not  yet  is  thought  so  tedious  grown, 
liixt  limpid  stream  and  shady  tree 
Ketain  as  yet  some  sweets  for  nie. 

And  see,  through  yonder  silent  grove. 
See  yonder  does  my  Daphne  rove : 
Willi  pride  her  footsteps  I  pursue. 
And  bid  your  frantic  joys  adieu. 

The  sole  confusion  I  admire. 
Is  that  my  Daphnc*s  eyes  inspire  : 
1  scorn  the  madness  you  approve. 
And  value  reason  next  to  love. 


M' 


§  43.     Song. 
'Y  mind  to  me  a  kin^idom  is  ; 
Such  perfect  joy  therein  I  find. 
As  far  exceeds  all  earthly  bliss, 

That  God  or  nature  hath  assign 'd  : 
Tliou^h  much  I  want  that  most  would  have. 
Yet  stdl  my  mind  forbids  to  crave. 

Content  I  live,  this  is  my  stay ; 

I  seek  no  more  than  may  suftlce  : 
I  press  to  bear  no  haughty  sway  ; 

Look  what  I  lack  my  mind  supplies. 
Lo!   thus  I  triumph  like  a  king. 
Conleut  with  that  my  mind  doth  bring. 

I  see  how  plenty  surfeits  oft, 

And  hasty  climbers  soonest  fall : 
I  see  that  such  as  sit  aloft 

Mishap  doth  threaten  most  of  all  • 
These  gel  with  toil,  and  keep  with  fcir : 
huch  cares  my  mind  could  never  bear. 
No  princely  pomp,  ner  wealthy  store. 

No  force  to  win  a  victory. 
No  wily  wit  to  salve  a  sore. 

No  shape  to  win  a  lover's  eye  : 
To  none  of  these  I  yield  as  tnrall, 
For  why?   my  mind  despiscth  all. 

Some  have  too  much,  yet  still  they  crave  j 

i  little  have,  yet  scetc  notnore  : 
They  are  but  poor,  though  much  they  have} 

And  1  am  rich  with  little  store  : 
They  poor,  I  rich  ;  they  beg,  I  give; 
They  lack,  I  lend;  they  pine,  1  live. 

I  laugh  not  at  another's  loss, 

I  p:riid^e  not  at  another's  gain ; 
No  worldly  wave  my  mind  can  toss  : 

I  brook  that  is  another's  banc. 
I  fear  no  foe,  nor  fawn  no  friend  ; 
I  loathe  not  life,  nor  dread  mine  end. 

My  wealth  is  health,  and  perfect  ease  : 
Aly  conscience  clear  my  chief  defence : 

I  never  seek  by  bribes  to  please. 
Nor  by  desert  to  give  ollence : 

Thus  do  I  live,  thus  will  I  die ; 

Would  all  did  so  us  well  as  i  ! 

I  lake  no  joy  in  earthlv  blisH; 

I  weigh  not  Croesus"' wealth  a  sirawj 
For  care,  1  care  iiot  what  it  is ; 

I  fear  uot  Fortune  &  fatal  l»w. 


My  mind  is  such  as  may  not  move 
For  beauty  bright,  or  force  of  love. 
I  wish  but  what  I  have  at  will ; 

I  wander  not  to  seek  for  more ; 
I  like  the  plain,  I  climb  no  hill ; 

In  greatest  storms  I  sit  on  shore. 
And  laugh  at  them  that  toil  in  vain 
To  get  what  must  be  lost  again. 

I  kiss  not  where  I  wish  to  kill ; 

I  feign  not  love  where  most  I  hate  j 
I  break  no  sleep  to  win  my  v.ill  j 

I  wait  not  at  the  raighty's  gate  ; 
I  scorn  no  poor,  I  fear  no  rich ; 
1  feel  no  want,  nor  have  too  much. 
The  court,  ne  cart,  1  like  ne  loath  : 

Extremes  are  counted  worst  of  all : 
The  golden  mean  betwixt  them  both 

Doih  surest  sit,  and  fears  no  fall ; 
This  is  my  choice  ;  for  why?  I  tind 
No  vtealtfi  is  like  a  quiet  mind. 

§  44.    Song.      Countess  o/'Winchelsea, 
vyouLP  we  attain  the  happiest  slate 

'  '     That  is  design'd  us  here  ; 
No  joy  a  npture  must  create. 
No  grief  beget  despair  : 

No  injury  fierce  anger  raise. 

No  honour  tempt  to  pride: 
No  vain  desires  of  empty  praise 

Must  in  the  soul  abide  ; 

No  charms  of  youth  or  beauty  mote 

The  constant,  settled  breast : 
Who  leaves  a  passage  free  to  love 

Shall  let  in  all  the  rest. 

In  such  a  heart  soft  ])eace  will  live. 

Where  none  of  these  abountl ; 
Tlie  greatest  blessiny;  Heaven  does  give. 

Or  can  on  earth  be  found. 


§  4.5.    Song.      BEUiNoriELD. 
'T^O  hug  yourself  in  perfect  ease, 
■*•   What'wt)uld  you  wish  for  more  than  tliesc? 
A  healihy,  clean,  paternal  scat. 
Well  shaded  from  the  sunmur's  heat. 
A  little  parlour-stove,  lohold 
A  constant  fire  from  winter's  cold. 
Where  vou  may  sit  and  think,  and  sing, 
Far  off  from  court,  God  bless  the  kingl 
Safe  from  the  harpies  of  the  law, 
From  party-ra^e,  and  great  man's  paw ; 
Have  choice  ievv  friends  of  your  own  laste} 
A  wife  agreeable  and  chaste  : 
An  open,  but  yet  cautious  niind, 
Where  guilty  cares  no  entrance  find  > 
Nor  miser's  fears,  nor  envy's  spite, 
To  break  the  sabbath  of  tfie  night. 
Plain  equipage,  and  temp'rate  meals. 
Few  taylors',  and  no  doctor's  hill.« ; 
Content  to  take,  as  Heaven  shall  please, 
A  longer  or  a  shorter  lease. 

§46, 
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§  46.    Song.  Miss  PiLKisaxoM. 

If  EVVY  not  the  proud  their  wealth, 
•*■  Their  equipage  and  stale  : 
Give  me  but  innocence  and  health, 
I  ask  not  to  be  great. 

I  in  this  sweet  retirement  find 

A  joy  unknown  to  kings. 
For  sceptres  to  a  virtuous  rnind 

Seem  vain  and  empty  things. 
Great  Cincinnatus  at  his  plough 
.   With  brighter  lustre  shone. 
Than  guilty  Cccsar  e'er  could  show. 

Though  seated  on  a  throne 

Tumultuous  days  and  restless  nights 

Ambition  ever  knows, 
A  stranger  to  the  calm  delights 

Of  study  and  repose. 

Then  free  from  envy,  care,  and  strife. 

Keep  me,  ye  pow'rs  divine  ! 
And,  pleas'd  when  ye  demand  my  life. 

May  1  that  life  resign  ! 


§  47.     Song.    The  Character  of  a  happy  Life. 
^'^>  Henry  Wotton. 
TJIow  happy  is  he  born  and  taught, 
■■•-'•  That  serveth  not  anotiier's  wiilj 
Whose  armour  is  his  honest  thought. 

And  simple  truth  his  utmost  skill  j 
Whose  passions  not  his  masters  are. 

Whose  soul  is  still  prepar'd  for  death  : 
Untied  unto  the  world  i)y  care 

Of  public  fame,  or  private  breath! 

Who  envies  none  that  chance  doth  raise. 

Nor  vice  hath  ever  understood  ; 
How  deepest  wounds  are  giv'n  by  praise. 

Nor  rules  of  state,  but  rules  of  good  ! 

Who  hath  his  life  from  rumours  freed, 
Wliose  conscience  is  his  strong  retreat ; 

Whose  state  can  neither  flatterers  feed. 
Nor  ruin  make  oppressors  great ! 

Who  God  doth  late  and  early  pray 
More  of  his  grace  than  gifts  to  lend  j 

And  entertains  the  harmless  day 
With  a  religious  book  or  friend  ! 

This  man  is  freed  from  servile  hands. 

Of  hope  to  rise,  or  fear  to  fall : 
Lord  of  himself,  though  not  of  lands, 

Aixi  having  nothing,  yet  hath  all. 


And  nightly  In  some  humble  shed 
On  rushy  pillows  lays  his  head. 

No  curst  ambition  breaks  hi^i  rest. 
No  factious  wars  divide  his  breast ; 
His  flock,  his  pipe,  and  artless  fair. 
Arc  all  his  hope,  and  all  his  care. 


§  49.       Song. 

■jVro  glory  I  covet,  no  riches  I  v/ant, 
•^^   Ambition  is  nothing  to  me  j 
The  one  thing  1  beg  of  kind  Heaven  to  grant. 
Is  a  mind  independant  and  free. 

With  passions  unruffled,  untainted  with  pride. 
By  reaion  my  life  let  me  square; 

The  wants  of  my  nature  are  cheaply  supplied. 
And  the  rest  are  but  folly  and  care. 

The  blessings  which  Providence  freely  has  lent, 

I'll  justly  and  gratefully  prize; 
Whilst  sweet  meditation,'and  cheerful  content. 

Shall  make  me  both  healthful  and  wise. 

In  the  pleasures  the  great  man's  possessions  dis- 
Unenvied  I'll  challenge  my  part ;         [p^ay» 

For  ev'rj^-  fair  object  my  eyes  can  survey 
Contributes  to  gladden  my  heart*". 

How  vainly,  thro'  infinite  trouble  and  strife. 
The  many  their  labours  eniplov  ! 

Since  all  that  is  truly  delightful  iii  life 
Is  what  all,  if  they  please,  may  enjoy. 


§  60.  Song.       Dr.  Darltqn.* 

NOR  on  beds  of  fading  flowVs, 
Shedding  soon  their  gaudy  pride. 
Nor  with  swains  in  syren  bow'rs. 
Will  true  pleasure  long  reside. 

On  awful  virtue's  hill  sublime 
Enthroned  sits  th'  immortal  fair: 

Who  wins  her  hei^ilit  must  patient  climb  ; 
The  steps  are  peril,  toil,  and  care. 

So  from  the  first  did  Jove  ordaiu 
Eternal  bliss  for  transient  pain. 


§61.     Soui 


A  Moral  Thought. 
Dr.  Hawkesworth. 


§  48.  Sojig.        Hildebrand  Jacob,  Esq. 
1  ENVY  not  the  mighty  great, 
•*  Those  pow'rful  rulers  of  tiie  state. 
Who  settle  nations  as  they  please. 
And  govern  at  th*  expence  of  ease. 

Far  happier  the  shepherd  swain. 
Who  daily  drudges  on  the  plain, 

*  In  the  Masque  of  Comua.— It  saems  to  be  inutatej  from  a  passage  in  the  17th  book  of  Tawt.'*  Jenifaf  eai . 

Wiiea 


npHRo'  groves  sequester'd,  dark,  and  still, 
-■■    I^ow  vales,  and  mossy  cells  among. 
In  silent  paths  the  careless  rill 
With  languid  murmurs  steals  along. 

Awhile  it  plays  with  circling  sweep. 
And  ling'riug  leaves  its  native  plain  ; 

Then  pours  impetuous  down  the  steep. 
And  mingles  with  the  boundless  main. 

O  let  my  years  thus  devious  glide 
Thro'  silent  scenes  obscurely  calm; 

Nor  wealth  nor  strife  pollute  the  tide. 
Nor  honour's  sanguinary  palm. 
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When  labour  lires,  anil  pWasurc  nails, 
S  till  let  the  stream  untroubled  be. 

As  down  the  steep  of  age  it  falls, 
And  mingles  with  eicrnity. 


*R0M  the 


§  52.     Song. 


py  mi 


For  I'm  wearv  of  grandeur,  and  what  iliey  coll 
Where  pride  without  measure. 
And  pomp  without  pleasure. 
Make  life  in  a  circle  of  hurry  decay- 
Far  remote  and  retir'd  from  the  noi sc-  f)rihc  town , 

1   russet 
[gown : 


,l:u! 


I'll  exchange  my   brocade  for 

My  friends  shall  be  few. 

But  well  chosen  and  true. 
And  sweet  recreation  our  evening  slmll  crown. 

With  a  rural  repast,  a  rich  banquet  for  me, 
On  a  mossy  green  turf,  near  sonic  shady  old 

The  river's  clear  brink  [tree. 

Shall  afford  me  my  drink,  fbc. 

And  Temp'rancc  my  friendly  physician  snail 

Fver  calm  and  serene,  with  contentment  still 

blest,  [prest, 

Not  too  giddy  with  joy,  or  willi  sorrow  de- 

ril  neither  invoke, 

Or  ropine  at  deiUh's  stroke,  [rest. 

But  retiie  from  the  worl<l  as  I  would  to  my 


§  53.     Sotii 


The  Blind  Bny. 

COLLEV  CrBBER.* 


r\  SAY  what  is  that  thing  call'd  li^ht, 
^^  Which  I  must  ne'er  enjoy? 
What  arc  the  blessings  of  the  sight? 

O  tell  your  poor  bhnd  boy! 
You  t.ilk  of  wond'rous  things  you  see. 

Yon  'lay  the  sun  shines  bright ; 
I  feel  him  warm,   but  how  con  he 

Or  make  it  day  or  night  ? 

My  day  or  night  myself  I  make. 

Whene'er  I  sleep  or  play  j 
And  could  1  ever  keep  awake 

With  me  'twere  always  day. 

With  heavy  sighs  I  often  hear 

You  mourn  my  hapless  woe ; 
But  sure  with  patience  1  can  bear 

A  loss  I  ne'er  can  know. 
Then  let  not  what  I  cannot  have 

My  cheer  <rf  mind  destroy  : 
Whilst  thus  I  sing,  lam  a  king, 

Although  a  poor  blind  boy. 


§  .54.     Song. 


UOEF.RT  DoPSLEY.t 


TTow  hnppy  a  state  does  the  miller  possess, 
*^  Who  would  be  no  greater,  nor  fears  to  be 
less !  [port. 

On  his  mill  and  himself  he  depends  for  sup- 
Whichis  better  than  servilely  crmgingal court. 

•  Written  for,  and  set  by,  the  late  celebrated  Mr.  St-jnloy,  or^nuist  of  St.  Aodrev.',  Holbom. 
f  In  the  dfatcri-:iiiyxicnt  of  The  Miller  of  Mansfield, 


What  tho**he  all  dusty  arvd  whiten'd  does  go. 
The  more  hc*«  bepowder'd,  the  morclikeal>eaii  : 
A  clown  ni  this  dress  may  be  honester  far 
Than  a  courtier  who  struts  in  hik  garter  and  star. 

riio'  his  hands  arc  so  daub'd  they're  not  fit  to 

be  seen, 
The  hands  of  liis  betters  are  not  very  clean : 
A  palm  more  poliie  may  as  dirtily  dciil  ;  [meaf. 
Gold,  in  handling,  will  slick  to  the  lingers  like 

What  if,  when  a  pudding  for  dinner  he  lacks. 
He  cribs  without  scruple  from    other  mcn'y 

sacks  ; 
In  this  of  right  noble  example  he  brags. 
Who  borrow  as  freely  from  other  men's  bags. 
Or  should  he  endeavour  to  heap  an  estate. 
In  this  he  would  mimic  the  tools  of  the  state. 
Whose  aim  is  alone  theirown  coffers  to  fill. 
As  all  his  concern  's  to  bring  grist  to  his  mill. 

He  cats  ivhen  he's  hungry,  he  drinks  when  he's 
^^  dry,  '  [lie; 

And  Tlown,  when  he's  weary,  contented  does 
Theii  rises  up  cheerful  to  work  and  to  sing  : 
Ifso  happy  a  miller,  thenwho'dbe  a  kiugr 


§  55.  Song.  The  Old  Man's  IVuh,  Dr.  Pom, 

Tf  I  live  to  grow  old,  for  I  find  I  go  down, 
*■  Let  this  be  my  fate: — In  a  countr}'  town 
May  1  have  a  warm  house,  ^vith  a  stone  at  the 

gate. 

And  a  cleanly  young  girl  to  rub  my  bald  pate!  . 

May  I  govern  my  passion  with'  an  absolute 

sway,  [wears  away. 

And  grow  wiser  and  better  as  mv  btrengib 

Without  goul  or  stone,  by  a  gentle  decay  ! 

Near  a  shady  grove,  am\  .i  murmuring  brook» 
With theoceanatdis<aiJ<<", whereon  I  niavlookj 
With  a  spacious  plain,  witluml  hed^e  or  stile. 
And  an  easy  pad-nag  to  ride  out  a  utile. 
May  I  gintrn,  &c. 

With  Horace,  and  Petrarch,  and  two  or  three 

more 
Of  the  best' wits  that  reign'd  in  the  «gcs  l>eforci 
Willi  roast  nmlton,  rallter  than  ven'.sonorieaf,' 
And  clean  though  coarse  linen  at  tv'ry  meal. 
May  I  govern.  Sec.  '  ^ 

With  a  pudding  on  Sundays,  with  stout huni- 

ming  liquor. 
And  rcnwiaijts  of  Liuin  to  welcome  the  vicar  j 
With  Monte  Fitncone^  or  Burgundy  wine. 
To  drink  the  king's  health  as  oft  as  I  dine. 
May  I  govern,  &c. 

With  a  courage  undaunted  may  I  face  my  last 

day ; 
And,  when  I  an>  dead,  maythebetier  sort  sa\ . 
In  the  monwiig   when  sober,    in  the  cvcnin;; 

when  mellow,  [fellow 

He's  ^one,  and  [has]  left  not  behind  him  hi 
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For  he  govcru'd  his  pussion  with  an  absolute 
sway,  [wore  awu  y, 

And  grew  wiser  and  better  as  his  streugih 
Without  goul  or  stone,  by  a  gentle  decay. 


W 


§  56.    Sorter.     Time's  Alteration. 
HF.xthis  old  Clip  was  new, 
Tis  since  two  liundred  year. 
No  malice  then  we  knew. 

Rut  all  tilings  plenty  were: 
All  friendship  now  decays 
(Bvlieve  me  this  is  true). 
Which  was  not  in  those  days 
When  this  old  cap  was  new. 
The  nobles  of  onr  land 

Were  much  (lelij;hied  then 
To  have  at  their  conmand 

A  crew  of  lusty  mt;n, 
Which  by  their  coats  were  known 

Of  ta\\  ny,  red,  or  blue, 
With  crests  on  their  sleeves  shown. 

When  this  old  cap  was  new. 
Now  pride  hath  banish'd  all. 
Unto  our  lanil's  reproach. 
When  he  whose  means  are  small 

Mainnins  both  horse  and  coach  j 
Instead  of  a  hundred  men, 

The  coach  allows  but  two; 
This  was  not  thoughton  then. 
When  this  old  cap  was  new. 
Good  hospitality 

Was  cherlsh'd  then  of  many ; 
Now  poor  men  starve  and  die,- 
And  are  not  heli/d  by  any  : 
For  charily  waxein  cold, 

And  love  is  found  in  few ; 
This  was  not  in  time  of  old. 

When  this  old  cap  was  new. 
Wherever  vou  travell'd  then, 

You  miglit  meet  on  the  way 
Brave  knights  and  gentlemen. 
Clad  in  their  country  grey. 
That  courteous  would  appear. 

And  kindly  welcome  you : 
No  puritans  then  were. 

When  this  old  cap  was  new. 
Our  ladies,  in  those  days. 

In  civil  liabit  went ; 
Broad-cloth  was  then  worth  praise, 

And  gave  the  best  content: 
French  fashions  then  were  scornM, 

Fond  fangles  then  none  knew. 
Then  modesty  women  adorn 'd. 
When  this  old  cap  was  new. 

A  man  might  then  behold 

At  Christmas,  in  each  hall. 
Good  fires  to  curb  the  cold. 

And  meat  for  great  and  small : 
The  neighbours  were  friendly  bidden. 

And  all  had  welcome  true, 
The  ))oor  from  the  gates  were  not  chidden, 

When  this  old  cap  was  new. 


Black  jacks  to  ev'ry  man 

Were  fdl'd  with  wine  and  beer. 
No  pewter  pot,  nor  can. 

In  those  days  did  appear  : 
Good  cheer  in  a  nobleman's  house 

Was  counted  a  seemly  show  ; 
We  wanted  no  brawn  or  souse. 

When  this  old  cap  was  new. 
We  took  not  such  delight 

In  cups  of  silver  fine : 
None  under  degree  of  a  knight 

In  plate  drank  beer  or  wine  : 
Now  each  mechanical  man 

Hath  a  cupboard  of  plate  for  a  show. 
Which  was  a  rare  thing  then 

When  this  old  cap  was  ticw. 
Then  brib'ry  was  unborn, 

1^0  simony  men  did  use; 
Christians  did  usury  scorn, 

Devis'd  among  the  Jews  : 
The  lawyers  to  be  fee'd 

At  that  time  hardly  knew. 
For  man  with  man  agreed. 

When  this  old  cap  was  new. 

No  captain  then  carous'd. 

Nor  spent  poor  soldiers*  payj 
They  were  not  so  abus'd 

As  they  are  at  this  day  : 
Of  seven  days  they  make  eight. 

To  keep  them  from  their  due; 
Poor  soldiers  had  their  right 

When  this  old  cap  was  new. 

Which  made  them  forward  still 

To  go,  although  not  nrcss'd  ; 
And  going  with  good-will, 

Their  fortunes  were  the  best. 
Our  English  then  in  fight 

Did  foreign  foes  subdue. 
And  forc'd  them  all  to  flight. 

When  this  old  cap  was  new. 

God  save  our  gracious  king. 

And  send  him  long  to  live! 
Lord,  mischief  on  them  bring 

That  will  not  their  alms  give ; 
But  seek  to  rob  the  poor 

Of  that  which  is  their  due: 
This  was  not  in  time  of  yore. 

When  this  old  cap  was  new. 

§57.     Song.     Tfte  Fitar  of  Bray, 
Tn  good  king  Charles's  golden  days, 
*•  VVhen  loyalty  no  harm  meant, 
A.  zealous  high-church  man  I  was. 

And  so  1  got  preferment: 
To  teach  my  flock  I  never  miss'd, 

Kings  are  by  God  appointed. 
And  damn'd  are  those  that  do  resist 
Or  touch  the  Lord's  Anointed. 
And  this  is  law  I  will  maintain. 

Until  my  dying  day,  sir — 
That  whatsoever  king  shall  reign, 
I'll  be  the  vicar  of  Bray,  sir. 
S  M  Whea 
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"When  Royal  Jamrs  oblain'd  the  cronn. 

And  popery  came  in  fashion, 
Thepcaal  l;ivvs  I  hooted  down. 

And  read  the  IXcl.iraiion: 
The  church  of  Ilome  I  found  would  fit 

Full  well  my  constitution; 
And  had  become  a  Jesuit, 

But  for  the  Revolution. 
Andihiij  is  law,  ice. 
When  WilUam  was  our  king  declarM, 

To  ease  the  nation's  grievance; 
With  this  new  wind  ahoi:i  I  steer "d. 

And  swore  to  him  allegiance  : 
Old  principles  I  did  rcvi>ke, 

Set  conscience  at  a  distance; 
Passive  ol)edicncc  was  a  joke, 

A  jest  was  non-resistuncc. 
And  this  is  law,  Krc. 
When  gracious  Anne  bee  ime  our  queen. 

The  church  of  Knjjiand's  ilory, 
Anoiiicrfaceof  things  was  seen. 

And  I  became  a  tory  : 
Occasional  conformists  Ixi-ic, 

I  damn'd  their  moderation; 
And  thought  the  chiirch  in  danger  was 

By  such  prevarication. 
And  this  n  law,  &c. 
\V'hen  George  in  puddin'j  time  came  o'er, 

And  mod*rate  men  look'd  tig,  sir! 
1  tiirn'd  a  cat-in-pan  once  more. 

And  so  became  a  whig,  sir; 
And  thus  preferment  I  procnr'd 

Tromour  new  faith's  defender; 
And  almost  cv'ry  d.iy  ahjur'd 

The  pope  and  the  pretender. 
And  this  is  law,  &c. 
Tir  illustrious  house  of  Hanover, 

And  protestant  succession  ; 
To  these  I  do  allegiance  swear — 

Wliilethey  can  keep  possession: 
l''»r  in  mv  faith  and  loyalty 

1  nt'vrr  more  will  faher, 

(1  George  my  l.iwful  king  shall  be — 

Uniil  the  timos  <lo  aiter. 
And  this  ii  bw  I  will  maintain 

Until  rny  dying  dav,  sir. — 

That  whatsoever  king  shall  rci/n, 

111  be  the  vicar  of  Btav,  sir. 


^ '>?.    Song.      T^if  Storm.     G,   A.  *^nvrNs 
/•^KASE,  rude  Boreas,  blnst'ring  fa: 
^^  List,  ye  Innibnicn,  all  lo  u»e! 
Messmates,  hear  a  brother  sailor 

Sim?  the  dangers  of  the  sea ; 
V'-nin  bounding  billows  fa.t  in  motion, 

N^'hcn  thediMatU  whirlwinds  rise, 
.\>  thr  t'^uiiicsl-troubled  ocean, 

NVhere  tlie  seas  contend  with  skies ! 
H.M-k  !  the  boatswain  hcarsely  bawling, 

By  topsail-sheer-5  and  haulvanU  .stat)d! 
Down  (op-galKuus  (|uick  be  hauling. 

I^own  yuur  stay-iails,  haud,  boy»,  hand  ! 


Book  IV- 

Now  it  freshens,  set  the  bracf  s, 

The  topsail  sheets  now  let  go  ; 
Luff,  bovs,  luff!   don't  make  wry  faces. 

Up  your  topsails  nimbly  clew! 

Now  all  you  on  down  be<l.s  sporting. 

Fondly  lork'd  in  beauty's  arms ; 
Fresh  enjoyments  wanton  courting. 

Safe  from  all  but  love's  alarms ; 
Round  as  roars  the  tempest  louder. 

Think  what  fear  our  minds  enthrals; 
Harder  yet,  it  vet  blows  harder. 

Now  again  the  boatswain  calls! 

The  top- sail  yards  point  to  the  -wind,  bo}?. 

See  all  clear  to  reef  each  course; 
I-^t  the  fore-sheet  go,  don't  mind,  boys. 

Though  the  weather  should  be  worie. 
Foreand  aft  the  sprit-sail  yard  cct. 

Reef  the  mizen,  see  all  clear ; 
Hands  uj),  each  preventnre-brace  set, 

MatMhe  fore-yard,  cheer,  lads,  cheer  ! 

Now  the  dreadful  thunder's  roaring. 

Peal  on  peal  contending  clash, 
On  ourhcads  fierce  rain  falls  pouring, 

In  our  eyes  bine  lightnings  flash; 
One  wide  water  all  around  us, 

All  above  us  one  black  sky ; 
Different  deaths  at  once  surround  us : 

Hark!  what  means  that  dreadful  cry.^ 
The  foremast's  gone,  cries  cv'ry  tongue  out. 

O'er  the  lee,  twelve  feet  'bove  deck  ; 
A  leak  beneath  the  chest-tree's  sprung  out. 

Call  all  hands  to  clear  the  wreck. 
Quick  the  lanyards  cut  to  pieces  ; 

Come,  my  hearts,  he  stout  and  hold; 
Plumb  the  well — the  leak  increases. 

Four  feet  water  in  the  hold. 

\\'hile  o'er  the  ship  wild  waves  are  beating. 

We  for  wives  or  children  mourn  ; 
Alas !  from  thence  there's  no  retreating  ! 

.Alas  !  to  them  there's  no  return! 
Still  the  leak  is  gaining  on  us  ! 

Both  rhain-pumps  are  choak'd  below  : 
Heaven  have  merrv  lure  upon  us! 

For  only  that  can  sa>eusnow. 

O'er  the  lec-bcani  is  the  land,  boys, 

Let  the  guns  o'erboard  be  thrown ; 
To  the  pump  come  cv'ry  hand,  bovs, 

See'  our ■mizen-masi  is  gone! 
Thr  leak  we've  fmuid,  it  cannot  pour  fast. 

We've  lighten'd  her  a  fool  or  more; 
Vp,  and  rig  a  jury  for«*ma<t. 

She  right>,  she  »ight*,  boys,  we're  offshore  ! 

Now  once  more  on  joys  we're  thinking, 
^  Since  kind  Heaven  has  sav'd  our  lives ; 
Conve.  the  can,  bo\a!  let's  be  drinking 

'i'o  our  sweethearts  and  our  wives. 
Fill  it  up,  about  >hip  wheel  it. 

Close  to  our  li|)s  a  briunnerjoin  : 
Where's  the  lempe&t  now,  who  feels  it? 

None — the  dan^er'k  drown'd  in  wine. 
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§  59.    Song.    Ncpfunc^s  ragwa  Fury ;   or 

ga/lant  Seaman's  Sujfinng$. 
"VTou  gentlemen  of  Enjiland 
-■■    That  live  at  home  at  ease, 
Ah,  little  do  you  think  upon 

The  dangers  of  the  sea? ; 
Give  ear  unto  the  mariners, 

And  they  will  plainly  show 
[All^  the  cares,  and  the  fears. 

When  the  stormy  winds  do  blow. 

All  you  that  will  be  seamen. 

Must  bear  a  valiant  heart. 
For  when  you  come  upon  the  seas 

You  must  not  think  to  start ; 
Nor  once  to  be  faint-hearted, 

In  hail,  rain,  blow,  or  snow. 
Nor  to  think  for  to  shrink 

When  the  stormy  winds  do  blow. 
The  bitter  storms  and  tempests 

Poor  seamen  do  endure, 
Both  day  and  night,  with  many  a  fright. 

We  seldom  rest  secure ; 
Our  sleep  it  is  disturbed 

With  visions  strange  to  know. 
And  with  dreams  on  the  streams. 

When  the  stormy  winds  do  blow. 

In  claps  of  roaring'thundcr. 

Which  darkness  doth  enforce. 
We  often  find  our  ship  to  stray 

Beyond  our  wonted  course  : 
Which  causeth  great  distractions. 

And  sinks  our  hearts  full  low  ; 
'TJs  in  vain  to  complain. 

When  the  stormy  winds  do  blow. 

Sometimes  in  Neptune's  bosom 

Our  ship  is  tost  in  waves. 
And  ev'ry  man  expecting 

The  sea  to  be  their  graves ! 
Then  up  aloft  she  mounteth. 

And  down  again  so  low, 
'Tis  with  waves,  O  with  waves, 

When  the  stormy  winds  do  blow. 

Then  down  again  we  fall  to  pray'r. 

With  all  our  might  and  thought. 
When  refuge  all  doth  fail  us, 

Tis  that  must  bear  us  out  j 
To  God  we  call  for  succour. 

For  he  it  is,  we  know, 
That  must  aid  us,  and  save  us, 

When  the  stormy  winds  do  blow. 

The  lawyer  and  the  usurer, 

That  sit  in  gowns  of  fur, 
In  closets  warm,  can  take  no  harm. 

Abroad  ihcy  need  not  stir; 
When  winter  fierce  with  cold  doth  pierce. 

And  beats  with  hail  and  snow. 
We  are  sure  to  endure, 

When  the  stormy  winds  do  blow. 
We  bring  home  costly  merchandise. 

And  jewels  of  great  price, 
To  serveour  English  gallantry, 

W^ith  many  a  rare  acvice ; 


tftcTo  please  the  English  gallant rv. 

Our  pains  we  freely  show. 
For  we  toil,  and  we  moil, 

W^hen  the  stormy  winds  do  blow. 
We  sometimes  sail  to  th'  Indies,  ^ 

To  fetch  home  spices  rare; 
Sometimes  again,  to  France  and  Spaui, 

For  wines  beyond  coannare  ; 
Whilst  gallants  are  carousing, 

In  tavenis  on  a  row. 
Then  we  sweep  o'er  the  deep. 

When  the  stormy  winds  do  blow. 

When  tempests  are  blown  over. 

And  grcaftiRt  fears  are  |)ast, 
In  weather  fair,  and  temp'rate  air. 

We  straight  lie  down  to  rest; 
But  when  the  biUows  tumble. 

And  waves  do  furious  grow. 
Then  wc  rouse,  up  we  rouse. 

When  the  stormy'winds  do  blow. 
If  enemies  oppose  us, 

When  England  is  at  war 
With  any  foreign  nations. 

We  fear  nor  M'ound  nor  scar; 
Our  roaring  guns  shall  teach  'em 

Our  valour  for  to  know, 
W'hilst  they  reel,  in  the  keel. 

When  the  stormy  winds  do  blow. 

We  are  no  cowardly  shrinkers. 

But  true  lilnglishmen  bred, 
W^e'll  play  our  parts,  like  valiaiU  hearts. 

And  never  Hv  for  dread  ; 
W'e'll  plv  our  business  nimbly 

W  henc'er  we  come  or  go, 
With  our  mates,  to  the  Straits, 

When  the  stormy  winds  do  blow 

Then  courage,  all  brave  marisers. 

And  never  be  dismay'd, 
Whil>i  wc  have  boU adventurers 

We  ne'er  shall  want  a  trade; 
Our  merchants  will  employ  us, 

To  fetch  ihem  wealth,  I  knowj 
Then  be  bold,  work  for  gold, 

When  the  stormy  winds  dp  blow. 

When  wc  return  in  safety. 

With  wages  for  our  pains. 
The  tapper  and  the  vintner 

Will  hdp  to  share  our  gaii'is: 
We  call  for  lic^uor  roundly. 

And  pay  before  we  go ; 
Then  we'll  roar  »n  thesliorr. 

When  the  stormy  winds  do  blow. 


§60.      Song,        (JOLDSMITII.      ' 

nnHE  wretch  condemn'd  with  life  to  pjrt 
-*•    Still,  stillon  hope  relics; 
And  ev'ry  pang  that  rcndb  the  heart. 

Bids  expectaiioH  rise. 
Hope,  like  the  glimmering  taper's  light, 

Adonis  and  cheers  the  way  ; 
i  And  stiU,  as  darker  grow*  the  ni-^ht, 

Emits  a  l;righter  rav. 
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§  6r.    Softf.        Goldsmith 
f\  memory!  thou  fbiKl  deceiver, 
^^  Still  importunate  and  vaJH, 
To  former  joys  rcvurring  ever, 

And  turning  all  the  pst  to  pai 
Thou,  like  the  world,  th'opprcs 

Thy  smiles  increase  the  wretcl 
And  he  who  wants  each  oilier  bicssini 


la  ihce  must  ever  find  a  fue. 


G 


5l  62.    Song^i 
EVTtT  touch  the  warbling! V  re, 
Chloe  seoms  mclin'd  to  re^i ; 
Fill  her  «oul  with  fond  desire, 

Softest  notes  will  sooth  her  breast: 
Pleasing  dreams  assist  in  lo\'e: 
Let  them  all  propitious  prove. 
On  the  mossy  bank  she  lie* 

(Nature's  verdant  velvet  bed). 
Beauteous  flowers  meet  her  cyes,^ 
Forminc  pillows  for  her  head  ; 
Zephyrs  waft  iheir  odours  round. 
And  indulging  vwhispers  sound. 


§65.  J  Dirge.    DfJuFEv 

Clf.fp,  bleep,  poor  youth!  sleep,  sletpjn  j 
^  Uclicv'd  from  love,  and  mortal  care; 
WliilK  we,  that  pine  in  life's  disease, 

Unctrtainr  blest  less  happy  are. 
1  oppressing,  Couch'd  in  the  dark  and  silent  grave, 
v\  ,,e  1  No  ills  of  fate  thou  now  canst  fear ; 

In  vain  would  tyrant  power  enslave. 

Or  scornful  beauty  be  severe. 
Wars  that  i\o  fatal  storms  disperse. 

Far  from  thy  happy  mansiftu  keep  . 
Eartlupiakcs  that  shake  the  udivcrscr    • 

(.'an't  rock  thee. into  sounder  sleep. 
With  all  the  charms  of  peace  possest. 

Secure  from  life's  tori»ien tor,  pain, 
SIfcp,  and  iudulgelhyself  with  rest, . 

Nor  dream  thou  e'er  shalt  rise  again. 

CHORUS. 

Past  Is  the  fear  of  future  doubt. 
The  sun  is  from  the  dial  gone, 

Thent^nds  are  sunk,  the  glass  is  (jut. 
Tile  folly  of  the  fajce  is  done  1 


redr 


§  63.     The  same  parodied. 
f^  RXTLY  stir  and  blow  the  fire, 
^^  Lay  the  mutton  down  to  roast,, 
Prcsbit  quickly,  1  desire,. 

In  the  dripping  put  a  toast,. 
Tlu.t  I  linnj^cr  may  remove  j 
Mutton  is  the  meat  1  love. 

On  the  dresser  see  It  lie, 

Ol  thu  charming  white  and 
Finer  mt-ai  ne'er  met  my  eye. 

On  the  sweetest  grass  it  (m\ : 
Le;  the  Jack  go  swiftly  round, 
Ixt  me  have  it  nicely  brown 'd. 
On  the  table  spread  the  doth* 

Ia'X  the  knjxcs  be  sharp  and  clean  r 
Pickles  get,  and  safari  both, 

T.«t  ihem  carh  be  fresh  andgreco: 
"Wiih  small  beer,  good  ale  and  \vir,«', 
O  ye  Gods!  how  I  shall  dine! 


§  fil.     SoJlfT.  SwAKSPliARB. 

TJnpkh  the  green- wood  tree, 

•^    Who  lovcsto  lie  with  me. 

And  tune  his  m«?rrv  note 

I '11  to  the  ;we<t  bird's  throat, 

(  ome  hiih<;r, come  hither,  come  hither; 

Here  >haH  he  see 

No  enemy, 
But  winter  ant!  rough  weather. 
V\'ho  doth  ambition  shun. 
And  loves  to  lie  i'th'sun, 
Sei'kiug  die  food  he  ef\<«?. 
And  pIfMs'd  wi»h  wliai  he  gets. 
Come  liIihLT,  come  hither,  come liitlicr. 

Here  shall  he  sec 

No  cricmv. 
But  wlnt«ru«d  rou^h  weather- 


§  66.    Song.      Gar  KICK. 
HPhou  soft  flowing  Avon,  by  thy  silver  slrcamr 
■*•    Of  thiijgs  more  than  mortal  sweet  Siiaks- 

pearc  would  dream,    ,  [be<l. 

The  fairies  by  moon-light  (  ance  round  his  green 
For  hallow'd  the  turf  is  which  pillow'd  his  fiead. 
The  love-stricken  maiden, ihesoft-sighing  swain, 
;Hercrovttwiihoutdangcr,ai«!si^h  withoutpain: 
The  sweet  bud  of  beauty  no  blight  shall  here 

dread, 
Forhallow'd  the  turf  is  which  pillow'd  his  head. 
Hereyoiiih  shall  be  fam'd  for  their  love  and 

their  truth, 
lAnd  cheerful  old  ajre  feel  the  spirit  of  youth; 
For  the  raptupi'3  offUncy  here  poets  shall  tread, 
For  hallow'd  the  turf  rs  that  pillow'd  his  head. 
Flow  on,  silver  Avon,  in  songeverflow  !  [snow! 
He  the  swaiTO  on  thy  borders  still  whiter  than 
,Kver  full  W  thy  streavn,  like  his  fame  may  it 

spread !  [head. 

And  the  turf  ever  hallow'd  which  pillowd  his 

^  67.     Song.     The  Fairies. 
/"^oM-K  follow,  follow  nie, 
^   Ve  fairy  elves  that  be, 
Light  trippmgo'er  the  green  ; 
(^)me  follow  Mab,  your  queen  r 
Il.iud  in  h'uwf  vve'H  dance  around, 
I'or  this  placj-  is  fairy  ground. 

When  niortds  ure  at  rest. 

And  snoring  in  their  nest; 

L'tihi'ard  and  uue^picd. 

Through  key-holes  we  do  glide  j 
Ocr  tables,  stools,  and  shelves 
Wc  trip  it  with  our  fiiiry  elves. 

And,  if  the  hotisc  be  foul,. 

With  platter,  dish,  or  bowl. 

Upstairs  wc  nimbly  creep. 

And  find  the  sluts  aslcej) ; 
Thnn  wopiiirh  thciranusand  thij^hs; 
''None  us  bears,  and  nonuus  bpica. 
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But  if  the  house  "be  swcj)!, 
And  from  unclean iieis  Ke|>t, 
We  praise  ihe  housthold  inaild. 
And  duly  she  is  j)aid  : 

Every  night  hefore  vvc  go, 

We  drop  a  tester  in  her  shoe. 

Then  o'er  a  mushroom's  head 
Our  tablc-clotU  we  spread^ 
A  grain  of  rye  or  wheat, 
The  diet  that  we  eat^ 
Pearly  drops  ofdew  wedrinlv, 
in  acorn  cups  filTd  lo  the  brink. 
Tlic  brains  of  nip;hting:dcs. 
With  unctuous  fat  ofsnaiN, 
Between  two  cockles  stewM, 
Is  meat  that's  easily  chew'd  ; 
Tails  of  worms,  aod  marrow  of  mice, 
I>o  make  adish  that"'s  wondrous  nice! 
The  grasshopper,  gnat,  and  fly. 
Serve  for  our  minsirclsy  ; 
Grace  said,  we  dance  awhile. 
And  so  .the  time  beguile  : 
And  if  the  moon  doth  hhdc  her  head, 
Tije  glow-worm  lights  us  hometobed* 
O'er  tons  of  dewy  grass 
So  nimoly  we  do  j)ass. 
The  young  and  lender  stalk 
Ne'er  bends  where  we  do  waJk; 
Yetin  the  morning  may  be  seen 
Where  we  tiie  night  before  have  been 


§  68.  Song.  ThcT/iiefand  Corc^rZicr.  P«w»R. 
'^TCTho  has  e'f^r  been  at  Paris  must  needs  know 

'  '  the  Grivc^ 

The  fat^l  retreat  of  th'  unfortunate  brave ;  [bute 
Where  honour  and  justice  most  oddly  contri- 
To  ease  heroes'  ^ins  by  a  halter  and  gibbet. 

Deny  down,  down,  hey  derry  down. 
There  death  brcalis  the  shackles  which  force 
had  pwt  OKI,  [begun: 

And  the  hangman  completes  what  thejudge  had 
There  the  'squire  ofthe;|)*d,  and  the  knight  of 
the  poit,  [no  more  cross'd. 

Find  their  pains  nomorebalk'd,  aijd  their  hopes 

I>;rry  down,  &c. 
Oreat  claims  are  there  made,  and  great  secrets 
are  known;  [own  ; 

And  the  king,  and  the  law,  and  thethiefhashis 
Jiuirav  hearers  cry  out,  What  a  deuce  dost  thou 
Put  off  thy  reflection*,  and  give  us  tUy  tale.  £ail  i 

Derry  down,  &c. 
'Twa';  thtre  then, in  civil  respect  to  harsh  lawSj 
A  nd  for  want  of  false  witness  to  back  a  bad  causCj 
A  Norman,  though  lute,  was  oblig'd  to  ajjpear 
And  who  to  assist  but  a  grave  Cordelier ! 

Derry  down,  &c. 

The 'squire,  whose  good  grace  was  to  open  tin- 
8<?ene,  [begin; 

Seem'd  not  in  great  haste  that  the  show  should 
.Now  fitted  the  halter,  now  travers'd  the  cart; 
And  often  took  leave,  but  was  loth  to  depart. 
Derry  down,  Sic. 


What  frightcniyou  thui,  my  gootl  ton?  iay« 

the  priest ; 
You  nuirdtT'd,  arc  sorrow,  and  have  baen  eon- 

fcsi'd.  [con; 

O  father !  my  sorrow  will  scarce  save  mv  ba- 
For  '^was  not  that  I  murdcr'd,  but  that  t  was 

taken. 
Derry  down,  8tc. 

Pooh  !   i>r\thec,  ne'er  trouble  thy  head  with 

such  fancies ;  [Francii: 

Uely  on   the  aid   you    thall   ha\'C  from   St. 

If  the  motK*y  you  promLh'd  be  brought  to  tli€ 

clicst,  [rest. 

You  have  on4y  to<iiej  let  the  church  do  the 

Derry  dawn,  &c. 

And  what  will  folks  say  if  they  sec  you  afraid? 
It  reflects unon  me,  as  I  knew  not  my  trade: 
Courngc,  friend  1  to-day  is  wur  period  of  sor- 

row^  '  [row. 

And  things  will  go  better,  believe  me,  to-mor* 

Derry  down,  &c. 
To-mor«3w?  our  hero  replied  in  a  frif^ht ; 
lie  that's  hang d  before  noon  ought  to  think 

of  to-nig)l*t.  £truss'd  up  ; 

Tel!  your  beads,   says  the  priest,  and  be  fairly 
For  you  surely  to-uight  shall  in  paradise  sup. 

Derry  down,  Ike. 
Alas !  fljmuh  the  'squire,  ho we''er  sumptuous  th* 
Parbleu!  1  shall  liave  little  stomach  loeat:  [treat, 
I  should  therefore  esteem  it  great  iavout  and 

grace. 
Would  yoti  be  so  kirxlas  to  go  in  my  place. 

Derry  down,  &c. 
That  1  would,  quoth  tlie  father,  and  thank  you 

to  b<jotj  [suit: 

Butour actions, you  know,  with  ourduty  mu»t 
The  feast  I  projx)s'd  to  you,  I  cannot  taste  j 
Fofthis  night,  by  our  order,  is  niark'd  forafaj»t. 

Derry  down,  &c. 
Then,  turning  about  to  tl>c  hangman, he  said. 
Dispatch  me,l  pri»yil)ee,th'rs  troublesome  bladt: 
For  thy  cord  and 'my  cord  both  ernially  tic; 
And  we  live  by  the  gold  for  which  other  men  die. 
Derry  down,  down,  hey  derry  down. 


§  Cg.    Sojig,     Admiral  Hosier's  Ghost. 

Glove«. 
It  was  written  by  the  ingenious  Author  uf  Leo- 
nUias,  on  the  taking;' of  Porto- BeWo  from  the 
Spaniards  by  Admiral  Vernon,  Nov.  22,  17^0. — 
*]  he  case  of  Hosier,  which  i.s  here  so  pathetically 
represented,  was  briefly  this  :  In  April,  ITtJO', 
that  commander  was  sent  with  a  strong;  fleet  into 
tUe  Sjianish  West  Indies,  to  block  up  the  paMeons 
in  the  ports  of  that  country;  or,  should  they 
presume  to  come  out.  to  sei/.c  and  cirry  tliem 
to  Engl.'.nd  :  he  accordingly  arrived  at  the  Ba«- 
timentos,  near  Porto-BcTio,  but  bein^  restrict- 
ed by  kis  orders  ttom  obeying  the  dictates  of 
his  courage,  layiaactivc  on  th.-it  station  until 
he  became  the  jest  of  the  Spaniards  :  he  after- 
wards removed  to  Carthagena,  and  continued 
cruising  in   these  seas  till  the  far  greater  part 
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of  his  men  perished  deplorably  by  rhe  dieeases 
of  that  unhealthy  climiite.  'I'hij  br.ivc  ni?n. 
seeing  his  best  officers  and  men  thu)  daily 
swept  away,  his  ships  exposed  to  inevitable 
destruction,  and  himseif  made  the  sport  ol  the 
enemy,  is  said  to  ^avc  died  of  a  broken  ^e^. 


-swelling  flood, 


A  s  near  Porlo-BcUo  1\ 
■^  On  the  gentlv- 
At  midnight,  with  streamers  flying;. 

Oar  Iriumpliant  navy  rode ; 
There,  while  Vernon  $ate  all-Klorious 

From  the  Spaniard's  late  dcft-at. 
And  his  crews,  with  shouts  vicinrioui, 

Drank  success  to£iigland'8  fleet  j 

On  a  sudden,  shjilly  sounding, 

Hideous  yells  and'shrieks  were  heard  j 
Then,  each  heart  with  fear  confmuidirtgi 

A  spd  troop  of  ghosts  anpear'd  ; 
All  in  dreary  hammocks  snrpudcd, 

Which  for  winding-sheets  they  worc^ 
And,  with  looks  by  sorrow  clondoel, 

Frowning  on  that  hostile  shore. 

On  them  gleam'd  the  moon's  wan  lustre  j 

VVhch  the  shade  of  Hosier  brave 
'His  pale  bands  were  seen  to  mustor. 

Rising  from  their  wat'ry  grave  : 
O'er  the  glimmering  wave  he  hied  him, 
Where  the Burford  rear'd  her  ^ail, 
.  With  three  thousand  ghosts  Seside  him, 
t  :^.And  in  groans  rfid  Vernon  hail. 

Ilced,  O  heed,  ou|r  fatal  story  I 
^  I  am  Hosier's'  injur'd  ghost ; 
Y©u,  wlio  now  have  porchas'd  p^l  ■>ry 

At  this  pf ace  where  I  was  losf : 
Though  in  porto-Bello's  ruip 

You  now  trill m])h  free  from  fears, 
When  you  think  of  my  undoing, 
*  Yon  vViH  mi^  yotir  joys  with  tears. 

ikic  tjicse  iijournful  spectres  sweeping 

Ghasilr  o'er  this  baled  wave, 
AVlu)se  wan  cheeks  are  stain'd  with  weeping; 

Tlicse  were  Hngllsh  captains  lir;ive  : 
Mark  those  nunibers,  pale  and  ho'fid. 

Who  we're  once  my  sailors  bold  ; 
i^o !  eacii  hangs  his  drooping  forehead, 
,  W' hilc  his  dismal  tale  is  told. 

I,  by  twentv  sail  attended. 

Did  thlsJ^panish  town  afi'righf ; 
Kothingthen  iiswealth  defended. 

But  my  orders — not  to  fight.     ' 
O!  that  in  this  rolling  ocean 

I  had  cast  them  witli  disdain  ; 
And  obey'd  my  heart's  warm  motion 

To  have  quell'd  the  pride  of  Spain  1 

For  resistance  I  could  fear  none, 
^   But  with  twenty  shins  had  done 
What  thou,  brave  and  happy  Vernon, 
'  Hast  achiev'd  with  six  alone. 


Then  the  Bastimentos  never 
Had  our  foul  dishonour  seen, 

Nor  the  sea  the  sad  receiver 
Of  this  gallant  train  had  been. 

Thus  like  thee,  proud  Spain  dismaying, 

And  her  gaUt-ons  leaning  home. 
Though,  condetpn'd  for  ^isobejing, 

1  had  met  a  traitor's  doom  : 
To  have  fallen,  my  countr\  crying, 

"  He  has  play 'cf  an  English  part,'* 
Had  been  better  far  than  dying 

Ofa  griev'dand  broken  heart. 

Unrepiningat  thy  glory, 

Thy  successful  arms  we  hail ; 
But  remember  our  sad  story, 

And  let  Hosier's  wrongs  prevail. 
Sent  in  this  foul  clime  to  languish. 

Think  what  thousands  fell  in  vairi, 
Wa^d  with  disease  and  anguish. 

Not  in  glorious  battle  slain. 

Hence,  with  all  'my  train  attending 

From  their  oozy  tombs  below. 
Through  the  hoary  foam  ascending. 

Here  I  feed  my  constant  woe: 
Here,  the  Bastimentos  viewing. 

We  recal  our  shameful  doom. 
And,  our  plaintive  cries  renewing, 

Wander  through  the  midnight  gloom, 

OVr  these  waves,  for  ever  mourning, 

Shall  we  roam  depriv'd  of  rest. 
If,  to  Britain's  shores  returning. 

You  neglect  my  just  request: 
After  thisproud  foe  subduing. 

When  vour  patriot  friends  yoti  sec. 
Think  on  vengeance  for  my  ruin. 

And  for  England — shaiu'd  in  mc 


§  70.  Smig.     Captain  Dca/h.* 

THF  muse  and  the  hero  together  are  fir'd. 
The  same  noble  views  We  their  bosoms 
inspir'd; 
As  frecdouj  they  love,  and  for  glory  contend. 
The  muse  o'er  the  hero  still  mourns  as  a  friend: 
And  here  let  th*- muse  her  pitor  tribute  hequt  at  h 
To  one  British  hero— 'tis  brave  captain  Death  ! 
His  ship  was  the  Terrible — dreadful  to  see! 
His  crew  were  as  brave  and  as  gallant  a»  he ; 
Two  hundred  or  more  was  their  good  comple- 
ment. 
And  sure  braver  fellows  to  sea  never  went : 
liach  man  wasdt  tei  min'd  tospend  his  last  breath 
In  fighting  forBrilain  and  brave  captain  Death. 
A  pn/e  they  had  taken  diminish'd  their  force. 
And  soon  the  good  prize-ship  was  lost  in  her 

course: 
ITie  French  privatecrfand  theTerriV)lemet :— - 
The  battle  begun — all  with  horror  bt*>et ! 


•  Written  as  it  is  said  by  one  of  hie  surviving  crew. 


f  Called  the  Vcpgcance. 


No 
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No  heart  wasdTsmay'd  ,each  as  bold  as  Macbctli ; 
They  fought  for  old  England,  and  brave  captain 

Death.  [fell ; 

Firc,thun(ler,balls,bullets,werc  seen,hc:ird,iind 
A  sight  that  the  heart  of  IJellona  would  melt  ! 
The  shrouds  were  all  lorn,  and  the  decks  fill'd 

with  blood,  [Hood  : 

And  scores  of  dead  bodies  were  ihr'dwn  in  the 
The  flood,  from  the  days  ofold  Nouh  andSeth, 
Ne'er  saw  such  a  uuui  as  our  brave  captain  Death. 
At  last  the  dread  bullet  came  win^'d  uith  his 

fate,  fraate ; 

Our  hravc  captain  dropp'd,  and  soon  alter  his 
Each  otlicer  fell,  and  a  carnage  was  seen, 
That  soon  dy*d  the  waves  to  a  crimson  from 

a;rccn :  [wreath, 

And  Neptune  rose  up,  and  he  look  off  liis 
And  gave  it  a  Triton  ro  crown  captain  Doath. 
Thus  fell  the  strongTerrible  bravely  and  bold; 
Hut  sixteen  survivors  the  tale  can  unfold  ! 
The  French  were  the  victors,  tho'  much  to  their 

cost,  [lost. 

For  many  brave  French  were  with  Knglishmen 
And  lluu  says  Old  Tinje,    from  good  (jueen 

Elizabeth, 
I  ne'er  saw  the  fellow  of  brave  captain  Death. 


COS 

Sulphur,  smoke,  and  fire,  distTirling  the  air,  , 
With  thunder  and  wonder  aflVight  the  Gallic 
shore; 
Their  regulated  bands  stood  trembling  near* 
To  see  the  lofty  streamers  now  no  more. 
.\t  sin  o'clock  the  Red  the  smiling  victors  led. 
To  qive  a  second  blow,  the  fatal  overthrow  ; 
Now  death  and  horror  equal  reign  ; 
Now  they  cry. 
Run  or  Jie, 
British  colours  ride  the  vanquished  main  ! 
See,  they  fly  amaz'd  o'er  rocks  and  «iands'. 
One  danger  they  grasp  at  to  shun  the  greater 
'  fate ; 
In  vain  they  cry  for  aid  to  weeping  lands ;' 
The  nymphs  and  sea-gods  mourn  their  lost 
estate ! 
For  everujorc  adieu,  thou  lloyal  dazzling  Sun, 
From  thy  untimely  end  thy  master's  fate  begin: 
Enough,  thou  mighty  ^od  of  war! 
Now  we  sing, 
IJless  the  king. 
Let  us  drink  to  every  English  tar. 


§  72.     Sonn 

OvcE  more  I 


§71'   Song.  TheSea  FigJil  in  xcii.* 
nnauRSDAY  in  the  morn,  the  ides  of  May, 
■*•    Recorded  forever  the  famous  ninety-two. 
Brave  RusseJ  did  discern,  by  divvu  of  day. 

The  lofty  sails  of  France  advancing  now; 
All  hands  aloft,  aloft,  let  English  valour  shine. 
Let  Hy  aculveriu,  the  signal  for  the  line; 
Let  every  hand  supply  his  gun ; 
Follow  !ne, 
,  '    And  you  'II  see 
v.That  the  battle  will  be  soon  begun. 

Tourville  on  the  main  triumuhant  roll'd. 

To  meet  the  gallant  Rnsscl  m  combat  on  the 
He  led  a  noble  train  of  heroes  bold,        [deep ; 
.    To  sink  the  English  admiral  and  his  Hect. 
Now  every  valiant  mind  to  victory  doth  aspire, 
The  bio  )(ly  fight's  begun,  the  scii  itself  on  (ire; 

And  miu:hty  Fate  stood  looking  on; 
Whilst  a  flood. 
All  of  blood, 

Fill'd  the  scuppers  of  the  Royal  Sun  ! 

*  The  great  naval  victory,  Intended  to  be  celebrated  by  thi»  excellent  o)d  song,  waa  determined, 
after  a  running  action  of  scVeral  days,  off  Cape  La  Hogue,  on  the  coast  of  Nornjandy,  the  '21.M  of 
May,  1692,  in  favour  of  tlie  J':nglish  and. Dutch  combined  fleets,  con.nsting  of  99  sail  of  the  lirte, 
under  the  command  of  Admiral  Russel,  afterwards  Earl  of  Orford,  over  a  French  squadivia  of  about 
hah  that  number,  commanded  by  the  Chevalier  Tourville,  whose  ship,  Z,^  5o/«V  j^c^r^;/,  carried  up- 
wards of  a  hundred  guns,  and  was  esteemed  the  finest  vessel  in  Kurope.  This  last  fleet  was  filtctl 
out  for  the  purpose  of  restoring  King  James  the  Second  to  his  dominions  j  and  that  prince,  together 
with  the  Duke  of  Berwick,  artU  several  great  officers  both  of  his  own  court  and  of  the  court  of 
Fratice,  and  even  Tourville  himself,  beheld  the  final  destruction  oi  tiie  French  ships  from  an  emi- 
nence on  the  shore.  It  is  now  certain  that  Russel  had  engaged  to  favour  the  scheme  of  his  old  mat- 
ter's restoration,  on  condition  that  the  French  took  care  to  avoid  him  ;  but  Tourville'*  nnpetuositv 
a.nd  rashness  rendered  the  v/hole  measure  abortive  :  and  the  distressed  and  ill-fated  monarch  retired 
in  a  fit  of  despondency,  to  mourn  his  misfortunes,  and  recover  his  peace  "f  mind,  am;d  the  iO.itarjr 
gloom  of  La  Trapp«.  f  This  song  was  written  in  compliment  to  Mrs.  Wolfingtou. 


PegfTi/.j-        Gar  RICK. 
11  tune  the  vocal  shell, 
fohilLs  and  dales  njy  passion  tell, 
A  flame  which  time  can  never  quell. 

That  burns  for  thee,  my  Peggy  ; 
Yet  greater  bards  the  lyre  should  hit  ; 
For  pravwhat  subject  is  more  Ht, 
Than  to  record  the  sjiarkling  wit 

And  bloom  of  lovely  Peggy  ? 
The  sun  hrst  rising  in  the  nn>ni. 
That  paints  the  dew-bespangled  thorn. 
Docs  not  so  much  the  day  adorn. 

As  does  my  lovely  Peggy  : 
And  when,  in  Theiis'  lap  to  rest, 
lie  streaks  with  gold  the  ruddy  west, 
He's  not  so  beauteous  as  uudress'd 

Appears  my  lovely  PcgQ;y. 
When  Zcphvr  on  the  violet  blows. 
Or  breathes  iipon  the  damask  rose. 
He  df»cs  not  half  the  sweets  disclose 

That  does  my  lovely  Pt:ggy. 
I  stole  a  kiss  the  oth«.'rday,  ' 
And,  trust  me,  nought  but  truth  I  say. 
The  fragrance  of  the  blooming  May 

Is  not  so  sweet  as  Peggy. 


Were 
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Were  she  array'd  in  rusiic  weed. 
With  her  ihe  bleating  flocks  I'd  feed. 
And  pine  upon  the  oaten  reed, 

To  please  uiy  lovely  Pcjyiy. 
With  her  a  cottage  would  d'eliulit. 
All  's  happy  when  she  '8  in  my  ^ii;ht; 
But  when  she  's  ;;onc  it 's  endless  night— 

All  's  dark  without  my  Peg^.y. 
While  bees  from  flow'r  to  flow'r  shall  rove. 
And  linnets  warble  through  the  grove, 
Gr  sutely  swans  the  rivers  love, 

i'olong  shall  [  love  I*cg;iy  : 
And  when  death  with  his  pointed  dart 
Shall  strike  the  blow  that  rives  mv  heart. 
My  words  shall  b,.,  when  I  deport', 

**  Adieu,  my  lovely  Peggy !" 


§  73.  Song.  The  Miller's  Wedding.  Gar  rick. 

T  EAVE,  neighbours,  your  work,  and  to  sport 
•*^         and  to  play; 

Let  the  tabor  strike  up,  and  the  vill;)a;e  be  pay : 

I*>o  day  thro*  the  year  shall  more  clierrful  be 

seen;  [Green. 

Vox  Ralph  of  the  Mill  marries  Sue  of  the 

CHORUS. 

I  love  Sue,  and  Sue  loves  me, 

And  while  the  wind  blows. 

And  while  the  mill  goes. 

Who'll  be  so  happy,  so  happy  as  we? 

Let  lords  and  fine  folks,  who  for  wealth  take  a 

biidc. 
Be  married  to-da)-,  and  to-mnrrow  be  cloy'd  : 
My  body  is  stout,  and  my  heart  is  ns  sound  ; 
And  my  love,  like  my  courage,  will  never  give 
p;roimd. 

Chorus 1  love  Sue,  &c. 

Let  ladies  of  fashion  the  best  jointures  wed. 
And  prudently  take  the  best  bidders  to  bed  : 
Stich  signing  and  sealing  's  no  part  of  our  bliss; 
We  sptfleour  hearts,  and  we  seal  uitii  a  kiss. 

Chorus 1  love  Sue,  &c. 

Tho'  Ralph  is  not  courtly,  nor  none  of  your 
beaux,  [clothes ; 

Kor  bounces,  nor  flatters,  nor  wear?  your  fine 
In  nothing  he  Ml  follow  the  folks  ofh'igh  life, 
JCor  e'er  turn  his  back  on  his  friciul  or  his  wife. 

Chorus 1  love  Sue,  &c. 

While  thus  I  am  ablo  to  work  nr  my  mill. 
While  thus  thou  art  kind,  and  thy  tongue  bttt 

liesfitill. 
Our  joys  shall  continue  a:;d  ever  be  new*. 
And  none  be  so  happy  as  Ralph  and  his  Sqe. 

Chorus 1  love  Sue,  ^^c. 


We  harbour  no  passions  by  luxury  taught, 
We  pracitKe  no  arl8  with  Hypocrisy  fraught ; 
\V  hat  we  til  ink  in  our  hearts  you  may  read  in 

our  eye«;  [guise. 

For,  knowing  no  falsehood,  wc  need  no  dis- 
By  mode  and  caprice  arc  the  city-dames  led. 
But  we  as  the  children  of  Nature  are  bred  ; 
By  her  hand  alone  we  arc  painted  nnd  dress'd ; 
For  the  roses  will  bloom  when  there's  peace 

in  the  breast. 

lliat  giant,  ambition,  we  never  can  dread  j 
Our  roofs  are  too  low  for  so  lofty  a  head  ; 
Content  and  sweet  cheerfulness  open  our  door, 
They  smile  with  the  simple,  and  feed  with  the 
poor. 

When  love  has  possest  us,ihot  lo^t  we  reveal; 
Like  the  flocks  tlial  wc  feed  arc  the  passions 

we  feel ; 
So  harmless  and  simple  we  sport  and  we  play, 
AndJIeavc;  to  fine  folks  lo  deceive  aud  betray. 


§  74.  Songin  the  If^rUct's  Talc.  Garkick. 

^OME,  come,  my  good  shepherds,  our  flocks 
^^         we  must  Shear; 

In  your  holiday-suits  with  your  lasses  appear  : 
The  happiest  of  folk  are  the  guileless  and  free, 
Aiid  who  arc  so  guiklesj;,  so  happy  as  wt  ? 


§73.     Song.  GarRick. 

"VTt  fnir  married  dames,  who  so  often  deplore 
^    That  a  lover  once  blest  is  a  lover  nft  more  ;    , 

Attetid  to  my  counsel,  nor  blush  to  be  taiit;lit, 
That  prudence  must  cherish  what  beauty  Ijas 
caught. 

The  bloom  of  your  cheek,  and  the  glance  of 

yotir  ejT, 
Your  roses  and  lilies,  mav  make  the  men  sigh; 
But  roses,  and  lilies,  and  sighs  pass  away. 
And  passion  will  die  as  your  beauties  decay. 

Use  the  man  that  you  wed  like  your  favourite 

guitar, 
Tho'  music  in  both,  they  ore  both  apt  to  jar; 
How  tuneful  and  soft  from  a  delicate  touch. 
Not  handled   too  roiighly,  norplay'd  on  t^' 

mucli ! 

Thg  sparrow  and  linnet  will  feed  from  your 
hand,  [mand ; 

Grow  tame  at  your  kindness.and  come  at  corn- 
Exert  with  your  husband  the  same  ha^>py  skill. 
For  hearts,  like  young  birds,  miiy  be  lum'd  lo 

your  will. 
Be  gay  and  good-huroour'd,  complying  and 
'  kind,  "  •  [your  mind ; 

Turn  the  rhief  of  your  care  from  your  face  to 
Ti»  thus  that  a  wife  may  her  conquest  improve. 
And  Hvincn  shall  rivtt'ihc  fetters  of  Love. 


§76.  Song  in  Hnrlrquin's Invasion.  Garrick. 

T^o  arms !  vc  brave  nu)rlals,  to  arms ! 
-■•    'ihe  road  to  renown  lies  before  you  1 
The  name  of  King  Shakspe^re  has  charms 
To  rouse  ye  to  actions  of  glory. 

A^vnv!  y*  brave  mortals,  away! 

'Tis  Nature  calls  on  you  to  save  her; 
What  man  byt  would  Nature  obey. 

And  fitht  for  her  Shak?pei»re  for  ever! 

§77 
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§77.     $ottg  in  the  same.  Gai^rick. 

THRICE  happy  the  nation  that  Shakspeare 
has  cnarin'd ! 
More  happy  the  hosoms  his  genius  has  warm'dJ 
Ye  chillrcii  of  paturo,  of  fj»»hio'.i  and  whim  ! 
He  |)LiiiUed  you  all,  all  join  to  prai<^e  him. 
Chorus,  Come  away!  come  away  I 

His  Genius  calls — you  must  obey. 

From  highest  to  lowest, from  old  to  the  young, 

All  states  and  conditions  by  him  have  l>ecn 

sung;  ^      [pen; 

All  passions  and  humours  were  rais'd  by  his 

He  could  soar  with  the  eagle,  and  sink  with 

the  wren. 

Chorus.  Come  away,  &c. 

To  praise  him  ve  Fairies  and  Genii  repair. 
He  knew  where  ye  haunted,  in  earth  or  in  air: 
No  phantom  so  subtle  could  glide  from  his 

view. 
The  wings  of  his  fancy  were  swifter  than  you. 
Chorus.  Come  away!  come  away! 

His  Geniu5  calls — vou  must  obey. 


LLADS,    &c. 

I,  a  turtle  doourd  to  stray, 

Quitting  younc  the  parent's  nest. 

Find  each  bird  a  liird  of  prey; 
Sorrow  knows  not  where  to  rest  I 
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§  78.    Song  in  the  Country  Cirl.     GarRICK. 

'X'ell  not  me  of  the  roses  and  lilies 
-*   Which  tinge  the  fair  cheek  of  you  rPhillisi 

Tell  not  me  of  the  dimples  and  eyes 

For  which  silly  Corvdon  dies : 
Let  all  whining  lovers  go  hang; 

My  heart  would  youhit. 

Tip  your  arrows  with  wit, 
And  it  comes  to  my  heart  with  a  twang,  twang. 
And  it  comes  to  my  heart  with  a  twaug. 

I  am  rock  to  the  handsome  and  pretty. 
Can  only  be  touched  by  the  witty ; 
And  l)eauty  will  oo;le  in  vain  t 
The  wa)^  to  my  heart's  thro'  my  brain. 
Let  all  whining  rovers  go  hang: 
We  wits,  you  must  know, 
Have  two  strings  to  our  bow, 
To  return  them  their  dans  with  a-twang,  twang, 
To  return  them  their  darts  with  a  twang. 


§  79.   Air  in  Cymon.         Garrtck. 

'VT'ou  gave  me  last  week  a  young  linnet, 
•*■    Shut  up  in  a  fine  golden  cage  ; 
Yet  how  sah  the  poor  thing  was  within  it, 
O  how  it  did  flutter  and  rage  ! 
Then  he  mop'd  and  he  pin'd 
That  his  wings  were  coiifin'd. 
Till  1  open'd  the  door  of  his  den : 
Then  so  merrv  was  he; 
Ami,  because  he  was  free. 
He  caiiie  to  his  cage  back  again. 


§  80.     Air  in  Cymon,         GarRICK. 
■^ET  a  while,  sweet  sleep,  deceive  me; 
**•    Fold  me  in  thy  downy  arms; 
Let  rtot  care  awake  to  grieve  me, 
;   ^uU  it  with  thy  potent  cha,Tms. 


§81.  Shakspeare' s Mulberry  Tref.G \K%ICK. 
Obhold  this  fair  goblet !  'twas  carvM  fromtht 
^^         tree,  [by  thee  t 

Which,  {)  my  sweet  Shakspeare!  was  planted 
As  a  relic  I  kiss  it,  and  bow  at  the  >hnne. 
What  comes  from  thy  hand  must  be  ever  di- 
vine! 
All  shall  yield  to  the  Mulberry>tree; 
Bend  to  thee. 
Blest  Mulberry! 
Matchless  was  he 
Who  planted  thee. 
And  thou  like  him  immortal  »halt  he. 
Ye  trees  of  the  forest,  so  rampant  and  lukh. 
Who  s^jread  round  vour branches,  whose  heads 
sweep  the  sky;  [here 

Ye  curious  exotics,  whom  taste  has  brought 
To  root  out  the  natives  at  prices  so  dear; 

All  shall  yield  to  theMull)erry-trce,  &c.  &:c. 
The  oak  is  held  royal,  is  Britain's  great  boast, 
Preserv'd  once  our  king,  and  will  always  our 
coast;  [that  fight. 

But  of  fir  we  make  ships,  we  have  thouiands 
While  one,  only  one,  like  our  Shakspeare  can 
write. 
All  shall  yield  to  the  Mulberry-tree,  Src.  &c. 
Let  Venus  delight  in  gay  mvrtle  bowers, 
Pomona  in  fruit-trees,  and  Flora  in  floweri; 
The  garden  of  Shakspeare  all  fancies  will  suit. 
With  the  sweetest  of  flowers,  and  fairest  of 
fruit. 
All  shall  yield  to  the  Mulberry-tree,  Sec.  &c. 
With  learning  and  knowledge  ihe  well-Ieiter'd 
birch  [church; 

Supplies  law  and  physic,    and  grace  for  the 
But  law  and  the  gospel  in  Shakspeare  we  find. 
And  he  gives  the  best  physic  for  body  and  mind. 
All  shall  yield  to  the  Mulberry-tree,  &c.  &c. 
The  fame  of  the  Patron  gives  fame  to  the  tree. 
From  him  and  his  m«^rits  this  takes  its  degree; 
Let  Phoebus  and  Bacchus  their  glories  resi.^n. 
Our  tree  shall  surjiass  both  the  laurel  and  vme« 
All  shall  yield  to  the  Mulberry-tree,  Sec.  ficc. 
The  genius  of  Shakspeare  outshines  the  brigl^t 
day,  [veyi 

More  rapture  than  wme  to  the  heart  can  con- 
So  the  tree  that  he  planted ,  bv  making  his  own. 
Has  laurel,  and  bays, and  ilic  vine  all  in  one. 

All  shall  yield  to  the  Mulberry-tree,  &:c.  8ce. 
Then  each  take  a  relic  of  this  hallow'd  tree; 
From  folly  and  fashion  a  charm  let  it  be: 
Fill,  fill  to  the  planter  the  cup  to  the  brim. 
To  honour  the  country  do  honour  to  him. 
All  shall  yield  tb  tlie  Mulberry- tree i 
Bend  to  thee. 
Blest  Mulberry  I 
Matchless  was  he 
Who  planted  thee, 
Aad  thou,  like  him,  immorul  shall be« 
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§  82.     The  Friar  of  Order y  Ortty, 


•  Dispersed  through  Shakspcarc's  p'a\ «  nre  innu- 
weralile  little  fragrneots  of  ancior.i  ballad*,  the 
entire  copie*  of  which  could  rr)t  he  recovered. 
Many  ot  tlicsr  being  of  the  must  beautiful  and 
pathetic  simplicity,  the  Editor  was  tempted  to 
sdcct  some  of  them,  and  with  a  few  supple> 
mencal  stanzas  to  connect  them  togciher,  and 
form  them  into  a  little  tale. 

*  One»mal]  frjpncnt  waj  taken  from  Beaumont 
and  Hetchcr." 

^     Tt  was  a  friar  of  orders  gray 
•■•  VValkd  forth  to  tclf  Kis  beads; 
And  he  met  with  a  ladv  fair. 
Clad  in  a  pilgrim's  weeds. 

Now  Christ  thee  5ave,  thou  reverend  friar, 

I  pray  thee  tell  to  nic. 
If  ever  at  yon  holy  slirine 

My  true  love  thou  didst  sec. 

And  how  should  I  know  your  true  love 

From  manv  another  one? — 
O,  by  his  e(;(kle  liai  and  sUiH, 

And  by  liis  sandul  shoon  : 

But  chiefly  by  his  fa^e  and  mion, 

Th.nt  were  so  f;nr  to  vir\v ; 
His  flnxeii  loct^,  that  sweetly  curl'd. 

And  cyne  of  lovely  bhic. 

O  ladv,  he  is  dead  and  gone ! 

Jx»3y,  he  's  dead  .tnd  gone! 
And  ;»{  bis  he.id  a  ^retn  grass  turf. 

And  at  bis  heels  a  ttonc. 

\Vi«hin  these  holy  doii^imlong 

He  lan^nish'd,  and  he  died;    . 
Lanientinc  of  a  jiulv's  Utve. 

And  'plaining  ofher  pride. 

Here  bore  him,  bare-fac'd  on  liis  l)icr. 

Six  proper  youths  and  tall ; 
And  matjy  a  tear  bcdewd  his  gra\c 

Within' yon  kirk-yard  wall. 

And  art  thon  dead,  thou  pentle  youtii  ? 

And  art  thou  dead  and  gone.' 
And  didst  thon  die  for  love  of  me? 

lircak,  cruel  heart  of  stone! 

O  weep  not,  lady,  xvecp  not  so  j 

Some  ghostly  comfort  see1i : 
Let  not  vain  sorrow  rive  thy  heart. 

Nor  tears  bedew  thy  cheek. 

O  do  not,  do  not,  holy  friar, 

M  V  sorrow  now  reprove  •, 
For  I  have  lost  the  sweetest  voulli 

'ITiat  e'er  won  lady's  love. 

Anf<  now,  alas!  for  thy  sad  loss, 

I'll  evermore  weep  and  sigh  j 
For  thee  I  only  wish  to  live. 

For  thee  I  wish  to  die.     « 

Weep  no  more,  lady,  weep  no  more, 

Thv  sorrow  is  in  vain  : 
For  viokts  plnck'd  the  sweetest  shovv'rs 

Will  ne'er  make  grow  again. 


Our  joys  as  winged  dieams  do  flv, 

\\  hy  then  should  sorrow  last  .' 
Since  grief  but  a^ravates  thy  loss. 

Grieve  not  for  what  is  past. 
O  say  not  so,  thou  holy  fiiar ; 

I  pray  thee,  say  not  so ; 
For  since  my  true  love  died  for  me, 

'Tis  meet  my  tears  should  flow. 
And  will  he  never  come  again  ? 

V^'ill  he  ne'er  come  again  ? 
Ah  ;  no,  lie  is  dead,  and  laid  in  his  gTa^t•, 

For  ever  to  remain. 

His  cheek  was  redder  than  the  rose. 

The  comeliest  youth  was  he. 
But  he  is  dead,  aiid  laid  in  liis  graye, 

Alas  !   and  woe  is  me ! 

Sigh  no  more,  lady,  sigh  no  more, 

AJen  were  deceivers  e^er  ; 
One  foot  on  sea,  and  one  on  land, 
*  Tft^bne  thing  constant  never. 

Madst  thou  been  Amd,  he  had  been  false. 

And  Kft  thee  sad  and  heavy  ; 
For  voung  men  ever  were  frrkle  found. 

Since  summer  trees  were  leafy. 
Now  say  not  so,  thou  holy  friar, 

I  nray  thee,  say  not  so  ; 
My  love  he  had  the  .truest  heart; 

O  he  was  ever  true  ! 
And  art  thou  dead,  thou  much-lov'd  youth? 

And  didst  thon  die  for  mt  ? 
riien  farewel,  home;  for  e\ermore 

A  pilgrim  i  will  he. 

But  firj^t  upon  mvtrne  love's  grave 

My  weary  liinf)s  I'll  lay: 
And  iliricc  I'll  kiss  the  "teen-crass  turf 

That  wraps  his  breathless  clay. 
Yet  stay,  fair  ladv,  stay  awhile 

Beneath  this  cloister  wall : 
See  through  the  hawthorn  blows  the  cold  wind, 

And  drizzly  rain  doth  lall. 
O  stay  me  not,  thou  hi)ly  friar, 

O  stay  me  not,  I  pray  ; 
No  drizzly  rain  that  fails  on  me 

Can  wash  my  fault  uway. 
Vet  stay,  fair  lady,  turn  again. 

And  dry  those  pt-orly  kare; 
For  stv,  beneath  this  gown  of  grav. 

Thy  owtt  true  love  appears. 

Here,  forc'd  by  grief  and  hopeless  love, 

'I'luse  holy  weeds  I  sought : 
And  here,  amidst  these  lonely  walls. 

To  end  my  days  I  thought. 
But  haply,  for  my  vcar  of  grai  c 

Is  not  yet  pass'd  away. 
Might  ]  still  hope  to  wm  thy  love. 

No  longer  would  I  stay. 

Now  farewel  grief,  nnd  welcome  joy 

Once  more  unto  mv  hearty 
For  since  I  have  found  thee,  lovely  youth, 

W*e  never  more  will  part. 
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§  83.    Son^.     Black-eyed  Susan.     Gav. 
A  LI'  in  the  Downs  the  fleet  was  nroor*d, 
**•  The  streamers  waving  hi  the  wind, 
When  black-t^y'd  Susan  came  on  board, 
O  where  shall' I  uiv  true  love  find  ? 
Tell  me,  ye  jovial  sailors,  tell  nie  true 
If  my  sweet  William  sails  among  your  crew? 
William,  who  hi;>;h  upon  the  yard 
Jloclc'd  by  the  billows  to  and  tro, 
Soon  as  Her  well-known  voice  he  heard. 
He  sigh'd,  and  cast  his  eyes  below  ; 
The  cord  glides  swiftly  thro'  his  glowing;  hands, 
And  quick  as  lightning  on  the  deck  he  stands. 
So  the  sweet  lark,  high  pois'd  in  air. 
Shuts  close  his  pinions  to  his  breast, 
If  chance  his  mate's  shrill  call  he  iiear. 
And  drops  at  once  into  her  nest. 
The  noblest  captain  in  the  Bri-tish  fleet 
Might  envy  William's  lips  those  kisses  sweet. 

O  Susan,  Susan,  lovely  dear. 
My  vows  shall  ever  tritre  remain,; 
Let  me  kiss  off  that  falling  tear: 
We  oidy  part  to  meet  attain. 
Chan2;e  as  ye  list,  ve  winds,  my  heart  shall  be, 
The  faithful  compass  that  still  points  to  thee. 
Believe  not  what  the  landmen  say, 
Wlio  tempt  with  doubts  thy  constant  mind : 
They'll  tell  thee,  sailors  when  away 
At  every  port  a  mistress  find. 
Yes,  yes,  believe  them  when  they  tell  thee  so. 
For  thou  art  present  wheresoe'er  I  go. 
If  to  fair  India's  coast  we  sail. 
Thy  eves  are  seen  in  diamonds  bright. 
Thy  breath  is  Afrlc's  spicy  gale, 
Thy  skin  is  ivory  so  white. 
Thus'every  beauteous  object  that  I  view 
"Wakes  in  my  soul  some  charm  of  lovely  Sue. 
Tho'  battle  calls  me  from  thy  arms, 
Let  not  my  pretty  Susan  mourn  ; 
Tho'  cannons  roar,  yet  free  from  harms, 
Wiliiam  shall  to  iiis'dear  return  : 
Love  turns  aside  the  balls  that  round  me  fly. 
Lest  precious  tears  should  drop  fromSusan's  eye. 
The  boatswain  gives  the  dreadful  word. 
The  sails  their  '■welling  bosoms  spread  ; 
No  longer  must  she  stay  on  board  : 
They  kihs'd;  she  si^h'd';  he  hung  his  head; 
Her  less'ning  boat  unwilling  rows  to  land  ; 
Adieu  !  she  cries,  and  vvav'd  her  lily  hand. 


§  84.     Song. 

As,  on  a  summer's  day. 
In  the  greenwood  shade  I  lay, 

The  miid  that  I  lov'd. 

As  her  fancy  mov'd. 
Came  walking  forth  that  way. 
And  as  she  passed  by. 
With  a  scornful  glance  of  her  eyn, 

What  a  shame,  quotli  she, 

For  a  swain  must  it  be. 
Like  ^  lazy  loon  for  to  lie  1 


ilowE. 


And  dotJt  thou  liothlng  hceJ 
What  Pan  our  god  has  decreed^ 

What  a  prize  to-day 

Shall  he  given  away 
To  the  sweet  shepherd's  rrcd  ? 

There's  not  a  single  swain 
Of  all  this  fruitful  plain. 

But  with  hopes  and  fears 

Now  busily  prepares 
The  bonny  boon  to  gain. 

Shall  anotli£r  maiden  shine 
In  briw;hter  array  than  thine  ? 
Up,  up,  dull  swain. 
Tune  thy  pipe  once  again. 
And  make  the  garland  mine. 

Alas  !  my  love,  I  cried, 
What  avails  this  courtly  pride  ? 
Since  thy  dear  desert 
Is  written  in  my  heart, 
WHiat  is  all  llie  world  beside  ? 

To  me  thou  art  more  gay, 
In  this  homely  russet  gray, 

Than  the'nvmphs  of'our  green, 

So  trim  and  so  sheen, 
Or  the  brightest  queen  of  May. 

What  tho'  my  fortune  frown. 

And  deny  thee  a  silken  gown  j 

My  own  dear  maid. 

Be' content  l^ith  this  shade. 

And  a  shepherd  all  thy  own. 


Song. 


Prior. 


§  8-*i- 

A LEXIS  shunn'd  his  fellow  swains^ 
Their  rural  sports  and  jocund  strains  . 
Heaven  shield  us  all  from  Cupid's  bow  ! 
He  lost  his  crook,  he  left  his  flocks, 
And,  wand'ring  thro'  the  lonely  rocks. 
He  nourish'd  endless  woe. 

The  nymphs  and  shepherds  round  him  came, 
His  grief  some  pity,  others  blanit\ 

The  fatal  cause 'all  kindly  f^eek  ; 
He  mingled  his  concern  with  theirs. 
He  gave  them  back>hcir  friendly  tears. 

He  sigh'd,  but  could  not  speak. 

Clarinda  came  among  the  rest ; 

And  she,  too,  kind  concern  expressed. 

And  ask'd  the  reason  of  his  woe  ; 
She  ask'd,  but  with  an  air  and  mien 
That  made  it  easily  foreseen 

She  fear'd  too  mucii  to  know. 

The  she])hcrd  rais'd  his  mournful  jicad. 
And  will  vou  pardon  me,  he  said. 

While.  1  the  cruel  truth  reveal  ; 
Which  nothing  from  my  breast  should  ten. 
Which  never  should  offend  your  car. 

But  that  you  bid  me  tell  ? 
T'is  thus  I  rove,  'tis  thus  comnlain. 
Since  you  appear 'd  upon  the  plain ; 
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Ynu  are  the  cause  of  all  my  rarr : 
Your  eyes  ten  ihousand  dasc^vr-  dart. 
Ten  thousand  torinciiia  vex  my  heart, 

I  love,  and  1  despair. 
Too  much,  Alexis,  have  I  hcai'i ; 
Tia  what  I  thought,  'tis  what  I  fcir'd. 

And  yet  1  pardon  you,  she  cried  j 
But  you  shall  prouiise,  ne'er  n^ 
To  breatlie  your  vow 


:ak 


He  bow'd,  obey'd — and  died. 


in 

your  pain 


ifuTl 


ydid 
while 


§  86.     Song, 
#^NB  momingvcry  early,  one  morning  in  Ihe 
^^        spring,  fsing ; 

I  heard  a  maid  in  Bedlam,  who  mourn 
Her  chains  she  rattled  on  her  hand 

sweetly  thus  sun^  she, 
I  love  my  love,  because  1  know  my  love  loves  me. 

O  cruel  were  his  parents  who  sent  inylove  to  sea, 
And  cruel,  cruel  was  ihc  ship  that  bore  my 

love  from  me  !  [lhey'\  c  ruin'd  me, 

Yet  I  love  his  parents,? ince  they're  his,  ahhough 
And  I  love  my  love,  because!  know  my  love 

loves  me. 
O  should  it  please  the  pitying  pow'rs  to  call  me 

to  the  sky,  [love  to  fly; 

I'd  claim  a  guardian  ancel's  charge,  amund  my 
To  guard  him  from  all  dan^jers,  how  happy 

should  I  be  !  [loves  me. 

For  I  love  my  love,  because  I  know  my  love 

I'll  make  a  strawy  garland,  I'll  make  it  won- 
drous tine, 
\\''ith  rose?,  hiies,  daisies,  I'll  mix  the  eglantine, 
And  I'll  present  it  to  my  love,  when  he  returns 
from  sea  ;  [loves  me. 

Fori  love  my  love,  because  I  know  my  love 
Oifl  were  a  little  bird  to  build  upon  his  breast, 
Orif  1  werea  nightingale  tosing  my  love  to  rest! 
-To  gaze  upon  his  lovely  eyes  all  my  reward 
should  be  ;  [loves  mc. 

For  I  love  my  love,  because  I  know  my  love 
Oifl  were  an  cajole,  to  soar  into  the  sky ! 
I'd  gaze  around  with  piercing  eyes  where  I  my 
love  might  spy:  [shall  see) 

But  ah,  unhappy. maiden  I  that  love  you  ne'er 
Yet  I  love  my  love,  because  I  know  my  love 
loves  me. 


With  equal  faith  may  hope  to  find 
The  truiii  of  lo\e  in  womankind. 
No  herds  ha\-c  I,  no  fleecy  care. 

No  fields  that  wave  with  golden  grain* 
i  No  pastures  gnen,  or  p;ardeus  fair, 

A  woman's  venal  heart  to  gain  ; 
Then  all  in  vain  my  sighs  must  pro\T, 
Whose  whole  estate,  alas !  is  love 

How  wretched  is  the  faithful  youth. 

Since  women's  hearts  are  bought  and  sold  < 
They  ask  no  vows  of  sacred  truth  ; 

W  hene'er  they  sigh,  ihcv  sigh  for  gold  : 
Gold  can  the  frowns  of  scorn  naiove  j 
But  1  am  scorn'd — who  have  l)ut  love. 
To  buy  the  gem  of  India's' coast 

What  wealth,  ^^  hat  riches  would  suCicc  ? 
Yet  India's  shore  should  never  boast 

The  lustre  of  thy  rival  eyes  ; 
For  there  the  w  orld  too  cheap  nuist  prove  f 
Catv4  ihen  hu) — who  ha\e  but  love? 

Then,  Mary,  since  nor  gems  nor  ore 
Can  with  tt>y  brighter  self  compare. 

Be  ju3t  as  fair,  and  \n\\iC  more 
I'han  «;ems  or  ore  a  htarl  sincere  : 

Let  treasure  meaner  beauties  move  ; 

Who  pays  thy  worth  must  pay  in  love. 


fwecd  i 


§  87.       Soilfr. 

rr^HT.  sun  was  sunk  beneath  the  hill, 
-*■    The  western  clotids  were  lin'd  with  gold 
Clear  was  the  sky,  the  wind  was  still. 

The  flocks  were  pinn'd  within  the  fold  j 
When  in  the  .silence  of  the  grove 
Poor  Damon  thus  despair'd  of  love  : 

Who  seeks  to  pluck  the  fragrant  ro?" 
From  the  hard  rock  or  oo7.y  beach, 

Who  from  each  weed  that  barren  grows 
l£xp«cl8  the  grape  or  downy  peach. 


§  88.     Song. 

■'IIThat  beauties  does  Mora  disclose! 
'  '     How  s'*eet  are  her  sntiles  upon  ' 
But  Mary's,  still  sweeter  than  those. 

Both  nature  and  fancy  exceed. 
No  daisy,  nor  sweet  bhushing  rose. 

Nor  all  the  gay  flow'rs  of  the  field, 
NorTwet'd  gliding  gently  thro'  those, 

Such  beauty  and  ])leasure  can  yield. 

The  warblers  are  heard  in  each  grove. 

The  linnet,  the  lark,  and  the  thrush. 
The  blackhirtl,  and  sweet  cooing  do>e. 

With  music  enchant  c%'ry  bush. 
Come,  let  us  go  forth  to  the  mead. 

Let  us  see  bow  the  primroses  sprin{»; 
^^'c  II  lodge  in  some  village  on  Tweed, 

And  love  w  bile  the  fcatner'd  folks  sing. 
I  low  does  my  love  pass  the  long  day  ? 

Does  Mary  not  tend  a  few  »hccp  ? 
Do  they  never  carelessly  stray, 

Whrle  happily  she  lies  aslcen? 
Tweed's  nuirmurs  should  lull  ner  to  rest  j 

Kind  nature  indulging  my  bliss. 
To  relieve  the  soft  pams  of  my  breast 

I'd  steal  an  ambrosial  kiss. 
Ti"*  she  does  the  virgins  excel. 

No  beauty  with  her  can  compare  ; 
Love's  graces  all  round  her  do  dwell, 

She's  fairest  where  thousands  are  fair. 
Say,  charmer,  where  do  thy  flocks  stray  I 

O  tell  me  at  noon  where  they  feed  ! 

Shall  1  seek  them  on  sweet  winding  Tay, 
_     .       .  .      .       -  .     ^       J, 


Oi  the  plcasanter  banks  of  the  Twccc 


§89. 


Book  IV.  SONGS,    BALLADS,    9ce 

§  SXf.  Song.  Nancif  iff  the  P'ale.  Shenstoni. 
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»T>HB  wqslern  sky  was  purpleU  o'er 
-■•    With  ev'ry  pleasing  ray. 
And  flocks,  reviving,  felt  no  more 

The  sultry  heat  of  day  ; 
When  from  a  ha/el's  artless  bow'r 

Soft  warbled  Strephoii's  tongue  ; 
He  bless'd  the  scene,  Ive  bJcss'd  the  hour. 

While  Nancy*s  praise  he  sung. 

Let  fops  with  fickle  falsehood  range 

The  paths  of  wanton  love  ; 
Whilst  weeping  maids  latneni  ihdr  chang*. 

And  sadden  ev'ry  grove : 

But  endless  blessings  crown  tlie  day 

1  saw  fair  Eshum's  dale  ; 
And  every  blessing  find  its  way 

To  Nancy  of  the  Vale. 

Twas  from  Avona's  bank  the  maid 

Diffus'd  her  lovely  beauts  ; 
And  ev'ry  shining  glance  display'd 

The  Naiad  of  the  streams. 

Soft  as  the  wild-duck'»  lender  young, 

Tliat  float  on  Avon's  tide  ; 
Bright  as  the  water-lily  sprung 

And  glitt'ring  near  its  side. 

Fresh  as  the  bord'ring  flow'rs  her  bloom. 

Her  eye  all  mild  to  view  ; 
Tlie  liule  halcyon's  azure  plurne 

Was  never  half  so  Wue. 

Her  shape  was  like  the  rcetf,  so  »leek. 

So  taper,  straight,  and  fair; 
Her  dimpled  smile,  her  blushing  cheeky 

How  charming  sweet  they  were  1 

Far  in  the  winding  vale  retir'd 

This  peerless  bud  I  found, 
And  shadowing  rocks  and  woods  conspir'd 

To  fence  her  beauties  round. 

That  nature  in  so  lone  a  dell 
Should  form  a  nymph  so  sweet. 

Or  fortune  to  her  secret  cell 
Conduct  my  vvand'ring  feet? 

Gay  lordlirkgs  sought  her  for  their  bride. 

But  she  would  ne'er  incUne: 
Prove  to  your  equals  true,  she  cried. 

As  I  will  prove  to  mine. 

'Tis  Strephon  on  the  mountain's  brow 

Has  won  my  right  good-will  j 
To  him  I  give'my  pliglited  vow. 

With  him  I'llclimb  the  hill. 

Stnack  with  her  charms  and  geatfe  truth, 

I  clasp'd  the  constant  fair ; 
To  her  alorve  I  give  n^y  youth. 

Arid  vow  niy  future  care. 

And  when  this  vow  shall  faithless  prove. 

Or  I  these  charms  forego. 
The  stream  that  saw  our  tender  love. 

That  sire.^tu  shall  cease  to  tiuvr. 


§  go.  Song.  To  tin  ATenory  tf  JV.  Shenslone, 

Esq.  CuitHlVOHAM, 

/^oME,  shepherds,  we'll  follow  the  hcane, 
^^  And  see  our  lov'd  Corvdon  laid  : 
Tho'  sorrow  may  blemish  the  verse. 

Yet  let  the  sad  tribute  be  paid. 
They  calld  him  the  pride  of  the  plain  j 

In  sooth  he  was  gentle  and  kind  ; 
He  mark'd,  in  his  elegant  strain. 

The  graces  that  glow'd  in  his  mind. 
Onpurpose  he  planted  yon  trees, 

That  birds  in  the  covert  might  dwell; 
Hecultur'd  the  thvme  for  the  bees. 

But  never  would  rifle  their  cell. 
Ye  lambkins  that  play'd  at  his  feet. 

Go  bleat, and  your  master  bemoan; 
His  music  was  artless  and  sweet,' 

His  manners  as  mild  as  your  own. 
No  verdure  shall  cover  the  vale. 

No  bloom  on  the  Wossoms  appear  ; 
The  sweets  of  the  fbrest  shall  tail. 

And  winter  discolour  the  vear. 
No  birds  in  our  hedges  shall  sing 

(Our  hedges  so  vocal  before), 
Since  he  that  should  welcome  the  spring 

(Jan  greet  the  gay  season  no  riiore. 
His  Phillis  was  fond  of  his  [-.aise. 

And  poets  came  round  in  a  throng  j 
They  listened,  and  envy'd  his  lays. 

But  which  of  them  equall'd  His  song? 
Ye  shepherds,  henceforward  be  nuite. 

For  lost  is  the  pastoral  strain  j 
So  give  me  my  Corydon's  flute. 

And  thus — ^let  me  break  it  in  twaiw. 


§  gi.     Song.     Lytteltox. 

HPhe  heavy  hours  are  almost  past 
"*•     That  part  my  love  and  me  j 
My  longing  eyci?  may  hope  at  last 

Their  only  wish  to  see. 
But  how,  my  Delia,  will  you  meet 

The  man  you've  lost  so  long  ? 
Will  love  in  all  your  pulses  beat. 

And  tremble  on  your  tongue  i 

Will  you  in  ev'ry  look  declare 
Your  heart  rs  still  the  same  ; 

And  heal  each  idle  anxious  care 
Our  fears  in  absence  frame  ? 

Thus,  Delia,  thus  I  paint  the  scene 
When  shortly  we  shall  meet, 

And  try  what  yet  remains  between 
Of  loit'ring  time  to  cheat. 

But  if  the  dream  that  sooths  my  mind 
Shall  false  and  groundless  prove  j 

If  I  am  doom'd  at  length  to  find 
You  hvive  forgot  to  love  j 

All  I  of  Venus  ask  is  this— 

No  more  to  let  us  join  ; 
But  grant  me  here  the  fljtt'ring  bliss, 

To  die,  and  think  you  mine. 
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§  92.     Song.    Lyttelto??. 
'Vjn'ms  I)clin  on  the  plain  appeirs, 

'  '  Aw'il  by  a  thousand  tender  fears, 
I  would  approach,  but  dare  not  move  ; 
Tell  me,  my  heart,  if  this  be  love? 

Whene'er  she  speaks,  my  ravish'd  ear 
Is^o  other  voice  but  hers  can  hear. 
No  other  wit  but  hers  approve  j 
Tell  me,  my  heart,  if  this  be  love  ? 
If  she  some  other  swain  commend, 
Tho'l  was  once  his  fondest  friend. 
His  instant  enemy  I  prove  ; 
Tell  me,  my  heart,  if  this  be  love  ? 
When  she  is  absent,  I  no  more 
Delight  in  all  that  picas'd  before. 
The  clearest  spring,  the  shadiest  grove; 
Tell  me,  my  heart,  if  this  be  love? 

When  fondof  pow'r,  of  beauty  vain. 
Her  nets  she  spread  for  cv'ry  swain, 
1  strove  to  hate,  but  vainly  strove  ; 
Tell  me,  my  heart,  if  this  be  love  ? 

§  Q3.     Song.     SOAMB  JeVY!JS. 

•T^oo  plain,  dear  youth,  these  tell-tale  eyes 
•*■    My  heart  your  own  declare  ; 
J5ut  for  heaven's  sake  let  it  suffice 

You  reign  triumphant  there. 
Forbear  your  utmost  pow'r  to  Irj', 

Nor  further  urge  your  sway; 
Press  not  for  what  I  must  deny. 

For  fear  I  should  obey. 
Could  all  your  arts  successful  prove. 

Would  you  a  maid  undo. 
Whose  greatest  failing  is  her  love. 

And  that  her  love  for  you  ? 
Sav,  would  you  use  that  very  pow'r 

You  from  her  fondness  claiai. 
To  ruin  in  one  fatal  hour 

A  life  of  spotless  fame  ? 
Resolve  not  then  to  do  an  ill. 

Because  perhaps  you  may  ; 
But  rather  use  your  utmost  skill 

To  save  me,  than  betray. 
Be  vou  yourself  my  virtue's  guard  ; 

Licfend,  and  not  pursue  ; 
Since  'tis  a  task  for  me  too  hard 

To  strive  with  love  and  vou. 


But  pity  succeeding  found  placc'in  his  heart} 
And,  pleas'd  with  his  playing  so  well. 

He  took  her  again  in  reward  of  his  art. 
Such  powtr  had  music  in  hell ! 


§  g4.  Song.    The  Power  of  Miwc.    Listv. 
"IITH EN- Orpheus  went  down  to  the  regions 
^  '  Which  men  arc  forbidden  to  sec,  ['below, 
He  lun'd  up  his  lyre,  as  old  histories  shew. 

To  set  his  Euryilicc  free. 
All  hell  was  astonish'd  a  person  so  wise 

Should  rashly  endanger  his  life, 
And  venture  so  fbr — but  how  vast  their  surprise, 
When  they  heard  that  became  for  his  wife  !j 
To  find  out  a  pimishment  due  to  his  fault. 

Old  Pluto  long  puzzled  his  brain  ; 
But  boll     had   not  torments    sufficient,    he 
thought — 
So  he  gave  him  his  wife  back  again 


§  95.     Song.    RowE. 
'T^o  the  brook  and  the  willow,  that  heard  him 
-••  complain, 

Ah  willow  !  willow  !  [pain. 

Poor  Colin  went  weeping,  and  toM  them  his 
Sweet  stream,  he  cried,  sadly  I'll  teach  thee  to 
flow,  [woe. 

And  the  waters  shall  rise  to  the  brink  with  my 
All  restless  and  paintul  my  Celia  now  lies, 
And  counts  the  sad  momenis  of  time  as  it  flics  j 
To  the  nymph,  my  heart's  love,  ye  soft  bl um- 
bers, repair,  [her  your  care ; 
Spread  vour  downy  wings  o'er  her,  and  make 
Let  me  be  left  restless,  mine  eyes  ne^-er  close. 
So  the  sleep  that  I  lose  give  my  dear  one  repose. 
Swee<>^tream  I  if  you  chance  by  her  pillow  to 

creep. 
Perhaps  your  soft  murmurs  may  1  ull  her  to  sleep. 
But  if  I  am  doom'd  to  be  wretched  indeed, 
And  the  loss  of  my  charmer  the  fates  have  de- 
creed, [lieve. 
Believe  me,  thou  fair  one,  tbofu  dear  one,  be- 
Few  sighs  to  thy  loss,  and  few  tears  will  I  give  ; 
One  fate  to  thy  Colin  and  thee  shall  betide. 
And  soon  lay  thy  shepherd  down  by  ihv  cold 
side.                                           '      (Ijastc, 
Then  glide,  gentle  brook,  and  to  lose  iliyself 
Bear  this  to  my  willow  ;  this  verse  is  my  last. 
Ah  willow  I  willow !  Ah  willow !  willow  I 


§  96.     Sort!. 


"pVEAR  Chloc,  while  thus  beyond  measure 
'^  You  treat  me  with  doubts  and  disdain, 
You  rob  all  your  youth  ofitb  pleasure, 

And  hoard  up  an  old  age  of  pain  : 
Your  maxim,  tnat  love  is  still  ioundcd 

On  charms  that  will  quickly  decay, 
You  will  find  to  l>e  very  ill-grounded 

When  once  you  its  dictates  obey. 
The  passion  from  beauty  first  drawn 

Your  kindness  will  vastly  improve  ; 
Soft  looks  and  gay  smiles  arc  the  dawn. 

Fruition's  the  sunshine  of  love  : 
And  though  the  bright  beams  of  your  eyes 

Shotild  be  clouded,  that  now  arc  so  gay, 
And  darkness  obscure  all  the  skies. 

We  ne'er  can  forget  it  was  day. 
Old  Darby,  with  Joan  by  his  side,. 

You  oft  have  regardecf  with  wonder  ; 
He  is  dropsical,  she  is  sore-cy'd, 

Yet  they're  ever  uneasy  asunder  : 
Together  they  totter  about, 

And  sit  in  the  sun  at  the  door  ; 
And  at  night,  when  old  Darby's  pipe's  out. 

His  Joan  will  not  smoke  a  whiflTmore. 
No  bt-auty  or  wit  they  possess, 

Their  several  failings  to  smother  ; 
Then  what  are  the  charms,  can  you  gues«, 

That  make  them  so  fond  of  each  other  ? 
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*Ti<<  the  pleasing  remeinbraiife  of  youth, 
The  endearments  that  love  did  Ik  slow, 

The  thoui^hls  of  past  pleasure  and  truth. 
The  be»t  of  all  blessings  below. 

These  traces  for  ever  will  last. 

Which  sickness  nor  time  can  remove  ; 
For  when  youth  and  bcaniy  are  pa!«t. 

And  age  brings  the  winter  of  love, 
A  friendship  insensibly  grows 

By  reviews  of  such  raptures  as  those. 
And  the  current  of  foncluess  still  Hows, 

Which  decrepit  old  age  cannot  freeze. 


§  97.  Song.    Gilbert  Cooper. 

A  "WAY  !  let  npuj:;;ht  to  love  displeasing, 
"*^    My  Winifreda,  move  thy  fear  ; 
Let  nought  delay  the  heavenly  blessing, 
Nor  squeamish  pride,  nor  gloomy  care. 

What  tho'  no  grants  of  royal  donors 

With  pompous  titles  2;racc  our  blood  ; 
We'll  shniein  more  sub'stantial  honours. 

And  to  be  noble,  we'll  be  good. 
What  tho'  from  fortune's  lavish  bounty 

No  mi<zhtv  treasures  we  possess. 
We'll  find  within  our  pittance  plenty. 

And  be  content  without  excess. 
Still  shall  each  kind  returning  season 

Sufficient  for  our  wishes  give  ; 
For  we  will  live  a  life  of  reason. 

And  that's  the  only  life  to  live. 

Our  name,  while  virtue  thus  we  tender, 
.Shall  sweetly  sound  where'er  'lis  spoike, 

Anfl  all  the  great  ones  much  shall  wonder 
How  they  adu)lre  such  little  folk. 

Thro'  youth  and  age,  in  love  excelling, 
W^e  '11  hand  in  haiui  together  tread  ; 

Sweet  smiling  peace  shall  crown  our  dwelling, 
And  babes,  gweet  smiling  babes,  our  bed. 

How  slu)uld  I  love  the  pretty  creatures. 
Whilst  rottnd  mv  knees  they  fondly  clung, 

To  see  them  look  their  mother's  features. 
To  hear  them  lisp  their  mother's  tongue ! 

And  when  with  envy  time  transported 
Shall  think  to  rob  us  of  ourjovs, 

You'll  In  youjT  girls  again  be  courte^l. 
And  I'll  go  wooing  in  my  boys. 

§  98.    Song,     Percy. 
r\  Navcy!  wilt  thou  go  with  me, 
^^  Nor  sigh  to  leave  the  flauntinii  town  ? 
C-an  silv;nt  glens  have  charms  for  thee. 

The  loMv'  cot  anil  russet  gown  ? 
No  longer  (frest  in  silken  sheen, 

No  longer  deck'd  with  jewels  rare, 
Say,  canst  thou  quit  each  courtlv  scene, 

Wh'ere  thou  wojt  fairest  of  the  fair  ? 
O  Nancy  !  when  thou  'rt  far  away. 

Wilt  thou  not  cast  a  wish  behind  ? 
Say,  canst  thou  fice  the  ]iarching  rav. 

Nor  shwuk  before  ttie  wintry  wind  ? 


O  can  that  soft  aud  gentle  mien 
Kxtremcs  of  har<lshtp  learn  to  bear. 

Nor  sad  regret  each  courtly  scene. 
Where  thou  wert  fairest  of  the  fair  ? 

O  Nancy !  canst  thou  love  so  true. 

Thro'  perils  keen  wjih  me  to  go  ; 
Or,  wheu  tl)y  swain  inishap  shall  ru*;. 

To  share  with  him  the  pang  of  woe* 
Sav,  should  disease  or  pain  befal. 

Wilt  thou  assume  the  nurse's  care. 
Nor  wistful  those  gay  scenes  recal 

Where  thou  wert  fairest  of  the  fair? 

Andwhcn  al  last  thy  love  shall  die, 

^Vilt  thou  recei^ehis  parting  breath  ? 
Wilt  (hou  repress  each  sin»gg!ing  si|^h. 

And  cheer  with  smiles  the  bed  of  death  ? 
And  wilt  thou  o'er  his  breaihlesu  clay 

Sirew  tlow'rs,  and  drop  ilie  tender  tear? 
N'or  then  regret  those  set-nes  so  uav. 

Where  thou  wert  fairest  of  the  fair? 


§  g().     Song.        Mallkt 
'T^iiF.  smiling  morn,  the  breathingsprlng, 
■*•      Invite  the  tuneful  birds 'to  sing; 
And,  while  they  warble  from  each  spray. 
Love  melts  the  universal  lay. 
Let  us,  Amanda,  timely  wise. 
Like  thenj  improve  the  hour  that  flics  j 
And  in  soft  raptures  waste  the dav. 
Among  the  shades  of  Exdermay  ! 
For  soon  the  winter  of  the  year. 
And  age,  life's  winter,  will  appear  : 
At  (his  thy  living  bloom  must  fade  ; 
As  thai  will  strip  the  verdant  shade. 
Our  taste  of  pleasure  then  is  o'er  ; 
The  ftather'd  songsters  love  no  inore  : 
And  when  they  droop,  and  we  decav. 
Adieu  the  shades  of  Lndermai^. 


W 


§  100.     The  Spanish  Lady  s  Lovt. 

ILL  you  hear  a  Spanish  lady. 
How  she  woo'd  an  English  man  ? 
Garments  gay,  as  rich  as  may  be, 
Deck'd  with  jewels  had  she  on  : 
Of  a  comelv  countenance  and  grace  was  she. 
Both  by  birih  and  parentage  of  high  degree. 

As  his  prisoner  there  he  kept  her. 

In  his  hands  her  life  did  lie  ; 
Cupid's  bands  did  tie  them  faster. 
By  the  liking  of  an  eye. 
In  his  courteous  company  was  all  her  joy. 
To  favour  him  in  any  thing  she  was  not  coy* 
But  at  last  there  came  commandment 

For  to  set  all  ladies  free,  • 

With  their  jewels  still  adorned. 
None  to  do  them  injurv. 
O  then,  said  this  lady  gay,  full  woe  is  mcl 
O  let  me  still  sustain  this  kind  ca^aiviiy  ! 

Gallant 
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Gallant  captain,  shew  some  pity 

To  a  lady  in  distress; 
Leave  me  not  within  this  city. 
For  to  die  in  ht-aTincss  : 
Thou  hast  set,  lhi<  present  day,  my  body  free. 
But  my  heart  in  prison  still  remains  with  thee. 

•»  How  shouldst  thou,  fair  lady,  love  me, 
Whom  thou  know'st  thy  country  s  (oe  ? 
Thy  fair  words  make  me  suspect  thee  ; 
Serpents  lie  where  flowers  grow.* 
All  the  harm  I  wish  on  thee,  most  courteous 
knight,  [light ! 

Cod  grant  open  my  head  the  same  may  fully 

Blessed  he  the  time  and  season 

That  thou  cam'st  on  Spanish  ground! 
If  you  may  our  foes  be  termed, 

Gentle  Iocs  we  have  you  found  :  [one, 
With  our  city,  you  have  won  our  hearts  each 
Then  toyourcountrybearawaytli.ti  is  your  own. 

**  Rest  you  still,  most  gallant  lady : 

Rest  you  still,  and  weep  no  more  ; 
Of  fair  flowers  you  have  plenty, 

Spain  doth  yield  you  wondrous  store." 
Spaniards  fraught  with  jealousy  we  oft  do  find, 
ButEnfflishmenthrough'ttheworld  are  counted 
kind. 

I^avc  me  not  unto  a  Spaniard, 

Thou  alone  enjoy'st  my  heart ; 
I  am  lovely,  young,  and  tender. 
Love  is  likewise  my  desert : 
Still  to  serve  thee  day  and  night  my  mind  is 
prcst;  [blest. 

The  wife  of  ev'ry   Englishman    is    counted 

**  It  would  be  a  shame,  fair  lailv. 

For  to  bear  a  woman  hence  j 
English  soldiers  never  carry 
Any  such  without  offence." 
I  will  quickly  change  myself, if  it  be  so,     fgo. 
And,  like  a  page,  will  follow  thee  where'er  ttiou 

"  I  have  neither  gold  nor  silver 

T'.i  maintain  thee  in  this  ca^ r  ! 
And  to  travel  is  great  charces. 
As  you  know,  in  ev'ry  place." 
M  V  chains  and  jewels  ev'ry  one  shall  be  thy  own, 
And  eke  ten  thousand  pounds  in  gold  lliat  lies 
unknown. 

*'  On  the  seas  are  many  dangers. 

Many  storms  do  there  arise, 
Which  will  be  to  ladies  dreadful. 
And  force  tears  from  wat'ry  eyes.'* 
^Vell,  in  troth  1  shall  endure  extremity. 
For  Icould  find  in  heart  to  lose  my  life  for  thee. 

**  Cotirteous  la<lv,  leave  this  folly. 

Here  comos  all  that  breeds  the  strife  j 
1,  in  England,  have  already 
A  sweet  woman  lo  mv  wife; 
1  will  not  falsify  my  vow  lor  gold  nor  eatn. 
Nor  yet  for  alf  the  fairest  dames  that  live  in 
Sjeain," 


0  how  happy  is  that  womart 
That  enjoys  no  inie  a  friend  I 

Many  happy  days  God  send  her ! 
And  of  mv  suit  I  'II  make  an  end  : 
On  my  knees  (  pardon  crave  for  mv  offence, 
Which  Jove  and  true  affection  did  first  com- 
mence. 

Commend  me  to  that  gallant  l^h'. 

Bear  to  her  this  chain  of  guld, 
With  these  bracelets  for  a  token  j 
Grieving  that  1  was  so  bold  : 
All  my  jervels,  in  like  sort,  take  thou  with  thee; 
For  they  are  fitting  for  thy  wife,  but  not  for  me. 

1  will  spend  mv  days  in  prayer. 
Love  and  all  his  laws  defy ; 

In  a  nunncr)- 1  will  shroud  me. 
Far  from  any  company  : 
But,  ere  my  prayers  have  an  end,  be  sure  of  tins. 
To  pray  for  thee  and  for  thy  love  I  will  not  miss. 

TJtus  farewell,  most  gallant  captain  I 

Farewell  to  my  heart's  content  I 
Count  not  Spanish  ladies  wanton. 
Though  to  thee  my  mind  was  bent : 
Joy  and  true  prosperity  go  still  with  thee  ! 
"  The  like  fall  unto  thy  share,  most  fair  lady.** 


§101.  BallacL  The  Children  in  the  JVoodi.^ 
or^  The  Norfolk  GenUeman's  last  Will  and 
Testament.  '. 

■^ow  ponder  well,  von  parents  dear, 
*-^   The  words  which  I  shall  write; 
A  doleful  story  y«u  shall  hear. 

In  time  brought  forth  to  light: 
A  gentleman  of  good  account 

In  Norfolk  liv'd  of  late, 
Who.se  wealth  and  riches  did  surmount 

Most  men  of  his  estate. 

Sore  sick  he  wa-?,  and  like  to  die. 

No  help  that  he  could  have  ; 
His  wife  oy  him  as  sick  did  lie. 

And  both  possess'd  one  grave. 
No  love  between  these  two  was  lost. 

Each  was  to  other  kind  : 
In  lo\o  they  liv'd,  in  love  they  died. 

And  left  two  babes  behind  : 

The  one  a  fine  and  pretty  boy. 

Not  passing  three  years  old  : 
Th' other  a  girl,  more  young  than  he, 

.And  made  in  beauty's  mould. 
The  father  left  his  little  son, 

As  plainly  doth  appear. 
When  he  to  perfect  age  should  come. 

Three  hundred  pounds  a  year ; 

And  to  bis  little  daughter  .Jane 

Five  hundred  pounds  in  gold. 
To  be  paid  down  on  marriage  day. 

Which  might  not  be  controul  d  ; 
But  if  the  children  chanc'd  to  die 

Ere  they  to  age  should  come. 
Their  uncle  should  possess  their  wealth ; 

For  so  the  will  did  run. 

Now^ 
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Now,  brother,  said  ilie  dying  m:in, 

l^ook  to  niy  clnidrcn  dear ; 
Be  iiiood  uiiio  niy  boy  and  girl, 

X(j  friends  else  1  I'ua-c  here  : 
To  (Jod  and  you  I  do  commend 

My  children  night  and  djv-; 
Bntfittle  while,  bisurc,  we  have 

Withiii  this  world  to  stay. 

You  must  be  father  and  mc>iher  both. 

And  uncle,  all  in  onej 
God  knows  what  will  become  of  ihcni 

^\Vhcn  I  am  dead  and  gone. 
With  thai  bespake  thcii  mother  dear: 
^  O  brother  kind,  (juoth  she, 
\ou  are  the  «nan  mn^l  bring  our  babes 

To  weal  ill  or  misery: 

And  if  you  keep  them  careAdly, 

Theji  God  will  you  reward  J 
If  otherwise  you  s-eem  to  deal, 

G)d  will  your  deeds  regard. 
With  lips  as  cold  as  any  stone 

She  kiss'd  her  children  small  : 
God  hloss  you  both,  my  chdilren  dear! 

With  that  the  tears  did  fall. 
These  speeches  then  their  brother  spoke 

To  this  sick  couple  there  : 
The  keeping  of  your  children  dear. 

Sweet  sister,  do  not  fear  ; 
God  nf\  t'r  prospffr  me  nor  mine. 

Nor  ajjrhteUc  that  I  have, 
Ifl  do  wronif  your  children  dear. 

When  you  are  laid  in  grave  ! 

Their  parents  beitvi;  dead  and  gone. 

The  chilrireu  home  he  takes. 
And  brings  thi-in  both  unto  his  house. 

And  miich  of  them  he  makes. 
He  had  not  kept  these  |)retty  babes 

A  twclveinonlh  and  a  day. 
When  for  their  wealth  he  did  devise 

To  make  them  both  away. 

He  bargain'd  \vith  two  ruffians  rude. 

Which  wore  of  furious  mood, 
That  thev  should  take  the  children  young, 

And  slay  theuj  in  a  wood. 
He  told  his  wife,  and  all  he  had, 

He  did  the  children  send 
To  be  brought  up  in  fair  London, 

W'ith  one  that  was  his  friend. 
Away  then  went  these  pretty  babes, 

Rejoicing  at  that  tide. 
Rejoicing  with  a  merry  mind, 

Thevshoidd  on  cock-horse  ride. 
They  prate  and  prattle  pleasantly. 

As  they  rode  on  the  way, 
To  those  that  should  their  butchers  be. 

And  work  their  uvcj'  decay. 

So  that  the  pretty  speech  they  had 
Made  murd'rers'  hearts  relent ; 

And  they  that  undertook  the  deed 
Full  sore  they  did  rfpeut. 


Vet  one  oc  ihciti,  more  har4  of  hearts 

Did  vow  todohiri  charg«. 
Because  the  wreieh  thai  hired  him 

Had  paid  him  \ery  large. 
The  other  would  not  agree  thereto. 

So  here  they  fell  at  strife  ; 
With  one  another  they  did  tight 

About  the  children's  life  : 
And  he  that  was  of  mildest  mood 

Did  slay  the  other  there, 
VViihin  an  unfrequented  wood  ; 

While  babes  did  quake  for  fear. 

He  took  the  children  by  the  hand. 

When  tears  stood  in  their  eve; 
And  bade  them  come  and  go  with  him. 

And  look  thev  did  not  crv  : 
And  iwol-'Ug  miles  he  led  them  on. 

While  they  for  food  contplain  : 
Stay  here,  qiioih  he,  I'll  briugyou  bread. 

When  1  do  come  again. 

These  pretty  babes  with  hand  in  hand 

Went  wandering  up  and  downj 
But  never  more  they  saw  the  man 

Approaching  from  th(^t«jwn  :  ^ 
Their  pretty  lips  with  blackberries 

Were  all  besmear'd  and  dy'd  ; 
And  when  they  saw  the  dar1<bomc  night. 

They  sat  them  down  and  cried. 

Thus  wander'd  these  two  prcttv  babes. 

Till  death  did  end  their  grief; 
In  one  another's  arms  thev  died, 

As  'oabes  wanting  relief: 
No  burial  these  pretty  babes 

Of  any  man  receives. 
Till  l?obin-red-breast  painfully 

Did  Cover  them  with  leaves. 

And  now  the  heavy  wr;ith  of  God 

Upon  their  uncle  fell  j 
Yea,  fearful  fiends  did  haunt  his  h9i)se. 

His  conscit  ncc  felt  a  hell : 
His  barns  were  fir'd,  his  goods  consum'd. 

His  l.'nds  were  barren  made. 
His  cattle  died  within  the  field. 

And  nothing  with  him  staid. 

And,  in  the  voyage  of  Portugal* 

Two  of  his  sons  did  die  ; 
And,  to  conclude,  himself  was  brought 

To  extreme  misery  : 
Mc  pawn'd  and  mortgag'd  all  his  land 

Kre  seven  years  came  about. 
And  now  atLngih  this  wicked  act 

Did  by  this  means  come  out. 

The  fellow  that  did  take  in  hand 

These  children  for  to  kill, 
Was  for  a  robbery  judg'd  to  die. 

As  was  God's  blessed  will ; 
V\'ho  did  confess  the  very  tnuh. 

The  which  is  herecxpress'd  .; 
Their  uncle  died,  while  he  for  debt 

in  prison  long  did  rcsL 
3^ 
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Alt  you  lliat  be  executors  made. 

And  overseers  eke, 
Of  children  that  be  failierless. 

And  infants  uiild  and  meek. 
Take  you  example  by  this  ihin^;. 

And  yield  to  each  his  right  ; 
Lest  God,  with  such-like  niiscr\ , 

Your  wicked  minds  requite. 


§  10?.  Ballad.  The  Hunting  in  Chcvy-Chase. 

/^OD  prpspcr  long  our  noble  kinpj, 
^-^     Our  lives  and  safeties  all  ! 
A  woeful  hunting  once  there  did 

la  Chevy-Chase  bcfal  : 
To  drive  the  deer  with  hound  ami  horn 

Earl  Percy  took  his  nay  ; 
The  child  may  rue  that  is  unborn 

The  hunting  of  that  day. 

The  stont  earl  of  NorihumberlanJ 

A  vow  to  God  did  make. 
His  pleasure  in  ihe  Scottish  woods 

Three  summer's  days  to  take  ; 

The  chicfest  liarts  in  Chevy-C'ha^c 

To  kill  and  bear  away. 
The  tidinpis  to  carl  Douglas  came 

In  ScolKmd,  where  he  lay  ; 
Who  sent  carl  Percy  present  word 

He  would  prevent  his  sjmrt. 
The  English  earl,  not  fearing  this. 

Did  to  ihc"Avood3  resort. 

With  fifteen  hunch-ed  bowmen  l)f)l(I  ; 

All  chosen  men  of  might. 
Who  knew  full,  well,  in  time  of  mid. 

To  aim  their  shafts  aright. 

The  gallant  greybotmds  swifily  ran. 

To  chase  the' fallow  deer  ; 
On  Monday  they  liegan  to  hunt. 

When  day-light  <lid  appear ; 

And,  long  before  high  noon,  tin  v  i).id 

A  hundred  fat  bucks  slain  ; 
Then,  having  din'd,  the  drover    went 

To  rouse  them  up  again. 

The  bowmen  mustcr'd  ou  the  lull. , 

Well  able  to  endure  ; 
Their  backsules  all,  witli  special  care, 

TiuLday  were  guarded  sure. 

The  hounds  ran  swiftly  tlirofigh  the  woods, 

The  nimble  deer  lo  takfc  ; 
And  with  iheir  cries  the  hilLaud  dales 

An  echo  shrill  did  make. 
Lord  Percy  to  the  (piarry  went, 

To  view  the  »laughicr*<l  deer ; 
^ii<»th  he,  earl  Dogglas  pronTocd 

This  day  to  meet  me  here  : 

iTthnt  1  thought  he  would  not  come, 

No  longt:T  wonld  I  stay. 
Vv'ith  that  a  bravc'  yovns  gmilcmm 

Thus  to  lh«  carl  <Iid  sav  : 


Lo !  yonder  doth  earl  DoUglas  come. 

His  men  in  armour  bright ; 
Full  twenty  hundred  Scottish  spears 

All  marching  in  our  sight; 

All  men  of  pleasant  Tividale, 

Fast  by  the  river  Tweed. 
Then  cease  your  sport,  earl  Percy  said. 

And  take  "your  bows  with  speed: 

And  now  with  me,  my  countrymen. 

Your  courage  forth  advance  ; 
F'or  never  was' there  chamjiion  yet. 

In  Scotland  or  in  France, 
'Hiat  ever  did  on  horseback  come. 

But,  if  my  hap  it  were, 
1  durst  encounter,  man  for  man. 

With  hiiu  to  break  a  spear. 
Earl  Douglas  on  a  milk-white  steed,    . 

Most  like  a  baron  bold. 
Rode  foremost  of  the  company, 

W^iosc  arnrouc  shone  like  ^old  : 

Shew  me*,  said  he,  whose  men  you  be 

That  hunt  so  boldly  here  ; 
That,  without  mv  consent,  do  chase 

And  kill  my  fallow-deer? 

The  man  that  first  did  answer  make. 

Was  noble  Percy  he: 
Who  said,  Wc  list  not  to  declare. 

Nor  shew  whose  men  we  be  : 

Yet  will  we  spend  our  dearest  blood. 

Thy  chicfest  harls  to  slay. 
Then  Douglas  swore  a  solemn  oath, 

And  thus  in  rage  did  say  : 

Ere  thus  1  will  out-braved  be, 

Om*  of  us  two  shall  die: 
I  know  thee  well  ;  an  carl  thou  art. 

Lord  Percy  :  so  am  1 . 

But  trust  me,  Percy,  pity  it  were. 

And  trreat  offence,  to  kill 
Anv  of  these  our  harmless  men, 

For  they  have  done  no  ill. 
Let  thou  and  I  the  battle  try, 

And  set  our  men  aside. 
Aecurs'd  be  he,  lord  Perev  said, 

!}y  whom  this  isdenico. 
Then  siepp'd  a  gallant  'squire  forth, 

Wiiheritit'ton  was  his  name,         ♦ 
Who  said,  1  would  not  have  it  told 

'i'o  Henry  our  king,  for  shame, 

That  e'er  my  captain  fought  on  foot. 

And  I  stood  looking  on: 
You  be  two  earls,  said  Withcrington, 

An<l  I  a  'sf|uire  alons  : 
I'll  do  the  best  thai  do  I  may, 

^^'hilc  I  have  strength  to  stan<l ; 
While  I  have  pow'r  to  wield  mv  sword. 

I'll  fight  with  heart  and  hancf. 
Our  F^^n^lish  archers  bcnith<*ir  bows, 

Tli"'ir  hearts  were  good  and  true  ; 
.\t  the  first  llight  of  arrows  sent, 

Fwll  ihrecscorc  Scoii  they  »le\v 
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To  drive  the  deer  with  hound  and  harni 

Earl  Douglas  had  the  hem  ; 
A  captain,  inov'd  with  mickle  pride. 

The  spears  to  shivers  sent. 

Thcv  clos'd  full  fast  on  ev'ry  side, 

So  slackness  there  was  found  ; 
And  many  a  gallant  genikmau 

Lav  gasping  on  the  ground. 
O  Christ!    it  was  a  grief  to  see. 

And  likewise  for  to  hear 
The  cries  of  men  lying  in  their  gore. 

And  scattcr'd  here  and  there. 
At  last  these  two  stout  carls  did  meet. 

Like  captains  of  great  might ; 
Like  lions  inov'd,  they  laid  ou  load. 

And  made  a  cruel  fight. 

Thev  fought  until  they  hoth  did  sweat. 

With  swords  of  ten^per'd  steel  ; 
L'ntii  the  blood,  like  drops  of  rain. 

They  trickling  down  did  fe^el. 
Yield  thee,  4ord  Percy,  Douglas  said; 

In  faith  I  will  thee  bring 
Where  thou  shalt  high  advanced  he 

By  James  our  Scottish  king. 

Thy  ransom  I  will  freely  give, 

And  thus  report  of  thee  : 
Thou  art  the  most  courageous  knight 

That  ever  I  did  see.  ^ 

Ko,  Douglas,  quoth  earl  Percy  then. 

Thy  proffer  1  do  scorn ; 
I  will  not  yield  to  any  Scot 

That  ever  yet  was  born. 

With  that  there  came  an  arrow  kee-n 

Out  of  an  English  how. 
Which  struck  earl  Douglas  to  the  heart, 

A  deep  and  deadly  blow  ; 
Who  never  spoke  more  words  than  these: 

Fight  on,  my  merry  men  all ; 
For  why?  my  life  is  at  an  end: 

Lon)  Percy  sees  my  fall. 

Then  leaving  life,  earl  Percy  took 

The  dead  man  by  the  hand  : 
And  said.  Earl  Douglas,  for  thy  life 

Would  I  have  lost  my  land ! 

O  Christ!  mv  very  heart  doth  bleed 

With  sorrow  for  thy  sake ; 
For  sure  a  more  renowned  knight 

Mischance  did  never  lake. 

A  kniaht  amongst  the  Scots  there  was. 
Which  saw  earl  Douglas  die, 

Who  straight  in  wrath  did  vow  revenge 
Upon  the  carl  Percy  : 

Sir  Hugh  Montgomery  he  was  call'd  ; 

Who,  with  a  spear  most  bright. 
Well  mounted  on  a  gallant  stet'd. 

Ran  fiercely  through  the  fight: 

And  pass"d  the  English  archers  all. 
Without  h\\  dtLKiii  or  fear; 
^»    And  through  carl  Percy's  body  then 


A  L  L  A  D  S,    &c.  9iS 

With  such  a  vehement  force  and  might 

He  did  his  body  Ro re. 
The  spear  went  thro'  the  other  side 

A  large  cloth  yard,  and  more. 
So  thus  did  both  these  nobles  die, 

Whose  courage  none  could  •»iain. 
.\n  English  archer  then  porccu'd 

The  noble  earl  was  slam ; 

He  had  a  bow  bent  in  his  haod, 

Made  of  0  trusty  tree; 
\n  arrow  of  a  cloth  yard  long 

Up  to  the  head  drew  he  : 

Against  sir  Hugh  Montgomery 

So  right  the  shaft  he  set. 
The  gri'v-gof>se  wing  that  was  thereon 

In  his  heart-blood  was  wet. 

This  fight  did  lost  from  break  of  day 

Till  setting  of  the  sun; 
For  whcii  they  rung  the  evening-boll 

The  battle  scarce  was  done. 
With  the  carl  ^ercy  there  was  slaia 

Sir  .Totin  of  Ogerton, 
Sir  Robert  Ratchfl'e,  and  sir  John, 

Sir  James  that  bold  baron :     , 
And  with  sir  George,  and  good  sir  James, 

Both  knights  of  good  account. 
Good  sir  Ralph  Raby  there  was  slain. 

Whose  prowess  did  surmount. 
For  Witherington  needs  must  I  wail. 

As  one  in  doleful  dumps ; 
For,  when  his  legs  were  smitten  off. 
He  fought  upon  his  stumps. 

And  with  earl  Douglas  there  was  slain, 

Sir  Hugh  Montgomery ; 
Sir  Charles  Currol,  that  from  the  field 

One  foot  would  never  lly ; 
Sir  Charles  Murrcl  of  Ratchffe  too. 

His  sister's  son  was  he: 
Sir  IXnid  Lamb,  so  well  esteem *d. 

Yet  saved  ccnild  not  be. 
And  the  lord  Maxwell,  in  like  wise. 

Did  with  earl  Doui^las  die: 
Of  twenty  hundred  Si-oliish  spears. 

Scarce  fifiy-five  did  fly. 

Of  fifteen  hundred  fstigliahmcn 

Went  home  but  fifty-ihrec; 
The  rest  were  slain  in  Chevy-Cha*c, 

Under  the  green-wood  tree. 

Next  day  did  many  widows  come, 

riieir  husbands  lo  bcu-ail ; 
Tht-y  wash'd  their  wounds  in  brinish  tearj. 

But  all  would  not  prevaih 

Their  bodies,  batli'd  in  purple  blood. 

They  bore  with  them  away  ; 
They  kiss'd  them  de:ui  u  thousand  timet 

When  they  were  clad  in  cl  jy. 

This  news  was  brouptlit  to  Etlinburgh, 
Where  Scotland's  king  did  reign, 

That  brave  earl  Dougla<»  ,«udjenly  , 
Wa?  with  an  anfow  &laiu. 
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0  heary  ijews  I  king  James  did  say  j 
Scolland  can  witness  be, 

1  havf-  not  any  captain  more 

Of  such  account  as  he. 

Like  tldin|E;s  to  king  Henry  came. 

Within  as  short  a  space. 
That  Percy  of  Northumberland 

Was  slain  in  Chevy-Chase. 

Now  God  be  with  him,  said  our  king, 

Silh  't  will  no  better  be; 
1  trust  I  have  within  my  realm 

Five  hundred  as  good  as  he. 
Yet  shall  not  Scot  nor  Scotland  say. 

But  I  will  vengeance  take; 
And  he  revenged  on  them  all 

For  brave  lord  Percy's  sake. 
This  vow  full  well  the  king  perforni'd. 

After,  on  Humbled  own. 
In  one  duy  fifty  knights  were  shin, 

With  lords  of  great  renown  : 
And  of  the  rest,  of  small  account. 

Did  manv  liundrtdsdie. 
ThuH  ended  the  hunting  of  Chevy- Chase, 

Made  by  the  carl  Percy. 

God  save  the  kmg,  and^bless  the  land 

In  plenty,  joy,  and  peace; 
And  grant,  henceforth,  that  foul  <itl;ate 

'Xwixl  Qublenicn  may  cease. 


§  103.     Snug.  Sir  Cauline. 

Tlirre  is  something;  peculiar  in  tbe  metre  of  this 
old  ballad;  it  is  unusual  to  meet  with  redund- 
ant stanzas  of  six  linus;  but  the  occasional  in- 
sertion of  a  double  third  or  fourth  line.  a«  ver. 
SI,  44,  &c.  is  an  irre^larity  I  do  not  remember 
V>  have  seen  cIscNvherc. 

It  may  be  |>r«)per  to  inft»rm  the  reuicr  before  he 
comes  to  Pt.  '2,  ver.  110,  111,  that  the  round 
TAJtr  R  was  not  peculiar  to  the  rcij-u  af  Kinj;; 
Arthur,  but  was  common  in  all  the  ages  of 
chivalry.  The  procl.nimin^  a  pftat  ronrna- 
ment  (probabfy  with  some  peculiar  solemniries) 
was  c?Mcd  "  holding  »  Round  lalWc."  Due- 
•lale  tell*  us,  that  the  great  bar  on  Roger  de 
MorrJnur  *'  having  procifred  the  honour  of 
*•  knighthood  to  be  conferred  •  on  his  three  sons' 
*•  by  King  Edward  I.  be,  at  his  own  costs, 
•'  caused  a  tournament  to  be  luld  at  Keniiworth, 
••  whrre  he  sumptuously  entertained  an  Inuj- 
**  drtd  knights,  and  as  manv  ladies,  for  three 
**  d.iys;  the  like  whereof  was  rever  before  in 
•'  Fnjjland;  and  there  began  the  round  tak/.k, 
"  (»n  caMod  by  reason  that  the  place  wherein 
'^'thcy  practi ■cd  r liose feat»  wascnvironcd  vvi:h  a 
'•  rtrf/ng  wall  made  in  a  round  form);  and  upon 
*♦  the  fourth  day,  the  golden  lion,  in  sfgn  of 
"  triumph,  being  yielded  to  hin«,  he  carried  it 
"  (vith  all  the  company)  to  Warwick."  It  may 
further  be  added  that  Matthew  Paris  frequently 
calls  ju»t8  and  tournaments //j»///./,//^  Mm/t  Ho- 

As  to  what  will  be  ob«er\'ed  In  this  ballad  of  the 
a;t  oi  heaiinybciuj  pra.ti.fJbv  a  toiinf^prai   j 


cess ;  it  it  no  more  than  whaf  it  usual  in  all  the 
old  romances,  and  was  conformable  to  reaf 
manneri;  it  being  a  practice  derived  from  tlte 
earliest  times  among  all  the  Gothic  and  Celtic 
Rations,  for  women,  even  of  the  highest  rank, 
to  exercise  the  art  of  surgery.  In  the  Northern 
Chronicles  we  always  find  the  young  damsels 
stanching  the  wounds  of  their  fovers,  and  the 
xvrves  those  of  tlieir  husbands.  And  even  so 
Fate  as  the  time  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  it  is  men- 
tioned amongthe  accomplishmcntsof  the  ladies 
of  her  court, that  the ''eldest  of  them  are  skil- 
"  FUL  IN  suROERV."  See  Harrison's  Descrip- 
tion of  England,  prefixed  to  Hollingshed't  Cliro- 
nicle,  &c. 

The  First  Part. 
V  Ireland,  ferr  over  the  sea, 
There  dwelleth  a  bonnye  kinge; 

And  with  himayongand  comlye knighte. 
Men  call  him  syr Cauline. 

The  kinge  had  a  lady  to  his  daughter, 
ln-£i.^hyon  she  hath  no  peere ; 

And  princely  wightcs  that  ladye  woocd> 
To  be  theyr  wedded  feere. 

Syr  Cauline  loveth  her  best  of  aU, 
But  nothing  durst  he  save ; 

Ne  descrreve  his  counsayl  to  no  man. 
But  deerlyc  he  lovdc  this  may. 

Till  on  a  daye  it  so  befl'ell. 

Great  dill  to  him  wasdight; 
The  niaydens  lovercmovde  his  inynd. 

To  care-bed  went  the  knighie. 
One  while  he  spred  his  arms  him  fro. 

One  while  he  spred  them  nve; 
And  aye!  but  I  winne  that  iadyes  love. 

For  dole  now  I  niun  dye. 

And  when  our  parish-massc  was  done> 

O'lr  kine:e  was  bowne  to  dyne: 
He  says,  Where  is  syr  Cauline, 

That  is  wont  to  serve  the  wync? 
Then  aunswerde  him  a  courteous  knighle. 

And  fast  his  handcs  gan  wringe: 
Sir  Cnnline  is  sick,  and  like  to  dye 

Without  a  good  Iccchmge. 

Fetche  me  downe  my  daughter  dccre, 

I^hc  is  a  keclie  fuH'e  fine  : 
Goe  take  him  douglie.  and  thebaken  bread. 
And  serve  him  with  the  wync  soe  red  ; 

Lotlie  I  were  him  to  tine. 
FairChristabelle  to  his  chaumber  goes. 

Her  inaydcns  toUowvug  nye: 
O  well,  she  saylh,  how  (loth  njy  lord? 

O  sicke,  thou  fay  re  ladve. 

No^v  rysc  up  wightlye,  man,  for  shame^ 

Never  lye  soc  cownrdlee ; 
For  it  is  told  in  my  father's  halle. 

You  dye  for  love  of  mee. 

Favrc  ladve,  it  is  for  vour  love 

That  all  this  dill  Idrye: 
For  if  you  woU!  comfort  me  with  a  kisse. 
Then  were  I  brought  from  l^alc  to  blissc. 

No  loiJger  would  1  Jyc. 

Sir 
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Sir  knighte,  my  father  Is  a  kinge, 

I  am  his  only  hcire ; 
Alas!  and  well  you  kiiowcj  syr  knighte, 

I  never  can  be  yoiire  feere. 

•O  ladye,  thou  art  a  kinges  daughter, 

Anii  I  am  not  thy  pccre. 
But  let  nie  doc  some  dcedes  of  arincs, 

To  be  you  re  bachcleere. 

Some  deeds  of  amies  if. thou  wilt  doe, 

Mv  bachelccrc  to  be, 
(Hut' ever  and  aye  mv  heart  would  rue, 

Giff  harm  should  haj)j)e  to  thee,) 

Upon  Eld  ridge  hill  there  groweth  a  thorne. 

Upon  the  mores  brodinge  j 
\nd  dare  ve,  syr  knighte,  wake  there  all  nighte 

Untill  the  fair  morninge  ? 

For  the  Eldridge  knighte,  so  raickle  of  mighte. 

Will  examine  you  bei'orne; 
And  never  man  bare  lile  away. 

But  he  did  him  scath  and  scorne. 

That  knighte  he  is  a  foul  paynim, 

And  large  of  linab  and  bone  j 
And  but  if  heaven  may  be  thy  speede. 

Thy  life  it  is  but  gofie. 

Nowe  on  the  Eldridge  hills  He  walke. 

For  thy  sake,  fair  ladie  ; 
And  He  either  bririg  vou  a  ready  tok^n« 

Or  lie  never  more  you  see. 

The  ladye  is  gone  to  her  own  chaumbere. 

Her  maydcns  following  bright  : 
Syr  Caulinelop'd  from  care-bed  soone. 
And  to  the  Eldridge  hills  is  gone. 

For  to  wake  there  all  night. 

Unto  midniiiht,  that  the  mooue  did  rise. 

He  walked  up  and  downe; 
Then  a  lightsome  bugle  heard  he  blnv^ 

Over  the  bents  soe  brownc. 
Quoth  bee.  If  cryance  qome  till  my  heart, 

I  am  ffar  from  any  good  towne. 

And  soon  he  spyde  on  the  mores  so  broad 

A  fiiryons  wight  and  fell; 
A  ladye  bright  his  brydle  led. 

Clad  in  a  fayre.kyricll : 

And  soe  fast  he  called  on  syr  Caultne, 

0  man,  I  rcede  thee  five, 

For  but  if  cryance  come  till  thy  heart, 

1  weene  but  thou  mun  dye. 

He  sayth.  No  cryance  comes  till  my  heart. 

Nor,  in  fayth,  I  will  not  Hee  ; 
For,  cause  thou  minged  not  Christ  before. 

The  less  me  drcadcth  thee. 

The  Eldridge  knighte  he  pricked  his  steed.; 

Syr  Cauline  bold  abode : 
Then  either  shooke  his  trustye  speare. 
And  the  timbt^r  these  two  children*  bare 

So  soon  in  sunder  slodcr 


Then  took  they  out  ihcjT  two  good  svrordes* 

And  laydcn  on  full  fa'stc, 
Till  hclme  and  hawkbcrc,  mail  and  shcelde. 

They  all  were  well-nyc  brast. 
^he  Eldridge  knight  was  niicklc  of  might. 

And  stiiTe  in  stuwer  did  stand  ; 
But  syr  Cauline  wiih  a  backward  stroke 

He  smote  oft"  his  right  hand  ; 
That  soone  he  with  paine  and  lacke  of  blou4 

Fell  downc  on  that  l.iy-land. 
Then  up  syr  Cauline  lift  his  brande 

All  <jver  hi.?  head  so  hyc: 
And  here  I  swcare  bv  the  holv  roode, 

Nowe,  cayiifte,  ifjou  shah  dye. 
Then  up  and  came  that  ladye  brightc, 

Faste  wringing  of  her  hande: 
For  the  maydcns  love,  that  most  you  love. 

Withhold  that  deadly  brande: 
Far  the  mavdens  love,  that  most  you  love^ 

Now  smyte  no  more  I  prave; 
A4»d  aye  whatever  thou  wilt,  my  lord. 

He  shall  thy  bests  obaye. 

Now  swear  to  mee.,  thou  Eldridge  knighte. 

And  here  on  this  laylaml, 
Titat  thou  wilt  believe  on  Christ  his  laye. 

And  thereto  plight  thy  hand : 

And  that  thou  never  on  Eldridge  come 

To  sportp,  gamon,  or  playe  ; 
And  that  thou  here  give  up  thy  armcs 

Until  thy  dying  day. 

The  Eldridge  knighte  gave  up  his  armes 
With  many  a  sorrowfulle  sighe  j 

And  sware  to  obey  Sir  Caulines  best. 
Till  the  time  that  he  shold  dye. 

And  he  then  up  and  the  Eldridge  knighte 
Setthinjin  his  saddle  annone. 

And  the  Eldridire  knighte  and  his  ladye 
To  theyr  castle  they  are  gone. 

Then  he  tooke  up  the  bloudy  hand. 

That  was  so  large  of  bone. 
And  on  it  he  founde  five  ringes  of  gold 

or  knightes  that  had  been  slone. 

Then  he  tookc  up  the  Eldridge  sworde, 

As  bird  as  any  flint; 
And  he  took  off  those  ringbs  five 

As  bright  as  fire  and  brent. 
Home  then  pricked  syr  Cauline 

As  light  as  leale  on  tree  : 
I-wys  he  neither  stint  nc  blanne, 

1  ill  he  his  ladye  see. 

Then  downe  he  knelt  upon  his  knee 

Before  that  ladye  giy  : 
•O  ladye,  1  have  been  on  the  Eldridge  hills : 

These  tokens  1  bring  away. 
Now  welcome,  welcome,  syr  Cauline, 

Thrice  welcome  unto  mec. 
For  now  1  j)erceive  thou  art  a  true  knighte. 

Of  valour  bold  aud  free. 


Knights. 
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O  lailye,  1  am  thy  ©wn  !r\ie  knightp. 

Thy  hesis  for  la  obavc  ; 
And  inoiight  1  liopc  to  winne  thy  love! — 

Ke  more  Ins  toiige  colde  say. 

The  ladyc  Unshed  scarletVc  rcdde. 

And  i'cttfa  preniijl  sighe: 
Alas !  sir  kniphfc,  how  may  this  bee. 

For  my  degree  's  ioc  high'e? 

But  sith  then  hast  hij,ht,  thou  comely  youth. 

To  be  mx^batchilere. 
He  promise  if  ihee  I  may  not  wedde 

I  will  have  none  other  fere. 

Tlien  sheeheld  forthe  herlily-whiie  liand  ' 

Towards  that  knighie  so  free: 
He  Mve  to  it  on^gt-ntill  kisse. 
Mis  neart  vvas  brous^ht  from  bale  to  blissc. 

The  tcarcs  sterie  from  his  ce. 

But  keep  my  counsayl,  syr  Cauline, 

N*e  let  no  man  it  knowe  ; 
For  and  ever  my  father  sholde  it  km, 

I  wot  he  wolde  us  sloe. 

From  that  day  fori  he  that  ladye  fay  re 
Lovdc  s\r  Cauline  the  kniglitc  : 

From  that  daye  forthe  he  only  joyde 
Whan  she3  was  in  his  sight. 

Part  tho  Second. 

E^ERYE  wliite  will  have  its  blacke. 

And  every  swcctc  its  sowre  : 
This  foiind'the  ladv^  Christabelfc 

In  an  untimely  howre. 

F'or  so  it  bcfelle  a»  syr  Cauline 

Was  with  that  ladye  fliire. 
The  kitrj;  her  fdiher  walked  forthe 

To  take  the  evcnyng  aire  : 

A  'id  info  the  arhourc  as  he  went 

T  )  rest  liis  wcarye  feet, 
III'  foiuul  his  daughter  and  syr  Cauline 

There  setlc  in  daliaunce  sweet. 

The  kinge  hte  sterted-forih,  i-wys, 

And  an  angrye  man  was  hce: 
Now,  traytourc,  thou  shall  hiingc  or  drawe. 

And  rewe  shall  thy  ladic. 
Then  forth  syr  Canliue  he  was  Icdde,  » 

And  throwuc  in  dungeon  deepe  ; 
And  ilie  ladve  itUo  a  towre  so  hyc. 

There  leit  to  wavle  and  wcopc. 

The  quecne  she  was  svr  Caulincs  friend. 

And  to  th«  kingc  said  she  : 
I  pray  you  save  syr  Caulnies  life. 

And  let  him  banisht  bee. 

Now,  dame,  that  traitor  shall  be  sent 

Across  the  salt  sea  fomc : 
But  here  I  w  ill  make  with  thee  a  band. 
If  «fver  he  come  within  this  land, 

A  foulc  deaihe  is  his  doome. 

All  woe-heirone  was  that  gentill  knight 
To  parte  from  his  ladyti 


And  many  a  time  he  sighed  sore. 

And  cast  a  wistfulle  eve: 
Faire  Christabellc,  from  thee  to  parte, 

Farre  lever  had  I  dye. 

Fairc  ChrisiabcJle,  that  ladye  brighte. 

Was  had  forthf  of  the  towre: 
Rut  ever  slice  droopeth  in  her  minde. 
As,  nipt  by  an  ungentle  windc. 

Doth  some  fairc  lillye  flowre. 

And  ever  shee  doth  lament  and  weepe 

To  tint  her  lover  soc; 
Syr  Cauline,  thon  Kttlc  ihink'st  on  mee, 
'  Bat  1  will  still  be  true. 

Manyp  a  kinge,  and  manye  a  duke. 

And  loids  of  high  degree, 
Did  sue  to  that  fayrc  latlyc  of  love; 

But  never  she  wolde  them  nes. 

When  nwny  a  dave  was  past  and  gone, 

Nc  coniforle  she  colde  fmde, 
The  l?iage  prolaimed  a  tournearaoRt, 

To  cheerc  his  (laughters  mind  j 

And  there  came  lords.and  there  came  knightea. 

Fro  manye  a  farre  countrye 
To  break  a  spere  for  thcyr  ladycs  .ove. 

Before  that  fairc  ladye. 

And  many  a  ladye  there  was  sette 

In  purple  ancf  in  j)alle; 
But  fai;-e  Christabelle  soe  woe-begone 

Was  the  fa) rest  ol  ihem  all. 

Then  manyaknightc  was  mickle  of  might 

Before  his  ladye  gave  : 
But  a  stranger  wight,  whom  no  man  kiicw'C, 

He  wan  the  prize  cchc  daye. 
Ills  acton  it  was  all  of  blacke, 

His  hewberke  and  his  sheeld?, 
Ne  noe  man  wist  whence  he  di<l  com*;, 
Ne  noe  man  knewe  where  he  did  gone 

When  they  came  out  the  fecldc. 

And  now  three  Javs  were  prcstlye  past 

In  feateii  of  chivalrve. 
When  lo,  upon  the  fourth  morninge 

A  borrowt'ulle  sight  they  see. 

A  hugyc  giaunt  stilf  and  siarkc. 

All  foule  of  limbe  and  Icre; 
Two  goy^gling  eyen  like  fire  faiden, 

A  mouthe  from  earc  to  care. 

Before  him  come  a  dwarffc  full  lowe. 

That  waited  on  his  knee. 
And  at  his  backc  five  heads  he  bare. 

All  wan  and  pale  of  blec. 

Sir,  ouoth  the  dwurfie,  and  loutcd  lowo, 

Bcnold  that  hend  Soldain  ! 
Behold  these  heads  I  bear  with  me  I 

They  are  kings  which  he  hath  slain. 

The  Eldridge  knighte  is  his  own  coushie, 
Whom  a  knijihte  of  thine  haih  shent: 

Anil  bee  is  conic  lo  avencre  his  wrong; 

And  to  thee,  all  thy  knighles  among. 
Defiance  here  huih  sent. 

But 
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But  yctte  he  will  appease  his  wrath 

Thy  ilaughters  love  to  winnc  : 
Ami  but  thou  yeelde  him  that  layn;  mayd, 

Thy  halls  and  towers  uiust  breune, 
Thv  head,  syr  king,  ninsfpio  with  incc  ; 

Or  else  thv  daughter  deere; 
Or  else  withni  these  lists  see  broad 

Thou  must  find  him  a  pee  re. 
The  king  he  turned  him  round  aboute. 

And  in  his  heart  was  woe  : 
Is  there  never  a  knighte  of  my  round  tabic. 

This  matter  will  undergo  ?* 
Is  there  never  a  knighte  amongst  yec  all 

Will  fight  for  n^y  daughter  and  mee? 
\Vhoever  will  fight  yon  gritnmc  soldan. 

Right  faire  his  mcede  shall  be; 
For  he  shall  have  my  broad  l;.y-lands; 

And  of  my  crowne  be  hevrc: 
And  he  shall  winne  fay  re  Chris  tabelle. 

To  be  his  wedded  fere. 
But  every  knighte  of  his  round  tabic 

Did  stand  both  still  and  pale  ; 
For  whenever  they  lookt  on  the  grim  soldan 

It  made  their  hearts  to  quail. 
All  woe-begone  was  that  fayrc  ladye. 

When  she  saw  no  helpe  was  jiye  : 
She  cast  her  thought  on  her  own  true-love. 

And  the  tearcs  gusht  from  her  eye. 

Up  then  sterte  the  stranger  knighte. 

Said,  Ladve,  be  not  affray'd  ; 
He  fight  for'tlice  with  this  grimme  soldan, 

Thoughe  h.c  be  unmacklye  made. 

And  if  thou  wilt  lend  me  thcEldriJge  sworde, 

That  lycth  within  thy  bowre, 
I  trust  in  Christc  for  to  slay  this  fiende, 
'    Thoughe  he  be  stitle  in  stowre, 
Goe  fetch  him  downc  the  Pildridge  sworde. 

The  kinge  he  crydc,  with  speede  : 
Nowe  heaven  assist  thee,  courteous  knighte 

My  daughter  is  thy  meede. 

Th6  gyaunt  he  stepped  into  the  lists, 

Ana  sayd,  Awaye,  a  wave.: 
I  sweare,  as  1  am  the  hend  soldan. 

Thou  lettest  nie  here  ail  cbye. 

Then  forth  the  stranger  knighte  he  came 

In  his  blacke  armoure  dight : 
The  ladye  sighed  a  gentle  sighe, 

"  That  this  were  ujy  true  knighte  !" 

And  now  the  gyaunt  and  knighte  be  mett 

Within  the  lists  so  brond  : 
And  now  with  swordes  so  sharpe  of  Steele, 

They  gan  to  lay  on  load. 
The  soldan  strucke  the  knighte  a  stroke, 

That  made  him  reele  asvde  : 
Then  woe-begone  was  that  faire  ladye. 

And  thrice  she  deeply  sighde. 

The  soldan  struekc  a  socond  stroke. 
And  made  the  blonde  to  flowe : 

All  pale  and  wan  was  that  ladye  fayre. 
And  thrice  she  wcpi  for  woe. 


The  soldan  strucke  a  third  "  " 

Which  brought  the  kni 
Sad  sorrow  pierced  ihaila.i*    .  .,^„.., 

And  she  shrickt  loud  shrlckings  thre*. 

The  knighte  he  leapt  upon  his  focic. 

All  recklcsse  of  the  p;»ine  ; 
Quoth  he.  But  heaven  be  now  my  specde. 

Or  else  I  shall  be  slainc. 

lie  grasped  his  sword  with  mayncand  mightc. 

And  spying  a  secrettc  part, 
lie  drave  it  into  the  soldan's  syde, 

And  pierced  him  to  the  heart. 
T-hen  all  the  peoj)lc  gave  a  shoute. 

When  they  sawe  the  soldan  fa  lie  : 
The  ladye  we])t,  and  thanked  (^hrist. 

That  had  reskewed  her  from  thrall. 
And  nowe  the  kinge  with  all  his  liaront 

Rose  uppe  fr^m  off  Jus  scate. 
And  downe  he  stepped  into  the  listes. 

That  curteous  knighte  to  greete. 
But  he  for  paine  and  lacke  of  bloude 

^Vas  falkn  into  a  swounde, 
And  there  all  wallering  in  his  gore, 

Lay  lit'clesse  on  the  grounde, 

Come  downe,  come  downe,  my  dliugliterdeare. 

Thou  art  a  Iceche  of  skille; 
Farre  lever  had  I  lose  half  my  landc. 

Than  this  good  knighte  sholdc  spille. 
Down  then  stepped  that  faire  ladye. 

To  helpe  him  if  she  mave; 
But  when  she  did  his  beavere  raise. 
It  is  my  life,  my  lord,  she  saycs. 

And  shrickte  and  swound  avyayc. 
Sir  Cauline  juste  lifte  up  his  eyes 

When  he  heard  his  ladye  cryc, 
O  ladye,  I  am  thine  owne  true  love; 

For  thee  1  wisht  to  dye. 

Then  giving  her  one  partinge  looke. 

He  closed  his  eyes  ui  death. 
Ere  Christabclle,  that  ladye  uiilde, 

Began  to  draw  her  breathe.    • 
But  when  she  fi)un(lc  her  comelye  knighte 

Indeed  was  dead  and  gone. 
She  layd  her  pale  cold  cheeke  to  his. 

And  thus  she  made  her  muane. 

O  staye,  my  dcare  and  onlye  lord. 

For  nie  thy  faithful  feere  ; 
'Tis  meet  that  I  shold  followe  thcc. 

Who  hast  bought  my  love  soc  dearc. 
Then  favntinge  in  a  deadly  swoune, 

And  with  a  deep-fette  sighe. 
That  burst  her  gentle  heart  in  twayne, 

Favre  Chrislabelle  did  dve. 


§  101.  Robin  Hood  and  Guij  of  (i'uhrne. 
'«  In  this  time  (about  the  year  11 90,  in  the  reign 
of  Richard  I.)  were  many  robber.,  and  O  it- 
lawcs,  among  the  wljich  Robin  Hood,  and  Lit- 
tle John,  renowned  thecvei,  continued  in 
woods,  despoyliuj  and  robbing  the  goods  of  tha 
.3  N  4  lich 
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would  in- 
icir  own  de- 


rich.    They  killed  none  but  suci 
vcide  them ;  or  by  resistance  for  tii 
fence. 

*'  The  said  Robert  entertained  an  hundred  tall 
men  and  good  archers  witli  such  spoilcs  and 
thefts  as  he  got  upon  whom  four  hundred  (were 
tlicy  ever  so  stron^)  durst  not  give  the  on^et. 
He  sutrer.d  no  woman  to  he  oppressed,  violated, 
or  otherwise  molested;  poore  men's  goods  he 
spared,  ahundantlie  relieving  th::n  wit.i  that, 
which  by  thel:  he  got  from  ab!iey<  and  the 
houses  of  rich  earles;  whom  \'aiur  tlic  histo- 
rinn  blumethfor  his  rapme  and  tli^ft,  hut  of 
all  thceres  he  affirmeth  him  to  be  tiie  prince 
and  the  most  gentle  theefe."  St^-i/i  Annulif 
p.  Ijy. 

WiiAv  sh:uvs  beene  sheene,  and  shraddes 
full  fayre, 
An.l  leaves  both  large  and  longe, 
Iti'>  nicrrye  walkying  in  the  fayre  I'orrcst 

To  hear  the  small  birdes  songe. 
The  woodweeie  sang,  and  wold  not  cease. 

Silting  upon  thcsprave. 
So  lowdc,  he  wakened  Robin  Hood, 
la  the  2'reciiwood  whore  he  lav. 


It  is  no  cnnnine  a  knave  to  kon, 
And  a  man  but  heure  him  sjK*ake: 

And  it  were  not  ftjt  bursting  of  my  bowe« 
John,  1  tliv  head  would  breake. 


Now  by  my  faye,  said  jollyc  Robin, 

A  v.vcavcn  1  had  ihis  nighty 
I  dn.imt  me  of  tow  wighty  yemcn. 

Thai  fist  wiih  nu"  gan  tight. 
Mt'th  >ught  they  did  me  beat  atid  blndc, 

A:id  lonke  my  howe  nic  free; 
Ift  I  be  Robin  alive  in  thi'  lande, 

lie  he  wrokcn  on  them  towe. 
Sweavens  are  swift,  sayd  Lyttle  John, 

As  th;:  wind  hlowcs  over  the  hill  ; 
Fcr  iff  it  be  never  so  loude  this  night, 

To-morrow  it  may.be  still. 
BuJ-1  e  yce.  ho\vnc  yec,  my  merry  men  ill, 

And  John  shall  goe  with  mee. 
For  He  goc  seckc  yond  wighty  yeomen, 

In  greenwood  where  they  bee. 
Then  they  cast  on  theyr  gowncs  of  gK  nr. 

And  took  theyr  bowcs  each  onij 
And  they  away  to  the  grenc  forrest 

A  shooting  forth  arc  gone  j 
^'ntill  they  came  lo  the  merry  greenwood, 

U'hcrc  ihey  had  gladdest  to  oee, 
Tiu'ie  they  were  ware  of  a  wiglit  yeoman, 

Tliai  leaned  against  a  tree. 

A  <^"orde  and  a  dagger  he  wore  by  his  side 

( )f  m anyea  man  the  nane  j 
And  hf  was  clad  in  his  capuU  hyde 

Top  and  tayll  and  mayne. 
Stand  still,  master,  quoth  Lyttle  John, 

Under  this  ircc  so  green. 
And  I  will  go  to  yond  wight  yeoman 

To  know  what  he  doth  meane. 
Ah  !  Jolju,  bv  me  thou  seiiest  noe  store, 

.And  that  I'farlcy  findc: 
How  r,f;cn  send  1  nw  men  before. 

And  tarry  myselfc  behiude? 


As  often  wordes  they  breed,  n  bale, 
So  they  leaned  Robin  and  John; 

And  John  is  gone  lo  Birnesdale, 
The  gates  *  he  knoweih  erhe  one. 

But  when  he  came  to  IJarncsdale, 
Greai  h^avmesse  there  hec  hddd, 

For  he  found  tpw  of  his  owne  felluwes 
Were  slaine  both  in  a  slade, 

And  Scarlette  he  Avas  flying  a-foote 

Fast  over  stocke  and  stone. 
For  the  proud  shorifl'e  vviili  seven  score  mem 

Fast  after  hiin  is  gone. 

One  shootc  now  1  will  shoote,  quoth  John, 
With  Christ  his  n»ight  and  mayne  ; 

lb  make  yond  sherilVe  ihat  wends  so  fast, 
Toj6tr>pp  he  shall  be  fiyne. 

Then  John  bent  up  Ivis  long  bcnde-bowe. 

And  fell  led  him  to  shoote  : 
The  bow  was  made  of  tender  boughe. 

And  fell  downc  at  his  footc. 

Woe  worth,  woe  worth  thee,  wicked  won'!, 

That  ever  thou  grew  on  a  tree; 
For  now  this  day  thou  art  mv  bale. 

My  boote  when  thou  shold  hec. 
His  shootc  it  was  but  loosely  shott, 

Yet  flew  not  ihcarrowe  in  vaine. 
For  i;  mett  one  of  the  shcrifles  men, 

And  William  a  Trent  was  slaine. 

It  had  bene  better  of  Willinm  a  Trent 

To  have  bene  abed  with  sorrowe, 
Than  to  be  that  day  in  the  greenwood  >ilade 

To  meet  with  Little  John's  arrowc. 
But  a«  it  is  said,  when  men  be  mett, 

Fwo  can  doe  more  limn  three, 
The  sheritl'e  hath  taken  Little  John, 

And  bound  him  fast  to  a  tree. 

Thou  shall  be  drawen  by  dale  and  downe. 

And  hanged  hy("on  a  hiil. 
But  ihou  niaysJ  favleofthv  purpose,quoth  John, 

If  it  beC'h/ist  his  uilir 

Lett  us  leave  talking:  of  Little  .Tohn, 

And  ihitike  oi'  Robin  Hoorl, 
Hovv  he  is  gone  to  the  Wight  veoman. 

Where  under  the  leaves  he  stood. 
Good-morrow,  goodfetlowe,  suyd  Robin   so 
fayre, 

**  God-morrow,  good-fellow,"  quo  he  : 
•Melhinks,   by  this  bo  we  thou  bearcs  in  thy 

hande, 
A  good  arthere  ihoti  sholdst  Ijee. 
I  am  wllfulle  of  my  waye,  quo*  the  ycman. 

And  of  my  morning  tydf. 
He  lead  thee  through  the  wood,  sayd  Robin: 

Good  fellow,  He  be  thy  guide. 

•  Ways,  pnsscs,  patbo. 

I  seeke 
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I  seekc  an  outlawe,  the  "^traungcr  sayd. 

Men  call  him  Robin  Hood  j 
RatlitT  lid  meet  wiih  that  proud  outlawe 

Than  fortye  pound  soe  good. 

Now  come  with  me,  thou  vvighty  yeman. 

And  Robin  tliou  soonc  shalt  see  : 
But  hrsi  Irt  us  some  pastime  find 

Uiidor  the  greenwood  trcu. 
First  let  us  some  masterye  make 

Among  the  woods  so  even, 
We  mav  chance  to  meet  with  Robin  Hood, 

Here  at  some  unselt  Steven. 

Thcv  cut  them  down  two  summer  shroggi. 

That  grew  both  under  a  breere, 
And  set  them  threescore  rood  in  twaine 

To  shoote  the  prickes  y-fere. 
I^ade  on,  good  fellowe,  quoth  Robin  Hood* 

Leade  on,  I  do  bidd  thee. 
Nay  by  mv  faith,  good  tVllowe,  hce  sayd, 

IVIy  leader  thou  shalt  bee. 
*rhe  first  time  Robin  shot  at  the  pricke. 

He  mist  but  an  inch  it  fro  : 
The  yeoman  he  was  an  archer  good. 

But  he  cold  never  do  soe. 
The  second  shoote  had  the  wightye  yeraan. 

He  shot  within  t!ie  garland  : 
But  Robin  he  shot  far  better  than  bee. 

For  he  clave  the  good  pricke  wande. 
A  blessing  upon  thy  heart,  he  sayd  ; 

Good  fcHovve,  thy  shooting  is  sjoode; 
For  ai)  thy  heart  be  as  uood  as  thy  hand. 

Thou  wert  better  th-n  Robin  Hood. 
Now  tell  me  thy  name,  good  fellowe,  sayd  he. 

Under  the  leaves  of  lyne. 
Nav  by  my  faith,  quotli  bolde  Robin, 

Till  thou  have  told  me  thine. 
I  dwelle  by  dale  and  downe,  quoth  hce. 

And  Robin  to  take  line  sworne; 
And  when  I  am  called  bv  my  right  name 

1  am  Guy  of  good  Gish6rne. 

My  dwelling  is  in  this  wood,  says  Robin, 

By  thee  1  set  right  nought: 
I  am  Robin  Hood  of  Barnesdale, 

Whom  thou  so  long  hast  sought. 

He  that  had  neyther  been  kithc  nor  kin. 

Might  have  seen  a  full  fayre  sight. 
To  see  how  together  these  yeomen  went 

With  blades  both  brownc  and  bright: 
To  see  how  these  yeomen  together  they  fought. 

Two  howres  of  a  suimmers  day: 
Yet  neither  Robin  Hood  nor  Sir  Guy 

Them  (citled  to  fly  awaye. 

Robin  was  rcachles  on  a  roote. 

And  stumbled  at  that  tyde; 
And  Guy  was  quickeand  nimble  with-all. 

And  hitt  him  upon  the  syde. 

Ah  dcereladye,  said  Robin  Hood,  thott 

That  art  both  mother  and  may', 
I  think  it  was  never  means  destinye 

To  dye  before  his  day. 


Robin  thought  on  our  Ladyc  dccre. 

And  soone  leapt  up  againc. 
And  strait  he  cnmc  with  a  backward  ttxokr* 

And  he  Sir  Guy  hath  sbyue. 
He  took  Sir  Guys  head  by  the  ha)Te, 

And  stuck  it  upon  his  bowes  end  : 
Thou  hast  been  a  irayior  all  thy  life. 

Which  thing  must  ha\e  an  en£l. 
Robin  pulled  forth  an  Irysh  knife. 

And  nicked  Sir  Guy  in  the  face. 
That  he  was  never  on  woman  born 

Cold  know  whose  head  it  was. 
Sayes,  Lye  there,  lye  there,  now.  Sir  Cuye, 

And  with  me  be  not  wrothe : 
Iff  thou  have  had  the  worst  strokes  at  my  haad, 

Thou  shalt  have  the  better  clothe. 

Hobin  did  off  his  gowne  of  greene, 

And  on  Sir  Guy  did  throwe. 
And  he  put  on  that  capull  hyde. 

That  clad  him  topp  to  toe. 

Thy  bowe,  thy  arrow3,  and  little  home. 

Now  with  me  I  will  beare; 
For  I  will  away  to  Barnesdale, 

To  see  how  my  men  doe  fare.  - 

Robin  Hood  sett  Guys  home  to  his  mouth, 

And  a  loud  blasiin  ii  did  blow. 
That  beh card  the  sheriffe  of  Nottingham, 

As  he  leaned  under  a  lovve. 

Hearken,  hearken,  sayd  the  sheriffe, 

1  heare  nowe  tydings  good, 
For  yonder  I  hear  Sir  Guyes  home  blowe. 

And  lie  hath  slaine  Robin  Hoode. 
Yonder  I  heare  Sir  Guyes  borne  blowe, 

Itt  blov.es  soe  well  in  tyde  ; 
And  yonder  comes  that  wightye  yeoman, 

Cladd  in  his  capull  hyde. 
Come  hyt  her,  come  hythcr,  thou  good  Sir  Guy, 

Askc  what  thou  wilt  of  mee. 
O  I  will  none  of  thy  gold,  sayd  Robin, 

Nor  I  will  none  of  thy  fee: 
But  no.v  I  have  slaine  the  master,  he  sayes, 

Lett  me  goe  strike  the  knave; 
For  this  is  all  'he  meede  I  aske. 

None  other  reward  He  have. 
Thou  art  a  madman,  sayd  the  sheriffe. 

Thou  sholdsl  have  had  a  knighies  fee  : 
But  seeing  thy  asking  haih  bcenc  soe  bad, 

Well  granted  it  shall  bee. 
When  Little  John  heard  his  master  spcake. 

Well  knew  he  it  was  his  Steven  : 
Now  shall  I  be  looset,  quoth  Little  John, 

With  Christ  his  might  in  heaven. 
Fast  Robin  hee  hved  him  to  Little  John, 

Hethoujjht  to  loose  him  blivcj 
The  sheriffe  and  all  his  companye 

Fast  after  him  'gan  drive. 
Stand  abackc,  stand  abarkc,  sayd  Robin ; 

Why  dra^v  you  me  so  neere? 
lit  was  never  the  use  in  our  countiyi. 

Ones  shrift  another  shold  luetc. 


Bat 


922 


But  Robin  pulled  forth  an  Irysh  knife. 

And  losed  John  hand  and  footc, 
And  gave  him  Sir  Guyes  bow  into  his  hand. 

And  bade  it  be  his  Tjootc. 

Then  John  he  took  Guyes  bow  in  his  hand. 
His  bohcs  and  arrowcs  eche  one; 

When  thesheriflesaw  Little  John  bend  hisbow, 
He  fettled  hi  in  to  be  gone. 

Towards  hib  house  in  Nottingham  towne 

He  fled  full  fast  away  : 
And  so  did  all  the  companye  : 

Not  one  behind  wold  5l;<y. 

But  he  cold  neither  ruuue  see  fast. 

Nor  away  so  fast  cold  ryde, 
BhI  Little  John  with  an  urrowc  soe  broad. 

He  shott  him  into  the  backc-svtie. 
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§  103. 


iht  and 


Adam  Bell,  Chim  nf  fhr   Clou 
fy'il/iam  of  Chndeslij. 

They  were  three  noted  outlaws,  whose  ■^kill  in  ar- 
chery rendered  them  formerly  as  fi.mous  in  the 
Korth  of  Knj^land,  as  Robin  Hood  ;m(l  his  fellows 
were  in  the  midland  counties.  Their  p]aceof  re- 
sidence \\:\6  in  the  forest  of  Englcwood,  not  far 
from  Carlisle  (called  corruptly  in  the  ballad  Kng- 
lish-wood,  whereas  Englc  or  Ingle  wood  signifies 
wood  for  firin?).  At  what  time  tin  y  lived  does 
not  appear.  The  author  of  the  cnmmo!!  ballad 
on  "  1  he  pedigree,  education,  and  niarriagre  of 
Robin  Hood,"  makes  them  contemporary  with 
Robin  Hood's  father,  in  order  to  give  lum  the 
honour  of  beating  them ;  viz. 

Jf-^  father  of  Robin  a  forester  was, 

^■jpknd  he  shot  in  a  lusty  long  how 
IVo  north-country  miles  and  an  inch  at  a  shot, 
As  the  Pindar  of  Wakefield  does  know ; 

For  he  brought  Adam  Bell,  and  Clim  of  the  Clough, 

And  William  of  Clowde"'lee, 
T^  shoot  ivith  our  forester  for  forty  mark ; 

And  our  forester  beat  them  all  thrcf. 

ColUct.  of  OU  liallaJiy  1 727,  1  /.  vo/.  p.  G7. 

This  seems  to  prove  thai  they  wen-  eommonly 
thougju  to  have  Uvcd  before  the  popular  hero 
of  tJJierwotjd. 

I  have  only  to  add  further  concern  in,"  the  princi- 
pal hero  of  this  ballad,  that  tin-  H;  ..i.s  were 
rotfd  rogues  in  the  north  so  late  ,i.  tlic  lime  of 
O.  Kli/abtth.  See,  in  Rynicr's  Kadcia,  a  letter 
from  \a1^  William  Howard  to  some  of  the  pfE- 
ctT»  of  state,  wherein  he  mentions  them. 


Part  the  Firsf. 


TV/Tp.ry  it  was  iu  grcne  forest 
•^  *   Anjon^  the  leves  grcne. 
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Wiiercas  ineu  hunt  cast  and  west 
VVyth  bowes  and  arrowes  kene  ; 

To  ryse  the  dere  out  of  theyr  denne: 
Suche  siiihtcs  hath  ofie  bene  sene: 


As  hv 
By 


lb  re  ycmen  of  the  north  couulrey, 
them  it  is  I  meaue. 


The  one  of  them  bight  Adam  Bel, 
^  The  other  Clvm  of  the  Clouc^h,* 
The  thyrd  was  William  of  Cloudesly, 
An  archer  good  ynough. 

They  were  outlawed  for  venyson, 

Tljese  yemen  cvervciione  j 
They  swore  them  brethren  upon  a  day, 

To  Englyshe  wood  for  to  gone. 
Nowlith  and  lysten,  gentylmen. 

Thai  of  in yrihe  loveih  to  here  : 
Two  of  them  were  sinj^le  men. 

The  third  had  a  wedded  fere. 

VVvlIyam  was  the  wedded  man, 

KFuche  more  than  was  hys  care : 
He  sayde  to  hys  brethren  upon  a  day. 

To  Carleil  he  wold  fare ; 
For  to  speke  with  fayre  Alvcc  his  wife. 

And  with  hys  children  tfire. 
By  my  trouth,  sayde  Adam  Bel, 

N5fcby  the  counsell  of  me : 
For  if  ve  go  to  Carleil,  brother. 

And  from  thys  wyldc  wode  wcnde, 
Ifthejustice  may  you  take, 

Your  lyfe  were  at  an  cnde. 

If  that  I  come  not  to-morrow,  brother. 

By  pryme  to  you  agayne, 
Truiic  not  els,  but  that  I  am  take. 

Or  else  that  I  am  slayne. 

Ik-  took  his  lca\  e  of  his  brethren  two. 

And  lo  Carleil  he  is  gon  : 
Theyre  he  knocked  at  hyi  ownc  windowQ 

Shortly  and  anone. 

Whcr  be  you,  fayre  Alycc  my  wyfe. 

And  my  chyldren  thre.> 
Lyghtly  let  in  thine  owne  husbande, 

Wyllyam  of  CJIoudesle. 

Alas !  then  sayde  fayre  Alycc, 

And  svghed  wonderous  sore, 
Thvs  placf  hath  ben  bcsetie  for  you 

Thys  halfe  yere  and  more. 

Now  am  I  here,  said  Cloudcsle, 

I  wold  that  in  I  were: 
Now  fctchc  us  meaie  and  drynkc  ynoughc. 

And  hit  us  make  good  chcre. 

She  fetched  hym  meatc  and  drynkc  plcntye, 

Lyke  a  true  wedded  wyfe: 
Arul  pleased  hym  with  that  she  had, 

Whome  she  loved  la,  her  lyfe. 

There  lay  an  old  wyfe  in  that  place, 

A  lytic  bcsydelhe  fyre, 
Whych  VV'yllyara  had  found  of  charytye^ 

A  lore  than  seven  ycre. 

Up  she  rose,  and  forth  she  goe^, 
live]  mote  she  spede  therefoorc ; 

For  she  had  not  set  no  fote  on  ground 
In  seven  yere  before. 


•  ClvTn  of  the  Clou^h,  means  Clem.  (Clement)  of  the  valley;  for  so  tlough  sigmfics  in  the  North. 

S?hc 
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,Slie  went  unto  tht  justice-hall. 

As  fust  as  she  could  hyc  : 
Thvs  nij!;ht  is  come  unto  thys  lowu 

Wyllyain  of  Cloiideslyc. 

Thereof  the  justice  was  full  fayne. 

And  so  was  the  she  rife  also  : 
ThoushaUnotinuiaillhiiher,dame,fornoiighl, 

Thy  mede  thou  shall  have  or  thou  go. 

They  g;ave  to  her  a  ryght  good  goune 

Of  scarlate  and  of  graine  : 
She  toke  the gyft,  and  home  she  wer^tc. 

And  couched  her  downe  agaync. 
They  ryscd  the  towne  of  mery  Curlcilc 

In  all  the  haste  they  can  ; 
And  came  thronging  to  Wyllyamcs  house. 

As  fast  as  they  might  gone. 
Thc\re  fchey  besette  that  good  yemuu 

Anout  on  every  side; 
Wyiiyapi  hearde  great  noyse  of  folkes. 

That  ilieythcr-ward  they  hved, 

Alyce  opened  a  back  wyndow. 

And  loked  all  aboute. 
She  was  ware  of  the  justice  and  shirifc  bothe, 

Wytb  a  full  great  route. 

Alas!  treason,  cryed  Aivce, 

Kvcr  \vq  niav  thou  be ! 
Goe  intomv  chamber,  husband,  shesavd, 

Sweet  VVyllyam  of  Cloudesle. 
He  toke  hys  swcard  and  hys  b'.icler, 

Hys  bow  an  J  hvs  chvldren  ihrts 
And  wente  into  hys  strongest  chaujber. 

Where  he  thought  surest  to  be. 

FavreAlyce,  lih  a  lover  true, 

Took  a  poilaxe  in  her  hande  : 
He  shul  be  dead  that  here  comuieth  in 

Thys  dort',  whyle  I  may  stand. 

Cloudesle  bentea  wel-good  bowe. 

That  was  of  trusty  ire. 
He  smol  the  justice  on  the  brest, 

'I'hat  hys  arowe  brest  in  three. 
A  curse  on  his  harte,  said  William, 

Thys  (lav  thy  cote  dyd  on  ! 
If  it  had  ben  no  better  than  mync,     , 

It  bad  gone  neri'  thy  bone. 
Ycld  the,  Cloudesle,  siiyd  thejustise, 

'lliy  boweand  thy  arrowes  the  fro. 
A  curse  on  hys  hart,  sayd  fair  Alyce, 

That  my  huslwud  conccllcth  so. 
Set  (yre  on  the  house,  saide  the  sherife, 
.    Svih  itwyll  no  better  Iks 
And  brenne  we  therein  Willianr,  he  saide, 

Hys  wyfe  and  chyldren  thre. 

Tlu-y  fyred  the  hrmsc  in  many  a  place; 

The  fyre  flew  up  on  hve :. 
Alas !  then  cryetl  fair  Aliye, 

I  se  we  here  shall  dy. 


Willi 
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That  was  in  hys  chamber  hie, 
And  wyth  shetcs  let  dowiie  bis  •, 
jf\iid  eko  hys  chyldren  thre. 


Have  here  nt)y  rrcasurc,  saydc  WillialDi 
Mv  wvt'e  and  my  chyldren  ilirc: 

For  Christcs  love  do  tbein  no  luruic« 
But  wrcke  you  all  on  ujc. 

Wvllyani  shot  so  wonderous  well, 

Tyll  hys  arrowcB  were  alt  agoc. 
And  the  lyre  so  fast  upon  hym  fell. 

That  hys  bowsiryng  brent  in  two. 

The  sparkles  brent  and  fell  upon 

(iopd  W'yllyam  of  Cloudesle  : 
Than  he  was  a  wofull  man,  and  sayde, 

Thys  is  a  oowardes  death  to  mc. 
Lever  had  I,  savde  \Vvllyam, 

\^'ith  my  sworde  in  the  route  to  rennc. 
Then  here  among  myne  encmyea  wodc 

Thus  cruelly  to  bren. 
He  toke  hys  sweard  and  hys  buckler. 

And  among  them  all  he  ran. 
Where  the  jx^oplc  were  uiosl  in  precc. 

He  smote  downe  manva  man. 

There  myght  no  man  abyde  his  stroke. 

So  fersly  on  them  he  ran  : 
Then  they  threw  wyndowes  and  dorcs  on  him. 

And  so  toke  that  go(Kl  yeman.  • 

There  they  hym  bounde  both  hande  and  fotc. 

And  in  depedong.'on  cast. 
Now,  Clouiiesle,  sayd  the  hve  justice, 

Tnou  .shalt  be  hanged  in  iiasi. 

A  pavre  of  new  gallowes,  sayd  the  sherife. 

Now  shal  1  for  the  make; 
And  the  gates  ot  ('arleil  shal  be  shutie. 

No  man  shall  come  in  iherai. 
Then  shalt  not  helpe  Clym  of  the  Clougbe,  » 

Noryet  shall  Adam  Bell, 
Though  ihey  come  with  a  thousand  mo. 

Nor  all  ihedcvels  in  hell. 
Early  in  the  mornynge  the  justice  uprose, 

lO  the  gates  first  gan  lie  gon. 
And  commaundeth  to  be  shut  full  close 

Ligluile  everj'chone- 
Then  went  he  to  ihc  markett  place. 

As  fast  as  he  could  live; 
A  payreof  new  gallons  there  L,-  set  up 

licsyde  the  pyllorye. 

A  lytic  bov  amoni;  them  asked, ' 

•'  Wha'tmeaneiU  that  gal  low-tree?" 
Thcv  savde,  to  hang  a  good  veaiului,* 

Called  Wyllyam  of  Cloudesle. 
Thailvilt'  bnve  was  the  towne  swyue-hearJ, 

And  kept  favre  Alvces  swine : 
Olt  he  had  scene  Cloudesle  in  the  woode. 

And  geuend  hym  thejc  to  dyne. 

He  went  out  at!  a  rrcvis  In  the  wall, 

And  lightly  to  the  woode  dyd  gone; 
There  m^t  he  with  ilu'.c  wightyc  yemcn 

Shorllv  and  aiione* 
Alas !  then  savde  thai  lytic  boye, 

Ve  tarv  here  all  to  longe ; 
Cloudesle  Is  taken,  an«l  dampned  to  death. 

All  read  N't  for  lo  Longe. 

Alas  I 
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Alas !  then  sayd  good  Adam  Bell, 

That  ever  wc  set*  thys  diive ! 
lie  had  heller  with  us  have  tarycd. 

So  ofic  as  we  dyd  hym  praye. 
He  mvcht  ha>e  (i-.vcllyd  in  grcne  for^ste. 

Under  the  j.udowes  grcne. 
And  h.\ve  kept  bo'h  hym  and  us  in  reste. 

Out  of  trouble  and  t«ene. 

Adam  bent  a  ryght  good  bow, 

A  great  Ijari  sone  had  he  slaync  : 
Take  that,  cbylde,  he  saydc,  u,  thy  dynner. 

And  brynt^  umj  myne  arrowcaj;aync. 

Now  go  we  hence,    saved  these  wightye  yco- 
Tary  ue  no  lender  here  j  [men 

We  shall  hym  horowc  by  God  his  grace. 
Though  we  bye  it  full  dere. 

To  Caerlcil  wente these  good  yemen. 

In  a  merry  mornvnge  ot*  Mayc, 
Here  is  a  fv  r  *  of  Cloudeslyc, 

And  anJlher  is  for  to  saye. 

Part  the  Second. 

AxD  when  they  came  to  merry  Cdrlcil, 

And  in  the  mornynge  tyde, 
They  founde  the  gates  shut  them  untyll 

About  on  every  syde. 

Alas!  then  sayd  good  Adam  Bell, 

That  ever  we  were  made  men  ! 
These  gates  he  shut  so  wonderous  wcl. 

We  may  not  come  here  in. 

TIjcn  bespake  him  Clym  of  the  Clough, 
Wyth  a  wyle  wc  wyl  us  in  brynp  : 

Let  us  saye  wc  be  messengers, 

Str^yghl  come  nowc  from  our  king. 

Adam  sayd,  1  have  a  letter  written. 

Now  let  us  wysely  werke. 
We  wvl  save  we  have  the  kvngcs  scals^; 

1  holde  the  porter  no  clerke. 

Th?n  Adam  Bell  bete  on  the  gate. 

With  strokes  great  and  strong; 
The  porter  herdc  such  nnyse  thcrat. 

And  to  the  gnie  he  throng. 

W^ho  is  there  nowe,  saydethe  porter. 

That  makeih  all  thys  diniie  i 
We  be   low  njcssengers,  sayde  Clim  of  tht 
Clough, 

Qc  come  ryght  from  our  kyng. 

We  have  a  letter,  sayde  Adam  Bel, 
To  the  justice  we  must  it  bryiig; 

Let  us  in  our  message  to  do 

That  wc  were  ugayne  to  the  kyng. 

Ifcie  Cometh  none  in,  sayd  the  pnrttTy 

Ho  hym  that  dyed  on  a  ire, 
Tvll  a  false  thefc  he  hanged  up 
'Called  Wyllyam  of  Uoudesle. 


Then  spake  the  good  yemanClym  of  theClough, 

Anil  swore  by  Mary  fre, 
And  if  that  we'fctandelong  without, 

Lyk  a  thefe  honge  thou  shall  be. 
Lo!  liere  wc  have  the  kynges  scale; 

What,  Lurdcn,  art  thou  wode? 
The  porter  wcni  it  had  been  so. 

And  lyghily  dyd  oft  hys'hode. 
Welconve  be  mv  lordes  scale,  he  sayde  ; 

For  that  ve  shall  come  in. 
He  opened  the  gate  full  shortlyej 

An  cuyl  openyina  for  him. 
Now  are  we  in,  sayde  Adam  Bell, 

Therof  we  arc  full  faine  ; 
But  Christ  he  knowes,  that  harowed  hell. 

How  we  shall  com  out  agayne. 
Had  we  the  keys,  sayd  Clim  of  the  Clough, 

Ryght  \\q\  then  sifiould  we  spede, 
Theqi^ight  we  come  out  wel  ynough 

WiTtn  wc  se  tyme  and  nedc. 
They  called  the  porter  to  counsel!. 

And  wrange  hy?  necke  in  two. 
And  cast  hini  in  a  depe  dongcon. 

And  loke  hys  keys  hym  fro. 
Now  am  I  porter,  sayd  Adam  Bell, 

Se,  brother,  the  k<:ys  are  here, 
The  worst  jwrter  to  merry  Carleile 
They  have  had  thys  huncrcd  ycr^ 

And  now  wyll  we  our  bowes  bend, 

into  the  townc  \v\i\  we  go, 
For  to  delvuer  our  dere  brother, 

That  lyeth  in  care  and  wo. 

Then  they  bent  they**  good  yewc  bo^ve«, 
And  loked  thcyr  kringes  V  ere  sound. 

The  inarkett  place  in  mery  CoxUile 
They  beset  that  siouncT 

And,  as  th'^v  loked  them  besyde, 

A  jjairofnew  galowcs  ihei  see, 
.^\^(\  the  jtistice,  with  a  ques^t  of squyers. 

Had  judged  iheyr  fere  to  de. 
And  Chmdesle  hyoi«elfclay  in  a  carte, 

Fast  bound  both  fote  anil  hand  .; 
And  a  slronge  rop  about  h\  s  mi ke, 

All  readye  for  to  hange. 

The  justice  called  to  hym  a  laddc, 
(loudfslts  rlothes  should  he  have, 

To  take  the  measure  of  that  yrmiin, 
Therafter  to  make  hys  grave. 

I  have  '.MIC  a?  great  mcrvaile,  saydc  Cloudcsk, 

As  betwcvnc  thys  and  prymc, 
He  that  maiceth  thys  grave  for  me 

Hymsclfe  may  lye  therin. 

Thou  speakest  proudli,  sayd  the  justice, 
I  bhall  the  hange  with  my  handc. 

Full  well  hi^rd  this  his  bretheren  two, 
I'hcre  styll  as  they  did  standc. 


Fart. 


Then 
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Then  Cloudesle  cast  hJs  even  asyde. 

And  saw  hys  brethren  iwainc 
At  a  corner  of  the  market -place, 

Hcdy  thcjustice  for  to  slaiiie. 

I  sc  comfort,  sayd  Cloudesle, 

Y^t  hope  1  well  to  fare, 
If  I  might  have  mv  hands  at  wvll 
'       Ryghi  lytic  wolde  I  care. 
Ttien  bespakc  gooll  Adam  Bell 

To  Clyni  of  the  Clough  so  free. 
Brother," se  ye  marke  the  justice  wel; 

Lo!  yonder  ve  may  him  see  : 

And  at  the  sherifc  shote  I  wyll 

Strongly  wyth  arrowc  kcne  ; 
A  better  shote  in  merj'  Carleile 

Thys  seven  yore  was  not  scne. 
Thev  loosed  their  arrowes  both  at  once, 

Of  no  man  had  thci  dread  ; 
Theonchyt  the  justice,  the  other  the  sheryftj 

That  both  theyr  sides  p;an  blede. 
All  men  voyded,  that  them  stooe  nye, 

"When  thejusticefeil  to  the  groui^de. 
And  the  sheiyf  fell  hyni  by; 

Eyther  had  his  dealhes  wounde. 
All  the  citizens  fast  gan  flye, 

Tiiev  durst  no  lenger  ;ibyde  : 
There  Iv^htly  they  loosed  t'iondesle, 

Wheie  he  with  roi)Cs  lay  tyde. 
Wvllyamsterte  to  an  ofticer  of  the  towne, 

liis'axe  fro  hys  hiuu!  he  wrongc. 
On  eche  syde  he  smote  '.hem  downe, 

Hym  ihuugiu  he  taryed  to  long. 
Wvll}-ara  saide  to  bis  brethren  two, 

Thys  day."  let  us  lyve  and  de, 
Ifever  yoi/have  nedc,  as  1  have  now. 

The  same  shall  yoa  finde  by  me. 
They  shot  so  well  in  that  lyde, 

Tiicyr  stringes  were  of  silke  ful  sure. 
That  they  kept  the  stretes  on  every  side  j 

Thatbatayle  did  long  endure. 
The  fought  together  as  brethren  tru, 

Lyke  hardy  men  and  l>olde. 
Many  a  man  to  the  ground  they  thruc. 

And  many  aherte  madecolde. 
But  when  their  arrowes  were  all  gon. 

Men  preced  to  them  full  fast. 
They  drew  their  swordes  then  anone. 

And  theyr  bowes  from  them  cast. 
Thev  wentcn  Ivghtlve  on  theyr  way, 

\\'ith  swordes  and  bucklers  round  j 
By  that  it  was  myd  of  the  day. 
They  made  mani  a  wound. 

There   was  many  a   nout-horne   In    Carleile 

And  the  belles' backward  did  ryng,  [blowen. 
Many  a  woman  sayde,  Alas ! 

And  many  theyr  handes  did  wryng. 
The  mavre  ofQirleile  fortb  was  com< 

Wyih  hym  a  full  great  route : 
These  yetnen  dredhim  full  sore, 

Of  tfieir  iyves  they  stode  in  doule. 


The  mayre  came  armed  a  full  great  p«cc. 

With  a  pollaxc  in  hys  hantlej 
Many  a  stroi  ;j;  man  wyih  him  was. 

There  in  that  stowrc*  to  standc. 

The  mnyrc  smot  at  Cloudc»lfe  with  hit  bil, 

Hys  bucler  he  brast  in  two. 
Full  many  ayemun  with  great  evyll. 

Alas !  they  cryed  tor  wo. 
Kecpe  we  the  gate-,  fast,  ih' y  bad. 

That  these  iravtours  thereout  not  go. 
But  a  I  for  nought  was  that  the  wrought. 

For  bofaste  they  downe  were  la\<Jc", 
Tyil  they  all  thre,  that  so  man fu 111  fought. 

Were  gotten  without,  abraide. 
Have  here  your  keys,  sayd  Adam  Bel, 

Myiif  ofljcf  I  here  forsake. 
And  yfyou  do  by  mv  counstil 

A  new  porter  3o  ye- make. 
He  threw  theyr  keys  at  theyre  heads. 

And  bade  them  well  to  ihryve. 
And  all  that  leiteth  any  ."»od  yeman 

To  com  and  comfort  lua  wyfe. 
Thus  be  these  good  yemen  gon  to  the  wod. 

And  lyghlly,  as  It'teon  lynde;  - 
The  lough  and  be  mery  in'theyre  mode, 

Theyr  foes  wer  ferr  behi?ul. 

And  when  thev  came  to  the  old  Engllshe  wotle. 

Under  the  trusty  tre. 
There  thev  found  bowes  full  good. 

And  arrowes  full  great  plentye. 

So  God  me  help,  sayd  Adam  Bell, 

And  Clyni  of  the  Clough  so  fre, 
I  would  we  were  in  mcfy  Carleile, 

Before  that  fayre  meyne. 

They  set  them  downe,  and  made  good  chcre. 

And  eate  and  dranke  full  well. 
A  second  fyt  of  ihe  wighty  veomen. 

Another  i  w)l!  \ov.  v/!;. 

2\irt  the  Third. 
As  r !    J  sat  in  Englyshe  wood. 

Under  tbegreen-  -  ode  tre, 
They  thought  they  heard  a  woman  wepe. 

But  her  they  mought  not  se. 
Sore  then  syghed  the  fayre  Alyce  : 

Tliat  ever  I  sawe  thys  daye! 
For  nowe  is  my  dere  husband  slayne: 

Alas !  and  well-a-way  1 
Might  I  have  spoke  with  his  dere  brethren. 

Or  with  eyther  of  them  twayne. 
To  shew  them  what  him  befell. 

My  heart  were  out  of  payne. 
Cloudcsl<i  walk'd  a  little  beside, 

Lookt  under  the  green-wood  llnde. 
He  was  wave  of  his  wife,  and  children  thre. 

Full  wo  in  harte  and  myude. 
Welcome,  wyf^',  then  sayd  Wyllyara, 

Under  this  trusti  tre: 
I  wonde  vcsterday,  by  swcete  saynt  John, 

Thou  ihyaiue  mc  never  have  3cc. 

«•   N'oiv 
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«*  Now  well  Is  nic  that  ye  be  here. 

My  harte  is  out  of  wo." 
Dame,  lie  savde,  be  mcry  and  glud. 

And  thankcmy  hretluen  two. 
Herof  to  S|>cakc,  said  Adam  Bell, 

I-wis  it  is  no  bole  : 
Themeate,  that  we  must  supp  wiihall. 

It  rimncth  yet  fast  on  fote. 
Then  went  they  downe  intoa  launde. 

These  noble  archares  thre; 
Eclie  of  them  slew  a  hart  ofgreece. 

The  best  that  they  cold  se. 
Have  here  the  bcsl,  Alvce.  my  wyfe, 

Say<le  Wyilyam  of  ('loudeslye  ; 
By  r:*use  ve  so  botildly  stode  by  me, 

'W'hcnl  was  slayne  full  nye. 
Then  went  they  totheyr  supperc 

'Wvth  sucho'nicate  as  they  had  ;  : 
And'thanked  God  of  their  {brtiuic 

They  were  both  mery  and  glad. 

And  when  thei  had  simped  well. 

Certain  wythouten  lease, 
Clondcsle  sayd,  We  wyll  to  our  kyng. 

To  get  us  a  charier  of  peace. 
Alvce  shal  be  at  our  sojournying 

In  a  nunnery  here  besydc  ; 
Mv  tow  sons  shall  wyih  her  go. 

And  there  they  shall  abyde. 

Mvnc  eldest  son  shall  go  wyth  me ; 

For  hvm  have  you  no  care; 
And  he  shall  brcng  vou  worde  agayn. 

How  that  we  all  do  fare. 

Th«is  be  these  ycmen  to  I-,ondon  gone. 

As  fast  as  thoy  might  he,* 
Tvll  they  came  to  the  kyng's  pallace. 

Where  they  would  ncdcs  be. 

And  whan  thcv  came  to  the  kyngcs  courte. 

Unto  the  pallace-gate. 
Of  no  man  wold  they  ask  no  leave. 

But  boldly  wenrt  in  thcrat. 

Tliev  preced  prestly  into  the  hall. 

Of  no  man  had  ihcy  drcade: 
The  porter  came  after,  and  dyd  them  call. 

And  with  them  gan  to  chydc. 

The  u^her  sayde,  Yemen,  what  would  ye  have? 

1  pray  you  tell  to  mc : 
You  mvght  thus  make  offycer»  shent  : 

Good  syrs,  of  whence  be  ye  ? 

Syr,  wc  l>c  out-lawes  of  the  forest 

Certaync  wilhoutcn  lease: 
And  heihcr  wc  be  cojne  to  our  kyng. 

To  get  us  a  charter  of  peace. 

And  whan  they  came  Iwfore  the  kyng. 
As  it  was  the  lawe  of  the  lande, 

The  kneled  downe  without  leltyng. 
And  oche  held  up  his  hand. 


The  sayed,  Lord,  we  bcchc  the  here. 

That  ve  will  graunt  us  p;race : 
For  we  have  slayne  your  fat  falow-dcre 

In  many  a  sundry  place. 
What  be  your  nams,  then  said  o«xr  kyng, 

Anone  that  you  tell  nie? 
Tliey  said,  Adam  Bell,  Clim  of  the  Clough, 

And  Wyilyam  of  noude8l^. 

Be  ye  those  theves,  then  sayd  our  kyng. 

That  men  have  tolde  of  to  me? 
Here  to  God  I  make  an  avowe. 

Ye  shall  be  hanged  all  thre. 

Ye  shal  be  dead  without  mercv. 

As  1  am  kvngc  of  this  lant^e. 
He  commandeih  his  otViccrs  every  on^i 

Fast  on  them  to  lay  hande. 

Tliere  thev  toke  these  go<^d  yemcn. 

And  arrested  them  all  thre: 
So  n^oj-  I  thryve,  said  Adam  Bell, 

Thys  game  lyUeth  not  me. 

But,  good  lorde,  we  besCT'he  you  now. 

That  yee  graunt  us  grace, 
Insomiiciie  as  frele  to  you  we  comrn, 

As  frele  fro  you  to  passe. 

With  such  weapons,  as  *ve  have  here, 

Tyll  we  be  out  of  your  place; 
And  yf  we  lyve  this  hundreth  yere. 

We  wyll  aske  you  no  grace. 
Ye  Speake  proudly,  sayd  the  kynge  ; 

Ye  shall  be  hanged  all  thro. 
That  were  great  pity,  then  said  the  qnenc. 

If  any  grace  niyght  be. 

My  lorde,  when  I  came  fyrst  into  this  lande 

To  be  yonr  wedded  \Nyfe, 
The  fyrst' borne  that  I  wold  aske. 

Ye  wold  graunt  it  me  belyfe  : 

And  I  never  asked  none  tyll  now  ; 

Then,  good  lorde,  graunt  it  me. 
Now  ask  it,  madanj,  said  the  kynge. 

And  grauntcd  it  shall  be. 

Then,  good  my  lord,  I  you  l>cs€che. 

These  yemen  graunt  ye  n»e. 
Madame,'yc  mvght  have  asked  aboone 

That  should  have  been  worth  them  all  three. 


Ye  myght  ha^x  asked  towrcs  and  townes, 

Paikes  and  forests  plcnte. 
But  none  soe  pleasant  lo  nxy  pay,  shee  saydj 

Nor  none  so  Icfc  to  me. 

Madame,  sith  it  is  your  desire, 

Your  asking  grauntcd  shal  be; 
B\U  I  had  Icrcr  have  geven  you 

Good  market  townes  thre. 

The  qucne  was  a  g)ad  woman. 

And  sayde,  Lord,  pran)arcye; 
I  dare  undertake  for  them 

Thai  true  men  thev  shal  be. 


IJic,  hasten. 


But, 
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But,  good  mvlord,  speke  some  mery  word, 

Tiiat  comfort  they  may  sc. 
I  graunt  you  grace,  then  sayd  our  kyng, 

VVashc,  felos,  and  to  meate  go  ye. 
They  had  not  setten  hut  a  vvhyle 

Certayne  without  Icsynge, 
There  came  messengers' out  of  the  north 

With  letters  to  our  kyng. 
And  whan  they  came  he  fore  the  kynge, 

Thev  knelt  downe  on  theyr  kne'; 
Sayd,  Lord,  your  oHiccrs  grele  you  well, 

OFCarleile  hi  the  north  cunt're. 
Hovvfareth  ray  justice?  sayd  the  kyng. 

And  mv  shcrifcalso? 
Syr,  they  be  shiync  without  leasynge. 

And  many  an  ofilcer  mo. 
^\*ho  hath  them  slayne,  sayd  the  kyng, 

Anone  thou  toil  to  me? 
*'  Adam  Bell,  and  Clim  of  theClough, 

And  Wyllyam  of  Cloudeslc." 
Alas  for  rewth !  then  sayd  our  kynge, 

Mv  hart  is  wonderous  sore  ; 
1  had  lever  than  a  thousande  pounde, 

1  had  known  of  thys  before  j 
For  I  have  graunted  them  grace. 

And  that'forthynketh  me: 
But  had  I  knowen  all  thys  before. 

They  had  been  hanged  all  thre. 
The  kyng  he  opened  the  letter  anone, 

Himselfe  he  red  it  thro'. 
And  founde  how  these  outlawes  had  slaine 

Thre  hundred  men  and  mo : 
Pyrst  the  justice,  and  the  sheryfe. 

And  the  mayre  ofCarleile  townc; 
Of  all  the  constables  and  catchipolles 

Alyve  were  scant  left  one. 
The  baylyes,  and  the  bedyls  heth^ 

And  the  sergeaunte  of  the  law. 
And  forty  fosters  of  the  fe. 

These  outlawes  had  yslaw : 
And  broke  his  parks,  and  slayne  his  dere; 

Of  all  they  chose  the  best ; 
So  pcrclous  out-lawes,  as  they  were. 

Walked  not  by  easte  or  west. 
\yhen  the  kyng  this  letter  had  red. 

In  harte  he  syghed  sore : 
Take  up  the  tables  anone  he  bad. 

For  1  may  eat  no  more. 
The  kvnfr  called  hys  best  archnrs 

To  the'buttes  with  him  to  go  : 
I  wyl  see  these  fclowes  shote,  he  sayd. 

In  the  north  have  wrought  this  wo. 
The  kvnges  bowmen  busk"et  them  blyve. 

And  the  queues  archers  also  ; 
So  dyd  these  thre  wyghtvc  yemen  ; 

With  them  they  thought  to  go. 
There  twise  or  thryse  they  shote  about. 

For  to  assay  theyr  liande ; 
There  was  no  shote  those  NTmen  shot 

That  any  prycke*  mysht  ttant^ 


Then  spake  Wvllyam  of  OoudcsW; 

By  hun  that  for  me  djcd, 
I  hold  him  lu-vcr  no  irood  archnr. 

That  shoieth  at  buttcs  so  wydc. 
**  At  what  a  buitc  now  wold  ye  sholr, 

I  pray  thee  tell  to  nic?" 
At  such  a  but,  syr,  he  sayd. 

As  men  use  in  my  connirc. 
Wvllyam  went  into  u  fyeld.  < 

With  his  two  brcthergne: 
riierc  ihcy  set  up  two  hasell  roddes 

Full  twenty  score  betwene. 
I  hold  him  an  archar,  said  Cloudeslc, 

That  yonder  wand  cleveih  in  tw(t. 
Here  is  none  suchc,  sayd  the  kyng. 

Nor  none  that  can  so  do. 
I  shall  assaye,  sir,  sayd  CloudcJy, 

Or  that  I  farther  go. 
Cloudcsly  with  a  bearyng  arowe 

Clave  the  wand  in  two. 
Thou  art  the  best  archer,  then  said  the  kiog. 

For  sot  he  that  ever  I  see. 
And  yet  for  your  love,  sayd  Wyllyam, 

I  wyll  do  more  mastery. 
I  have  a  sonne  is  seven  yeare  bide, 

lie  is  to  me  full  dcarc ; 
I  wyll  hvm    tve  too  stake; 

All  shall  sei  that  be  here; 
And  lay  an  apple  upon  hys  head. 

And  go  syxe  score  hym  fro. 
And  I  mv  selfe  with  a  broad  arow 

Shall  cleave  the  apple  in  two. 
Now  haste  tlie,  then  said  the  king. 

By  hvm  that  (fyed  on  a  tre, 
But'yf  thou  do  not,  as  thou  hast  sayde, 

Hanged  shalt  thou  he. 
And  thoil  touche  his  head  or  gowne, 

In  syc;ht  that  men  may  se, 
By  all  die  sayntes  that  be  in  heaven, 

I  shall  haiige  you  all  thre. 
That  I  have  promised,  said  Wyllyam, 

That  wyll  I  never  forsake. 
And  there  even  before  the  kynge 

In  the  earth  he  drove  a  stake: 
And  bound  thereto  hii  eldest  nonne. 

And  l)ad  hvm  stand  styll  thereat ; 
And  turned  ilic  childcs  face  him  fro. 

Because  he  should  not  stcrte. 
An  apple  upon  his  head  he  set. 

And  then  his  bowc  he  U  nt ; 
Svxc  score  paces  ihcy  were  out  mclc, 

'  And  thether  Cloucleslc  went. 
There  he  drew  out  a  fayr  brorle  arrowc, 

Hys  bowe  was  great  atul  longe ; 
He  set  that  arrowe  in  his  bowe. 

That  was  both  styfle  and  strougc- 
He  prayed  the  people  that  w.cr  there 

That"  they  all  still  wold  stand, 
For  he  that  shoteth  for  'inch  a  wagtr 

Behovcth  a  sled  last  h;ind. 


Mark. 
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Much  people  prayed  for  Cloudt 

That  his  lyfe  savttl  niyjjht  h(  ; 
And  whan  he  made  him  reUy  to  shotc. 

There  was  many  a  weeping  ce. 

But  Chnidesle  cleft  the  apple  in  twaine, 

'  His  Sonne  he  did  not  nee. 
Over  Gods  forbode,  sayde  the  kynge, 
That  thou  shold  shote  at  me. 

I  geve  ihee  eig^htene  pence  a  day. 

And  my  howe  shah  thou  here. 
And  overall  the  north  countrc 

1  make  the  ch\fe  rydore. 

And  I  thyrtene  pence  a  day,  said  the  r|ncne, 

Bv  GocI  and  by  my  fav ; 
Come  fechc  thv  payment  when  tliou  wyll. 

No  man  shall  say  the  nay. 

Wvllyam,  I  make  the  a  ueutleman 

Of  cloihyiis;,  and  of  fe: 
And  thy  two  brcathren,  yemen  of  my  chambre, 

For  they  are  so  semely  to  se. 

Your  Sonne,  for  he  is  tendre  of  ;i j^c. 

Of  my  wyne-seller  he  shall  he  : 
And  nhen  he  cometh  to  man's  i-.une. 

Shall  better  avaunced  be. 

And,  Wyllyam,  bring  to  me  your  wife. 

Me  longcth  her  sore  to  sej 
She  shall  be  my  chefe  gentlewoman. 

To  govern  my  nurserye. 

The  yemen  thanketh  them  courteously; 

To  some  bishop  wyl  we  wend, 
Of  all  the  synnes,  that  we  have  done. 

To  be  assoyi'd  at  his  hand. 

So  forth  be  pone  these  good  yemrn. 

As  fast  as  they  mi<2;hi  be; 
And  after  came  and  dwelled  wiih  the  kynge, 

And  dyed  good  men  all  three. 

Thus  cndcth  the  lives  of  these  pond  yemen. 

Cod  send  them  eternal  blysse, 
And  all  that  w  ith  a  hand-bowe  ^lintcih, 

That  of  heaven  thev  never  nus.'ie.    Amen. 


§  ion.  Sofifr.   Willow,  wiUr.w,  iniiow. 

It  is  from  the  followingstanzas  (l,,\t  Shakspeare 
has  taken  his  song  of  the  W  liiow,  in  his 
Oihellu,  A.  4.  *.  3.  though  sonn'uhat  varied, 
and  applied  by  him  to  a  female  character, 
lie  makes  Desdemona  introduce  it  in  this 
pathetic  and  aliectinp  manner: 

"  My  mother  had  a  maid  calPd  Bnrhnrie ; 
"  She  was  in  love;  and  he  she  lov'd  fdr'ook  her, 
"  Andsbeprov'dmad.  Mieliad  a  song-of  Willov,-, 
"  An  old  ihin-j; 'twas,  but  it  expressed  her  fortune; 
"  And  she  dyed  singing  it." 

POOR  soulc  sat  sighinK  under  a  sicamore 

O  willow,  willow,  willow  !  [tree, 

y>\  ith  his  hand  on  his  bo^om,  his  head  on  his 

O  willow,  willow,  willuwl  [knee: 

O  willow,  willow,  v.illow! 

Sing,  O  ihegrecDC  v.illow  shall  be  mv garland  ! 


A 


lie  sighed  in  his  singing,  and  after  each  grone, 

O  willow,  &c. 
I  am  dead  to  all  pleasure,  my  true  love  is  gone ; 

O  willow,  &c. 
Sing,  O  the  grecne  willow,  &c. 
My  love  is  turned  ;  untrue  she  doth  pro»c : 

O  willow,  &c. 
She  renders  me  nothing  but  hate  for  my  love. 

O  willow,  &c. 
Sing,  O  the  greene  willow,  &c. 
O  pittj^  me  (cried  he)  ye  lovers,  each  onej 

O  willow,  &c. 
Her  heart's  hard  as  marble,  she  rues  not  my 

O  willow,  &c.  [mone. 

Sing,  O  the  greene  willow,  &c. 
The  cold  streams  ran  bv  him,   his  eyes  wept 

O  willow,  Src.  [apace; 

The  salt  tears  fell  from  him,  which  drowmd 

O  willow,  &c.  [his  fact 

Singj^O  the  greene  willow,  &c. 
The  mute  binls  sat  by  him,  made  tame  by  his 

()  willow,  &:c,  [mones : 

The  salt  teatb  fell  from  him,  which  softened  tlic 

O  willow,  &:e.  [stones. 

Sing,  O  the  greene  willow,  &c. 
Let  nobody  blame  mo,  her  scornes  I  do  prove  ; 

O  willow,  &c. 
She  was  borne  to  be  faiic  ;  I  to  die  for  her  love. 

O  willow,  Arc. 
Sing,  O  the  greene  willow,  he. 

0  that  beauiv  should  harbour  a  heart  that's  so 
O  willow,  &:c.  [hard  I 

My  true  love  rejecting  without  all  regard. 

O  willow,  &:c. 
Sing,  O  the  greene  willow,  Arc. 
Let  love  no  more  boast  him,  in  palace  or  bowr  , 

O  willow,  ^'c. 
For  women  are  trothles,  and  flote  in  an  honre. 

()  willow,  Sec. 
Sinp;,  O  the  grecne  willow,  &:c. 
But  what  helps  complaining?  In  vain  I  com- 

Owillow,  &c.  [plain; 

1  nu\st  patiently  suffer  her  scorne  and  di^>aaitu 

()  willow,  8Jc. 
Sing,  O  the  greene  willow,  5:c. 
Come,  all  you  forsaken,  and  sit  down  by  mc 

O  willow,  ^'c. 
lie  that  'plaines  of  his  false  love,  mine's  falser 

O  willow,  &c.  [than  she. 

Sing,  O  liie  greene  willow,  &c. 
The  willow  wreath  weare  I,  since  my  love  did 

O  willow,  &c.  [fleet} 

A  sarlarul  for  lovers  forsaken  most  meele. 

O  willow,  &:c. 
Sing,  O  the  greene  willow  shall  be  my  garland  I 

Pari  the  Second. 
Lowe  lav'd  by  mv  sorrow,  begot  by  disdaine, 

i)  willow,  wilfow,  willow  ! 
Against  her  too  croell,  still,  still  I  complainc, 

O  willow,  willow,  willow  ! 

O  willowV  willow,  willow! 
Sing,  O  the  greene  willow  shall  be  my  garland! 

O  lovtf 
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O  love  too  injurious,  to  wound  ray  poor  heart ! 

O  willow,  &c. 
To  suffer  the  triumph,  and  joy  in  my  smart, 

O  willow,  &c. 
Sing,  O  the  grcene  willow,  kc. 

0  willow,  willow,  willow!  the  willow  garland, 
O  willow,  *fr.  * 

A  »igiit'  of  her  falsenesse  before  me  doth  stand: 

O  willow,  &c. 
Sing,  O  the  greene  willow,  8rc. 

As  here  it  doth  bid  to  dcspaire  and  to  dve, 

O  willow,  3cc. 
So  hanti;  it,  friends,  ore  me  in  grave  where  I  lye. 

O  willow,  &c. 
Sing,  O  the  grcene  willow,  &c. 

1  n  grave  where  I  rest  mee,  hang  this  to  the  view; 

O  willow,  &:c. 
Of  all  that  doe  know  her,  to  blaze  her  untrue. 

O  willow,  &c. 
Sing,  O  the  greene  willow,  &c. 

"With  these  words  engraven,  £»s  epitaph  meet, 

O  willow,  &c. 
*•  Here  lyes  oi^e,  drank  poyson  for  potion  most 

O  willow,  &c.  [sweet." 

Sing,  O  the  greene  willow,  &:c. 

Though  she  thus  unkindly  hath  scorned  my 

O  willow,  6(c.  [love. 

And  carelessly  smiles  at  the  sorrowes  I  prove  j 

O  willow,  he. 
Sing,  O  the  greene  willow,  8tc. 
I  cannot  against  her  unkindly  exclaim, 

O  willow,  &c. 
Cause  once  well  I  lov'd  her,  and  liouour'd  her 

O  willow,  &:c.  [name: 

Sing,  O  the  greene  willow,  &c. 

The  name  of  her  sounded  so  sweet  in  mineeare, 

O  willow,  Sec, 
Itrays'd  my  he;irt lightly,  thenameofmydeare, 

O  willow,  kc. 
Sing,  O  tlie  greene  willow,  &c. 
As  then  'twas  my  comfort,  it  nwv  is  my  griefc; 

O  willow,  Sec. 
It  now  brings  me  anguish,  then  brought  rncrc- 

O  willow,  &'c.  [liefe. 

Sing,  O  tlie  greene  willow,  &:c. 
Farcu'cll,  faire  false-hearted  ;  plaints  end  with 

O  willow,  willow,  willow  !  [my  breath  i 

Thou  dost  loath  me,  I  love  thee,  though  cause 

()  willow,  willow,  willow  !       [of  my  death. 

()  willow,  willow,  willow  ! 
Sing,  O  the  greene  willow  shall  be  my  garland  ! 


§107.     Barl-ara  Allen's  Cruelty. 

Ty  Scarlet  townc,  where  I  was  borne, 
-*  There  v^as  a  fair  maid  dwellin, 
!^ladc  every  youth  cryc,  ^'/el-av.'aye  ! 

Her  name  was  Bai-bara  Allen. 
All  in  the  raerrye  month  of  Maj-e, 

When  greene  buds  they  were  swellin. 
Young, Temmve Grove  on  his  death-bed  lay, 

ForloAC  of  Barbara  Alien. 


Ilesent  his  man  ur"^  ''  -  'I'-n. 

To  the  town  wh  ,  d  weUin } 

You  must  come  to  n  (u-arc, 

Giff  your  name  be  iJurbaw  Allcu. 
For  death  is  |uintcd  on  hi«  face. 

And  ore  his  harie  i<(  ttealin  :  ^ 
Then  haste  uway  to  comforl  him, 

O  lovely  Ikubara  Allen. 
Though  death  be  printed  on  liis  face. 

And  ore  his  harte  is  stcalin: 
Vet  liiile  better  shall  he  bcc 

For  bonny  Barbara  Allen. 
So  slowly,  slowly,  she  cauie  up. 

And  slowly  she  came  nve  hiin  ; 
And  all  shesay'd,  when  there  >lie  came, 

Voung  man,  1  think  y'rejlying. 
He  turn'd  his  fuce  unto  herstf.'^it, 

With  dcadlve  sorrow  sighingj 

0  lovely  maid,  come  pity  mci-, 
Ime  on  my  death-bed  lying. 

If  on  your  dealh-bed  vou  doe  Ivc, 
VVhat  needs  the  tale  y<»u  are  tellin  ? 

1  cannot  keep  you  from  your  death  ; 

Farewell,  savd  Barbara  Allen. 
He  turned  his  face  unto  the  wall. 

As  deadly  pangs  he  fell  in  :    - 
Adieu !  adieu  I  adieu  to  you  ail ! 

Adieu  to  Barbara  Allen  ! 
As  she  was  walking  ore  the  fields, 

She  heard  the  bells  a  knellin  ; 
And  every  stroke  did  seem  to  save, 

Unworihye  Barbara  Allen. 
She  turned  her  bodye  round  about. 

And  spied  the  corpse  a  coming: 
Laye  down,  lave  downe  the  corps,  she  sayd. 

That  1  may  look  upon  him. 
With  scornful  eve  she  looked  dov/nc. 

Her  cheek  with  laughter  swellin  ; 
Whilst  all  her  friends  crved  out  amaine, 

Unworthy  Barbara  Allen. 
When  he  was  dead,  and  laid  in  grave. 

Her  h;\rte  was  struck  with  sorrowc, 
0  mother,  mother,  make  my  bed, 

For  I  shall  dye  to  morrowe. 
Ilard-hurted  creature,  him  to  slight. 

Who  loved  me  so  dearlye  : 
O  that  I  had  been  more  kind  to  him, 

W^hen  he  was  alive  and  neare  me  ! 
She,  on  her  death-bed  as  she  laye, 

Beg'd  to  be  buried  by  him  ; 
And  sore  repented  ofthedavc 

That  she  did  ere  denye  him. 
Farewell,  she  suid,  ye  virgins  all. 

And  shun  the  fault  I  fell  in  ; 
Ilenceforih  take  warning  by  the  fall 

Of  cruel  Barbara  Allen. 


§  109. 


The  FruUcksome  Duke,  or  the  Tinher't 
flood  Fortune. 
The  following  ballad  i&  upon  the  tame  subject 
as  the  Induction  to  Shakspeare's  Taming  of  the 
Shrew :  whether  it  may  be  thought  to  have 
suggested  the  hint  to  the  dramatic  poet,  or  is  not 
ratheriof  later  date,  the  reader  must  determine. 
SO  .      The- 
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The  $ton'  U  told  of  Philip  the  fiood,  Dulcc  of lAnd  the  chamberlain  bare  (hen  did  likewise 
Burgundy  ;  and  is  thus  related  f.f  ;in  old  Enj^-  declare, 

lish  writer :   •  The  said  Duke,  at  the  marriage  J  Je  desired  to  know  what  apparel  he  'd  wear  : 
of  Elconora,  sister  to  the  King  of  Fortugall.  Xhe  jxoor  linker,   ama//d,  on   the  gcntlenuui 


of 
at  Bruges  in  llanders,  which  was  solemnized 
'in  the  dcepe  of  winter;  when  a^  by  reason  of 
unseasonabJf  weather  he  could  neitheir  hawlce 
nor  hunt,  and  was  now  tired  with  cards,  dice, 
&c.  and  sucli  other  domestick  ?;ports,  or  to  see 
Indies  dance;  with  some  of  his  courtiers,  he 
would  in  the  evening  walke  dis;^ui,~cd  all  about 
the  towne.  It  so  fortuned,  as  hi'  was  walking 
late  one  night,  he  found  a  count:  v  fellow  dead 
drunkc,  snorting  on  a  bulk";  h.  ciused  his 
followers  to  bring  him  to  his  nl  ice,  and  there 
stripping  him  of  his  old  cjothes,  and  attyring 
him  after  the  ctmrt  fashion,  when  he  wakened, 
he  and  they  were  all  ready  to  attend  upon  his 
excellency,' and  persuade  him  that  he  was  some 

ffrcat  duke.  The  poor  fellow,  admiring  how 
jc  came  there,  was  served  in  st.ue  all  day  long  : 
after  supper  he  saw  them  dance,  heard  musicke, 
and  all  the  rest  of  those  court-like  pleasures: 
but  late  at  nit;ht,  when  he  wa>  well  tipled, 
and  again  fast  asleepe,  they  put  on  his  old  robei, 
and  so  conveyed  him  to  the  place  where  they 
first  found  him.  Now  the  fellow  had  not  made 
them  so  good  sport  the  dav  befoi  e,  as  he  did 
now,  when  he' returned  to  "himself:  all  the  jest 
W'as  to  see  how  he  looked  upon  it.  In  conclu- 
sion, afrer  some  little  admiration,  the  poor  man 
told  his  friends  he  had  seen  a  vision  :  constantly 
believed  it ;  would  not  otherwise  be  persuaded, 
and  so  the  jest  ended."  Burton's  Anatomy  of 
Melancholy,  pt.  2.  sect.  2.  memb.  4.  2d  ed. 
1624.  fol. 

"VTow  as  fomedoes  report,  a  young  duke  kee|M> 

-*^^         a  court. 

One  that  pleases  his  fancy  with  frol>cksomc 

sj)ort : 
But  among  all  the  rest,  here  is  one,  I  protest. 
Which  will  make  you  to  smile  w  hen  you  hear 

the  true  jest.  [^Tound, 

A  poor  tinker  he  found  lyins;  rlruiiK  on  the 
As  secure  in  a  sleep  as  if  he  laid  in  a  suound. 

The  duke  said  to  his  men,  William,  Richard, 

and  Ben,  [him  then. 

Take  him  iu>mc  to  my  palace,  w  c'll    port  with 

0*er  a  horse  he  was  laid,  and  with  care  yoou 

convcy'd 
To  the  palace,  altho'  he  was  ponrlv  arrny'd  : 
Then  they  stript  oil' his  clothes,  both  hib  shirt, 

hhoca,  and  hose. 
And  they  put  hiin  to  bed  for  to  take  his  repose. 

Having  puli'd  oflf  his  shirt,  which  was  all  over 
dirt,  [i^reathurt: 

Theydid  give  him  clean  Hollaod,  which  was  no 
Qn  a  bed  of  soft  down,  like  a  lord  of  renown, 
They  did  lay  hiu»  to  sleep  the  drink  out  of  his 

crown. 
In  the  morninrj  when  dav,  then  admiring  he  lay. 
For  to  see  the  rich  chamber  both  gaudy  and  gay. 

Now  he  lay  something  late,  in  his  rich  bed  of 

state,  [did  wait  ; 

Till  at  !ast  knights  and  squires  they  on  him 


Kaz'd, 
And  admired  how  he  to  his  honour  was  rais'd. 
Tho'  he  seem'd  somtnhing  mute,  yet  he  chose 

a  rich  suit,  '          [pute; 

Which  he  straitwaysptU  on  without  longer  dis- 
With  a  star  on  each  side,  which  the  tinker  oft 

eyed,  [pride; 

And  it  seemed  for  to  swell  him  no  liltle  with 
For  he  sttid  to  himself,  W'herc  is  Joan  my  sweet 

wife? 
Sure  she  never  did  see  me  so  fine  in  her  life. 

From  a  convenient  place  the  right  duke  his 

good  grace 
Did  observe  his  behaviour  in  every  case. 
To  a  garden  of  state  on  the  linker  they  wait. 
Trumpets  sounding  before  him;  thought  he, 

this  is  great : 
Where  an  hour  or  two  pleasant  walks  he  did 

view,  [blue. 

With  commanders  and  sr|ui res  in  scarlet  and 

A  fine  dinner  was  drest,  both  for  him  and  his 

guests. 
Me  was  pinc'd  at  the  table  above  all  the  rest, 
In  a  rich  chair  or  bed,  lin'd  wiili  fii^e  crimson 

red, 
With  a  rich  p:oldcn  canopy  over  his  head  : 
As  he  sat  at  his  meat,  the"  music  plav'd  sweet. 
With  the  choicest  of  singing  his  joys  to  com- 
plete. 

While  the  tinker  did  dine,  he  had  plenty  of 

wine. 
Rich  canary  and  sherry,  and  tent  superfine. 
Like  a  right  honest  soul,  faith,  lie  took  utf  his 

bowl. 
Till  at  last  he  began  for  to  tumble  and  roll 
From  his  chair  to  the  lloor,  where  he  sleeping 

did  snore. 
Being  seven  times  drunker  than  ever  before. 
Then  the  duke  did  ordainc,  they  should  strip 

him  amain. 
And  restore  him  his  old  leather  garments  again: 
'Twas  a  |)oint  nc.\t  the  worst)  yet  perform  it 

they  must.  [him  at  first , 

And  they  carried  hiin  straight  where  they  found 
Then  he  slept  all  the  nij^lii,  as  indeed  well  li' 

might;  [fiighi. 

But  when  he  did   Waken  his  joys  took  the  it 
For  his  glory  to  him  so  pleasant  did  seem. 
That   he  ilioucht  it  to  l)e  but  a  mere  golden 

dreanV;  [where  he  sotiglii 

Till  at  length  he  was  brought  to  the  duke, 
For  a  pardon,  as  fearing  he  d  set  him  at  noiighi; 
But  his  highness  he  said,  Thou'rt  a  jolly  bold 

blacTe, 
Such  a  frolic  before  I  think  never  was  play'd. 

Then  his  highness  bespoke  him  a  new  suit  ant| 

cloak,  -  fjokc; 

Which  he  gave  for  the  sake  ofthisfrolicjtsomo 

Nay, 
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and  five  hundred  pound,  with  ten  acres 

of  ground:  [r«>nnd, 

Thou  slialt  never,  said  ho,  range  the  counk'ries 
<'rying  old  brass  to  mend,  for  I'll  he  thv  goo<l 

friend,  [attend. 

Nay,  and  Joan  thy  sweet  wife  shall  my  duchess 
Then   the  tinker  rtphed,    VVliat!   must  Joan, 

my  sweet  hride. 
Be  a  lady,  in  chariots  of  plensurcto  ride? 
Must  wf  htive  gold  and  hind  ev'ry  day  jitcoui' 

uiand  i 
Then  I  sliall  he  a. squire  I  well  understand  : 
AVcU,  I  thank  yotir  good  grace,  and  your  love 

J  ei|)bra<c; 
I  tv&s  never  before  in  so  happy  a  case. 

§  109.     Soni^.      J>ca//i's  fiial  CoiKjucsf. 
These  fine  moral  stanzas  \ver«  originally  iiucnded 
for  a  solenui  funeral  song  iu  a  play  -of   James 
Shirley's,  intitled,  "  The    Contention  of  i\jax 
"  and   Ulysses."   Shirley  flourished  as  a  drama- 
tic vvriter'eHtly  in  the  ve\g\\  of  Charles  I.  but  he 
outlived  the  restoration.    His  death  liappeued 
Oct.  2:5,  16'6(),  a-t.  7'J.     It  is  laid  to  have  been  a 
favourite  song  with  King  Charles  11. 
♦T^HR  glories  of  our  birth  and  state 
^    Arc  shadows,  not  substantial  things^ 
There  is  no  armour  against  fate  : 
Death  lays  his  icy  hands  on  kings : 
Sceptre  and  crown 
Must  tumbledown, 
And  in  the  dust  be  equal  made 
\\  ith  the  poor  crooked  scvthe  and  spade, 
fsomc  rncn  with  swords  may  reap  the  field, 

And  plant  fresh  laurels  vvhcre  they  kill ;      ' 
But  their  strong  nerves  at  last  must  yield. 
They  tame  but  one  anoiher  still. 
Karly  or  late 
They  stoop  to  falc. 
And  must  give  up  their  inurmurlng  breath. 
When  they,  pale  captives,  creep  to  death. 
The  garlands  wither  on  your  brow, 

Then  boast  no  more  your  mighty  deeds, 
Uj>on  death's  purple  altar  now 

See  where  the  victor  victim  bleeds  ' 
All  heads  must  come 
To  the  cold  tomb: 
Only  the  actions  of  the  just 
Smell  sweet,  and  blossom  in  the  dust. 


§  1  10.      Song.  S.MOLLET. 

'T'o  fix  her — Iwereatask  as  vain 
-*•    To  count  the  April  dro|)S  of  rain. 
To  SOW  in  Afric's  barren  soil. 
Or  tempests  hold  within  a  toil. 
I  know  it,  friend,  she'slighlasair. 
False  as  the  fowler's  artful  snare  ; 
inconstant  as  the  passing  winvl. 
As  winter's  dreary  frost  unkind. 
She's  such  a  miser  too  in  love, 
Jis  joys  she'll  neither  share  nor  prove  ; 
Tho*  hundred  of  gallants  await 
From  her  victorious  eves  their  fate 


Blushing  at  such  inginriotH  rvigif, 
1  sometimes  strive  to  break  hercluiin  ; 
NIv  reason  summon  to  mv  aid, 
Resolve  no  more  lobe  bctray'd. 

Ah,  frieiid!  'tis  hut  a  sliort-liv'd  tr:incr, 
DiblK-II'd  by  oiu"  enchanting  elancc ; 
She  need  hut  look, and  I  coiycs* 
Thost  looksxompleiely  cur»corblc>9. 
So  soft,  $0  elegant,  90  fair. 
Sure  sonic  thing  more  than  human's  iherr  : 
I  nmst  submit,  fox  strife  is  vain  ; 
'Twas  destiny  that  forg'd  the  chain. 


§111.     Song.      Gilderuij.  '. 

He  was  a  famous  robber,who  lived  alMnit  the  mid* 

die  of  the  last  century;   if  w  ■  -  ••  . 

histories  and  story-books  of  hi, 

rei.ue  many  improbable  feat*  c' 

bin;^  Cardinal  Richelieu,  Oliver  Cioniweil,  otc. 

But  these  stories  have  probably  no otlier autho« 

rity  tlian  the  records  of  Grub-street. 
r>  iLiii.ROY  was  a  bonnie  boy, 
^^  Had  roses  tuU  his  shooiu-, 
Jlis  stockings  were  of  silken  ?oy, 

\Vi'  garters  hanging dounw  : 

was,  1  weene,  a  comelie  siglrt. 

To  see  sae  trim  a  boy  ; 
He  was  my  joy  and  heart's  deliglit. 

My  handsome  Gilderoy. 

Oh !  sike  twc  charmiivg  cen  he  had« 

A  breath  as  sweet  as  rose; 
He  never  ware  a  Highland  plaid, 

liut  costly  silken  clotliLS. 
He  gain'd  the  hive  of  ladies  gay, 

Nane  cir  tull  him  was  cov. 
Ah  1  wae  ismce!  1  mourn  the  day. 

For  my  dear  Gilderoy. 

My  Gilderoy  and  1  were  born 

Baiih  in  one  touu  together; 
W'c  scant  were  seven  years  beforn 

V\'c  gan  to  luve  each  other ; 
Our  daddies  and  our  mninniies  thay 

Were  fiJl'd  wi'  mickle  joy. 
To  tiiiiik  upon  the  l)ridal  uay     j 

'U'wixt  me  and  Gilderoy. 

For  Gilderoy,  that  luve  of  mine, 

Gudc  faith,  I  froely  bought 
A  wedding  sark  of  Holland  fine 

W'i'  silken  flowers  wrought : 
And  he  gied  me  a  wedding  ring. 

Which  I  receiv'd  with  joy, 
Nae  lad  nor  lassie  cir  could  siug 

Li'vc  me  and  Gilderoy. 

Wi*  mickle  joy  we  spent  our  prime. 

Till  we  were  Uiiih  sixteen. 
And  aft  we  past  the  langsonic  time 

Among  the  leaves  sae  green  : 
Aft  on  the  banks  we'd  sU  us  thair. 

And  sweetly  kiss  and  toy; 
Wi'  garlands  gay  wad  deck  nty  hair  .  j 

My  bandsoaie  Gilderoy.  *  ^ 
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Oh  !  that  he  still  had  been  content 

Wi*  me  10 lead  his  life; 
But,  ah !  his  manTu'  heart  was  bent 

To  stir  in  ftais  of  strife  ! 
And  he  in  many  a  venturous  deed 

Hiscoura;^e  Cauld  wad  try; 
And  now  this  p;ars  mine  heart  to  bleed 

For  my  dcarOilJcToy. 

And  when  of  me  his  Icav*^  he  tuik. 

The  tears  they  wet  mine  ee ; 
I  ga\'e  tnll  him  a  parting  luik, 

"  My  benison  gang  wi'thee  ! 
God  ?pecd  thee  wtii.mine  ain  dear  lu.irt. 

For  ganc  ii  all  my  joy ;  . 
Mv  heart  is  rent,  sitli  we  maun  part. 

My  handsome  Cildcroy!" 

?.Iy  GilJeroy,  baith  far  and  near. 

Was  ftar'tl  in  ev'ry  loan. 
And  bauldly  bear  away  the  gear 

Ofmany  a  lawland  loun  : 
Isanccir  durst  meet  him  man  to  man. 

He  was  sac  brave  a  boy ; 
At  length  wi'  numbers  lie  was  lane. 

My  winsome  Gilderoy. 

Wac  worth  the  loun  that  made  the  laws. 

To  hang  a  man  for  gear. 
To  'reave  of  life  for  ox  or  ass, 

Forsheep,  or  horse,  or  mare: 
Had  not  their  laws  been  made  sae  !:t!irk, 

I  ncir  had  lost  my  joy  ; 
Wi'  sorrow  neir  had  wat  my  cheek 

For  my  dear  Gilderoy. 

Giff  Cilderoyhad  done  amissc. 

He  nioupht  hae  banishi  been 
Ah,  what  ^ai^  crutlry  is  this, 

To  hang  sikc  tiandsome  men  ! 
To  hang  the  flow«r  o'  Scottish  land. 

Sac  sweet  and  fair  a  boy  ; 
Nae  lady  had  so  white  a  hand 

As  thee,  my  Gilderoy. 

Of  Gilderoy  sae  fraid  they  were, 

They  boimd  him  mickie  strong, 
Tull  Kdcnburrow  ihey  led  him  liuilr. 

And  on  a  gallows  hung: 
They  hung  him  high  aboon  the  rest, 

He  was  so  trim  a  boy : 
Thair dyed  the  youth  whom  I  loed  btst. 

My  handsome  Gilderoy. 

Tlius  having  yielded  up  his  breath, 

I  bare  his  corpse  away; 
Wi'  tears,  that  trickledfor  his  death, 

I  washt  his  conielye  clay ; 
And  si  her  in  a  grave  sac  dorp 

I  laid  the  dear-lucd  boy, 
And  nov/  for  evir  maun  1  weep 

My  vvmsOmc  Gilderoy. 


§  il2      iSonf!.     Bri/an  and  Pirrenc,  a  W(:t- 
Jndian  Ballad,  J'oiinded    on   a   real  yatf 


that  happened  in  the  Island  of  Sf.  Chris- 

tophcr's.  (iRAlNGEH. 

'pHE  north-cast  wind  did  briskly  blow, 
■^      The  ship  was  s;ifely  moor*(f; 
Youn^  Bryan  thoup:hi  tlie  boat's  crew  slow. 
Ana  so  feap'd  over-board. 

Pereene,  the  pride  of  Indian  dairies. 

His  heart  lon^  held  in  thrall; 
And  whoso  his  iniijatiericc  blauii/u^ 

I  wot  ne'er  lov'J  ai  all. 

A  long  long  year,  one  month  and  day, 

He  dwelt  on  English  land  ; 
Nor  once  in  ihoiiglu  or  deed  would  stray, 

Tho'. ladies  sought  ins  hand. 

For  Bryan  he  was  tall  and  strong, 
JViglit  blythes(»mc  roll'd  his  cen  ; 

Sweet  was  his  voice  whene'er  he  sung  • 
He  scant  had  twenty  seen. 

But  who  the  countless  charms  can  draw, 

Tlwu  grac'd  his  mistress  true  ? 
Such  charms  the  old  world  seldom  saw. 

Nor  oft,  I  ween,  the  new. 

Her  raven  hair  plays  round  her  neck. 

Like  tendrils  of  ihc  vine; 
Her  checks  red  tlewy  rose-buds  deck. 

Her  eyes  like  diamonds  shine. 
Soon  as  his  wcll-kno\\  n  sliip  she  spied, 

Shf  cast  her  weeds  away ; 
And  to  the  palmy  shore  she  hied. 

All  in  her  best  army. 

In  sea-green  silk  so  neatly  clad 

She  there  impatient  stood; 
The  crew  w  iih  wonder  saw  the  lad 

Repel  the  foaming  flood. 

Her  hands  a  handkerchief  displjy'd, 

Wiiich  he  at  [)ariing  gave ; 
Well  pleas'd  the  token  he  survey 'd. 

And  manlier  bent  the  wave. 

Her  fair  companions  one  and  all 

Rejoicing  crowd  the  straftd  ; 
For  now  her  lo\er  snam  in  ciill, 

And  almost  touch'd  the  land. 

Then  thro'  the  white  surf  did  she  basic. 

To  clasp' her  lovely  swain  ; 
When,  ah  !  a  shark  bit  through  his  waist: 

His  heart's  blood  died  the  main! 

He  shriek'd!  his  half  sprang  from  the  wave. 

Streaming  with  purple  gore; 
And  soon  it  found  a  living  grave, 

And,  ah  I  was  scvn  no  more. 

Now  haste",  now  haste,  ye  maids,  I  pray. 

Fetch  water  from  the  r-pring : 
She  falls,  she  swoons,  she  dies  away, 

And  soon  her  kucll  they  ring. 

Now  each  May-moining  round  her  tomb, 

Vc  fair,  fresh  flowrets  strew  ; 
So  mav  your  lovers  scape  his  dron:, 

Her  liclplesb  fate  ccape  you  ! 

§   113. 
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§  113.  SonfT.  Gentle  River',  gentle  River. 
Translated  fiur.i  the  Spunhli.         PtRCY. 

Although  the  Enj^lisli  are  romarkiMe  for  the 
number  and  variety  qf  their  ancient  ballads,  and 
retain  perhaps  a  greater  fondness  for  these  old 
simple  rhipsodies  of  their  anccotors  thin  mo»t 
other  nations,  th'.'V  arc  not  the  only  people  who 
hnve  distintj^uished  themselves  by  compositions 
of  tliii  kind.  The  Spaniards  have  great  multi- 
tudes of  them,  many  of  which  are  of  the  hi.^h- 
Cit  merit.  Tiicy  call  them  in  their  lanijuage, 
Romances.  Moot  of  them  relate  to  their  con- 
flicts with  the  Moors,  and  disjilay  a  spirit  of 
gtllantry  peculiar  to  that  romantic  people.  Th^ 
two  following  are  specimens.    • 

/^ENTLK  river,  gentle  river, 
^^  Lo,  iliystrcaiMi  are  stain'd  with  gore  ; 
Many  a  brave  and  noble  captain 
Floats  alonp,  t!)y  willow'd  shore. 

All  beside  thy  limpid  waters. 

All  beside  thy  sands  so  bright 
Moorish  Chiefs  and  Christian  Warriors 

J.oin'd  in  fierce  and  mortal  rt<^hl. 

Lords  and  dukes,  and  noble  princes. 

On  thy  fatal  banks  were  slain  : 
Fatal  banks  that  g.ive  to  slancjluer 

All  the  pride  and  lloAv'r  of  Spain. 

There  the  hero,  brave  Alon^o, 

Full  of  wounds  and  glory  died ; 
There  the  fearless  Urdiales 

Fell  a  victim  by  his  side. 


Lo 


herevondcr  Don  Saavedra 


Thro'  ihcir  squadrons  slow  retires ; 
Proud  Seville,  his  native  city. 
Proud  Seville  his  worth  acl  mi  res. 

Close  behind  a  rencgado 

Loudly  shouts,  with  taunting  cry  : 
Yield  thee,  yield  thee,  Don  Saavedra  ! 

Dost  ihoii  from  the  battle  fly  ? 
Well  1  know  thee,  haughty  Christian, 

Long  I  liv'd  beneath  thy  roof  j 
Oi"t  I've  in  the  lists  of  glory 

Seen  thee  win  the  prtze  of  proof. 

Well  I  know  thy  aged  parents, 

Well  thy  blooming  brida  I  know; 
Seven  years  I  was  thy  caplive. 

Seven  years  of  pain  and  woe. 
^lav  our  prophet  grant  my  wishes, 

liauglitv  chief,  thou  shalt  be  mine  : 
Thou  shall  drink  that  cup  of  sorrow 

Which  I  drank  when  1  was  thine. 
Like  a  lion  turns  the  wzTTTT'^r, 

Back  he  sends  an  angry  glare  : 
Whizzing  came  the  Mo;)rish  javelin. 

Vainly  whiz/ing  thro'  tlie  air. 

Back  the  hero  full  of  fury 

Sent  a  deep  and  mortal  wound  : 
Instant  sunk  the  renciado 


With  a  thousand  Moors  surroundfd, 
Hravc  Sa:n  cdra  stands  nt  bay  : 

Wearied  out,  but  never  daunted. 
Cold  at  length  the  warrior  lay. 

N'car  him  fighting,  creat  .-Xlonzo 
.Stout  resists  the  Pa)  nitn  bands  ; 

From  his  slaughtct'd  steed  dismounted, 
Firmintrench'd  behind  liim  stands. 

Furious  press  the  hostile  squadron. 
Furious  he  repels  ihcir  raj^c  r 

Loss  of  blood  at  lcnp;h  enfeebles : 
Who  can  war  with  thousands  wage  I 

Where  yon  rock  the  plain  o'cr-4iadow$. 
Close  beneath  its  foot  retir'd. 

Fainting  sunk  the  bleeding  hero, 
And  without  a  groan  expir'd. 


Mute  and  lifeless  on  the  ground. 

*  Alia  is  the  Mahomet  m  name  of  God. 
.  S  OS 


§114.     Aleanzor  andZa'uUi,  a  Mcerish  Tale: 
imitated  from  the  Upauish.         Percy. 

CoFTLY  blow  the  evening  braezes, 
•^  Sfifily  fail  the  dews  of  night; 
Yonder  walks  the  Moor  Aleanzor, 

Shunning  ev'ry  glare  of  light.     . 
In  von  palace  lives  fair  Zaida, 

Whom  he  loves  with  tlame  so  pure  : 
Loveliest  she  of  Moorish  lailies. 

He  a  young  and  noble  Moor. 
Waiting  for  ih'  appointed  minute. 

Oft  he  paces  to  and  fro : 
Stopping  now,  now  movii»g  forwards. 

Sometimes  quick,  and  sometimes  slow. 

Hope  and  fear  alternate  tease  him. 

Oft  he  sighs  with  heartfelt  care. 
Soe,  fond  youth,   to  yonder  window 

Softly  steps  the  tim'rous  fair. 
Lovely  seems  the  moon's  fair  lustre 

To  the  lost  benighted  swain. 
When,  all  silvery  i)right  slic  rises. 

Gilding  mountain,  grove,  and  plsua. 

Lovely  seems  t!ic  sun's  full  glory 

To  the  fainting  seaman's  eyes. 
When,  some  horrid  storm  dispersing. 

O'er  the  wave  his  rvidianco  flics : 
But  a  thousand  times  more  lovely 

To  her  longing  lover**  sight. 
Steals  half-seen  the  beauteous  maiuca 

Thro"  the  giimmering-i  of  ihc  iii;jht. 

Tip-toe  stands  the  anxious  lover, 
Uhisperin;^  forth  a  gentle  si^h  : 

Alia*  keep  i.^ee,  lovely  lady! 
Tell  me,  A\n  1  dooni'd  to  die? 

Is  it  true  the  dreadful  story, 

Which  thy  damsel  tell.-^'my  page. 
That,  seduc'd  bv  sordi4"chc3, 
Thou  wilt  sell  thy  blooui  to  age  ? 


An 
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An  old  lord  from  Antlqucra 

Thy  stern  father  hrings  along; 
Biu  canst  thou,  uiconsiant  Zaida, 

Thus  consent  niv  love  to  wrong  ? 

If 'lis  true,  now  plainly  tell  me. 

Nor  thus  triHe  u  itii  my  woes  ; 
Hide  not  then  from  me  the  secre". 

Which  tlie  world  so  clearly  kn  )^\  s. 

Deeply  sigh'd  the  conscious  maiden. 
While  the  pearly  tears  descend  ; 

Ah !  my  lord,  too  true  the  story  ; 
Here  our  tender  loves  must  end. 

Onr  fond  friendship  is  discovcr'd, 
Well  arc  known  our  mutual  vows ; 

All  my  friends  are  full  of  fury; 
Storms  of  passion  shake  the  house. 

Threats,  reproaches,  fears,  surround  mej 

JSIv  stern  father  hreaks  my  heart  ; 
'Alia  Icnows  how  dear  it  costs  me, 

Gcn'rnu3  youth,  from  thee  to  part. 
Ancient  wounds  of  hostile  furv 

l.ong  have  rent  our  house  and  thine  ; 
Wliy  then  did  thv  shininu;  merit 

Win  this  tender  heart  of  mine  ? 

Well  thou  know'st  how  dear  1  lo\'d  thee. 

Spite  of  all  their  hateful  pride. 
Though  I  fear'd  my  haughty  father 

Ne'er  would  let  me  he  thy  hride. 
Well  thou  know'st  what  cruel  cliidings 

Oft  I've  from  my  mother  home, 
"SA  hat  I've  sutlcrdlierc  to  meet  thee 

Still  at  eve  and  early  morn. 

I  no  longer  may  resist  them  ;. 

All  to  force  my  hand  combine  ; 
AntI  to-morrf)w  to  thy  rival 

This  weak  frame  I  must  resign. 

Yet  think  not  thy  faithful  Zaida 

Cati  survive  so  great  a  wrong ; 
"^^  ell  njy  hreakiujr  heart  assuri>  iiu 

That  my  woes  will  not  be  lor.:;. 

Fare'wel  then,  my  dear  Alcanzorl 
Farcwel  loo  Hiy  life  wiih  thee ! 

Take  this  seal  f,  a  parting  token  ; 
When  thou  wear'si  it  think  on  nic. 

Soon,  lov'd  youth,  wmie  worthier  maiden. 

Shall  reward  thy  gen'rous  truth  ; 
Sometimes  tell  her  how  thv  Znida 

Died  for  thee  in  priiiie  of  youili. 

To  him,  all  ama/.'d,  confounded, 

Thus  she  did  her  woes  imp:^rt  ; 
Deep  he  sigh'd  ;  thcH  cried,  ()  Zaida, 

Do  not,  do  not  break  my  luari ! 
Canst  thou  think  1  thus  will  lose  thee; 

Canst  thou  hold  mv  love  so  small  ? 
No!  4  thousand  tinu's  I'll  ueribh  ! 

My  curst  rival  loo  slii^I  tali. 

Canst  thou,  wilt  ihou,  yield  thus  to  thorn? 

()  hreiik  forih,  and  flv  to  me! 
This  fond  heart  shall  bleed  to  save  thee. 

These  fond  urm;»  ihall  &lieilcr  thc«. 


'Tis  in  vain,  in  vain,  Alcanzor, 
Spies  surround  me,  bars  secure: 

Scarce  I  steal  this  last  dear  moment, 
Wlijle  my  damsel  keeps  the  door. 

Hark,  I  hear  my  fiuher  storming  ! 

Hark,  1  hear  my  mother  chide  I 
I  ujust  go;  farewel  forever! 

Gracious  Alia  be  thy  guide ! 


§1 


Ki   c    F^irard  IF.  t 
lamtcorlh. 


<I    tl.r  Timnrr  r  t 


r\  suiiinu  r  lime  when  leaves  grow  grecue, 
*  And  blossoms  bedetl;c  the  tree, 
King  lulward  wolde  a  hunting  ryde, 

SoHJUJC  pastime  for  to  see. 
With  hawke  and  hounde  he  made  him  bownc; 

With  home,  and  eke  with  bowe  ; 
To  Dravton  liasset  lie  took  his  waye, 

Willi  all  his  lordes  a  rowe. 

And  rre  had  ridden  ore  dale  and  downc 

\\\  eight  oVlocke  in  the  dav. 
When  he  was  ware  of  a  bold  tanner. 

Come  ryding  along  the  wa}e. 

A  fayre  russet  coat  the  tanner  had  on 

Fast  buttoned  vmder  his  chin  ; 
And  under  him  a  good  cow-hide. 

And  a  mare  of  four  shilling. 
Nowe  stand  you  still,  my  good  lordes  all 

Under  the' grcene  wood  spravc; 
AntI  i  will  wende  to  yonder  fellowe. 

To  weet  what  he  will  saye. 
Cod  specde,  God  speede  thee,  said  our  king. 

Thou  art  welcouic,  sir,  sayde  hee  : 
**  The  readvcst  wave  to  Drayion  Hasset 

1  pruye  thee  to  shewe  to  mee." 
"  To  Drayton  Basset  wouldst  thou  goe,     • 

I'ro  the  place  where  thou  dost  stand. 
The  next  ])aver  of  gallowes  thou  comcst  unto. 

Turn  in  upon  thy  right  hand." 
That  is  an  unready  waye,  sayd  the  king, 

Thou  doesl  but  jest,.  I  see: 
Now  sliewc  me  out  the  nearest  waye. 

And  t  pray  thee  wend  wiih  mee. 
A  waye  with  ayengeance!   quoth  the  taimer , 

I  hold  thee  out  of  thy  will: 
All  dave  ha\e  I  ridden'on  Brocke  my  mare. 

And  I  am  fasting  yelt. 
•«  Go  with  medowne  to  Drayton  Basset 

No  daynties  we  will  spare: 
All  da\e  shall  ihou  eate  and  drink  of  the  best, 

And  I  will  paye  thy  fare." 
Gramercyc  for  nothing,  the  tanner  replydc. 

Thou  paycst  no  fare  of  mine  : 
I  trow  I've  inore  nobles  in  mv  purse, 

'I'han  thou  hast  pence  in  thine. 
Gt«l  give  thee  joy  of  them,  sayd  the  king. 

And  send  tlicm  well  to  priefe. 
The  tanner  wolde  faine  have  been  away, 

i^er  Jk-  wcciidc  he  had  beciio  a  ihicfe. 
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jl  will  not  have  it,  saydc  the  kyngr, 
I  sutarc,  so  niote  I  ihrc; 


What  art  thou,  he  saydc,  thou  line  fellowe? 

Of  thee  I'm  in  greatc  ffare; 
For  thecloathes  thou  wcarest  upon  thy  backe  Tin*  foule  cowc-hide  I  would  notlieare. 

If  thou  woldst  ^ive  il  nice. 

The  tanner  he  took  his  goo<I  cowc-hid«, 

by  the  roode.  That  of  the  cowc  was  hill ; 

Thin  ihou  plavest  as  nianv  an  unthriftdolh 
And  standeth  in  uiidds  of  thv  ^oode." 


Might  beseeme  a  lord  to  weare. 

I  never  stole  them,  quoth  our  kin 
J  tell  yon,  sir 


What  tydings  hcarcyou,  sayd  the  kynge, 

i\s  you  rvde  far  and  neare? 
**  1  hear  no  tydincrs,  sir,  by  the  masse. 

But  that  cowe-iiides  are  dearc.'* 

*•  C'owe-hides!  cowe-hides!  what  things  are 

I  marvell  what  thevbce?" 
What,  art  thou  a  foofe  ?  the  tduncrrejily 

I  earry  one  un  ler  niee. 

What  craftsman  art  thou?  said  the  kingj 

I  pray  thee  tell  me  trowe. 
*'  1  am  a  barker,*  sir,  by  trade; 

Now  tell  me  what  art  thou  V 


[those  ? 
ply'd; 


I  am  apoore  courtier,  sir,  quoth  he. 

That  am  forth  of  service  worne; 
And  fame  I  wolde  tliy  |)rentise  bee. 

Thy  cunninge  for  to  learne. 

Marryc,  heaven  for  fend,  the  tanner  replyde, 
That  thou  my  prentisc  were:  [winn 

Thou  woldst  spend  more  good  than   1  shold 
By  fortyC  shilling  a  yere. 

Yet  one  thinpce  wold  I,  sayd  our  king. 

If  thou  wilt  not  seciue  i^trange  ; 
Thoughe  mv  horse  be  belier  than  thv  mare. 

Yet  with  thee  I  faine  wold  change. 
*'  Why  if  with  me  thou  faine  wilt  change. 

As  change  full  well  mnye  wee, 
Bv  the  faith  of  ni)  bodve,'thou  proudc  fellowe, 

I  will  have  some  boot  of  thee." 

That  were  against  reason,  sayd  the  king, 

I  swcare,  so  tnote  I  thee : 
My  horse  is  better  than  thy  mare. 

And  that  thou  well  mayst  see. 

•<  Yea,  sir,  but  Brocke  is  gentle  and  mild. 

And  softly  she  will  fare: 
Thy  horse  is  unrulye  and  wild,  I  wissj 

Aye  skipping  here  and  theare." 

What  boote  wilt  thou  have?  our  king  rcpliedj 

Now  tell  me  in  this  stounde. 
<'  Noe  pence,  nor  half-pence,  by  my  faye, 

]^ut  a  noble  in  gold  so  rotmde." 

♦*  Here's  twenty  groatcs  of  white  money&, 

Siih  "thou  wilt  l^ave  it  of  mee." 
1  would  have  sworne  now,  (juolh  the  tanner, 

Thou  hadst  not  had  one  pennie. 

But  since  we  two  have  made  a  change, 

'  A  change  we  must  abide  ; 
Although  ihou  hast  gotteti  Brocke  my  mare. 
Thou  gctlest  uot  »ny  cowc-hide. 

♦  DeaJer  in  bark. 
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And  threwe  it  upon  the  king's  joddcllc. 

That  was  soe  layrely  gille. 
"  Now  help  me  up,  thou  fine  fcllowc, 

'Tis  Hme  that  I  were  *onc  ; 
When  1  come  home  to  Gyll  an  my  wife. 

Shell  say  I'm  a  gcntilmon." 

The  kingc  he  took  him  bv  the  leggej 

Thetimneraf***  let  fall. 
Now  marryc,  good  fellowc,  said  the  kingc. 

Thy  cou'rtesye  is  hut  small. 

When  the  tanner  he  was  in  the  king's  saddclle. 
And  his  foote  in  the  stirrup  was: 

He  marvelled  greatlye  in  his  mindr. 
Whether  it  were  golde  or  brass. 

But  when  his  steedc  saw  thecows-tailc  wagge. 

And  eke  the  black  cowe-horue, 
He  stamped,  nnd  stared,  and  awavc  he  ranne. 

As  the  devill  had  him  borne. 

The  tanner  he  pull'd,  the  tanircr  he  sweat. 

And  held  by  the  pummil  fast ; 
At  length  the  tanner  came  tumbling  downe: 

His  neeke  he  had  wcll-nyc  brast. 


Take  thy  horse  again  witli  a  vengeance,  he  sayd. 

With  mee  he  shall  not  byde 
"Mvhorte  would  have  borne  thee  well  enoughe. 

But  he  knewenot  of  thy  cowc-hide. 

Yet  if  againe  thou  faine  woldst  change. 

As  chanpfe  full  well  may  vrec, 
By  the  faith  of  thy  bodye,  thou  jolly  taunef, 

I  will  have  some  boote  of  thee." 

What  boote  wilt  thou  have,  the  tanner  reply 'd, 

Nowe  tell  me  in  this  stounde? 
*•  Noe  pence,  nor  half-pence,  sir,  by  my  faye. 

But  I  will  have  twentye  pounde." 

**  Here's  twenty  groates  out  of  my  purse  j 

And  twentye  I  have  of  thine: 
And  I  have  one  more,  which  we  will  spend 

Together  at  the  wine." 

The  kingc  set  a  bugle  home  to  his  moulhc. 
And  blewe  botheJoude  and  shrille; 

And  soone  came  lords,  and  soonccame  knights. 
Fast  ryding  over  the  hillc. 

Nowe,  out  alas!  the  tanner  he  crydc, 

That  ever  I  sawe  this  daye! 
Thou  art  a  strong  thefe,  yon  come  thy  fcll^frts 

Will  bcarc  my  cowe-hidc  aM'ay. 

They  are  no  thieves,  the  king  replyde, 

I  'sweare,  so  mote  1  thee : 
But  they  are  the  lords  of  the  tjorth  countr^, 

Here  coni«  to  hunt  with  mee. 
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And  soone  biTorc  our  king  they  cninc. 
And  In  nek  downe  on  t!»c  groiindc  : 

Then  mi'^ht  the  tanner  have  bccnc  awaye. 
He  had  lever  ihnn  twentyc  pounde. 

A  roller,  a  coller.  here  sayd  ihc  kinge, 

A  coller,  he  loud  did  crye: 
Then  woulde  he  lever  than  twcntye  pounde 

He  had  not  been  so  nighe. 
A  coller,  a  coller,  the  tanner  he  sayd, 

I  trowe  it  will  breede  sorrouc : 
After  a  coller  conies  a  baker, 

And  I  shall  be  hanged  to-morrr,\vr. 

•*  Away  wiih  thy  feare,  thou  jolly  tinner. 
For  the  sport  llion  hasifihcvvii  to  mee, 

I  wote  noe  liahcr  ihon  shnlt  wcarc, 
But  thou  shalt  have  a  knight's  fic. 

ForPlunipton  parke  I  will  give  thcc. 

With  tenements  fairo  beside  : 
Ti,s  worth  three  hundred  markcs  by  the  yeare, 

To  maintain  thy  good  cowe-hidj." 

Gramercye,  my  lic^re,  the  tanner  rcplydc. 
For  ibe  fuvonr  tnon  hast  me  sbowne ; 

If  ever  thou  comcst  to  merry  Tamworth, 
Ncates  leather  shall  clout  thy  shocn. 


In  wcil  or  wae,  whair-eir  he  gae, 
Mine  hart  can  neir  depart  him  frac. 
Balow. 


&c. 


B 


§   1 16.     Ladtf  Ann   Bolhwi'irs   Lnment.     A 
Scottish  Song. 

The  subject  of  this  pathetic  ballad  i^,  A  lady  of 
4uall:y  of  the  name  of  BoTuwtti.,  or  rather 
BoswKi.L,  having  been,  together  with  her 
cliild.  deserted  by  Jicr  husband  or  lover,  com- 
posed these  afTjctmg  lines  herself. 

ALOW,  my  babe,  ly  stil  and  skipo  ! 
It  grieve.^  mC  sair  to  see  thee  w  t  i;ie ; 
If  thonstbc  silent,  Isc  be  glad, 
Thyniaining  uiaks  my  heart  ful  s:uL 
Halow,  my  bov,  thy  mithers  jov, 
Tliy  father  breides  mcKrcat  annov, 

Halow,  my  babe,  ly  stil  and  sleipe  ! 
It  grieves  mc  sair  to  see  thee  wci[)e. 
When  he  began  to  court  my  Invc, 
And  with  his  sugred  words  to  uiuve. 
His  faynin:j;s  fals,  and  fleltcring  chcirc, 
To  me  that  time  didnotappcirc: 
But  now  I  sec,  most  crueil  bee 
Cares  neither  for  my  babe  tior  nice. 

Balnw,  &C. 
Ly  stil,  my  darlinge,  sleipe  a  while. 
And  when  thou  wakest  svvcitiv  smile: 
But  «mile  not,  as  thy  father  did, 
To  cozen  maids;  nav,  God  forbid  I 
Butyettel  feire,  ihoii  wilt  gae  neire 
Thy  fathcris  hurl  and  face  to  bcire. 

Baluw,  &o. 

I  cannae  chusc,  but  ever  will 
Be  luving  to  thy  father  stil : 
Whnir-eir  he  gaH,  whair-eir  he  ryde, 
My  love  wiih  hiu)  maun  slill  abyde: 


To  faynings  fals  thine  nan  incline: 
Be  loyal  to  thy  luvcr  trew. 
And  ncvir  chancre  hir  for  a  new  : 
If  gude  or  faire,  if  hir  have  care, 
For  womens  banning's  wonderous  sair. 

Balow,  &c. 
Bairne,  sin  thy  cruel  ftithcr  is  gane, 
I  hy  winsome  smiles  maun  eise  mypaine  : 
My  babe  and  1*11  toa;eihcr  live, 
He'll  comfort  me  wnen  cares  doe  grieve: 
My  babe  and  I  right  safl  will  ly, 
And  quite  forget  man's  cruelty 

I^alow,  K'c. 

Fart-weil,  fareweil,  thou  falsest  youth, 
'I'hat  ever  kist  a  woman's  mouth! 
I  wish  all  maides  be  warnd  by  me« 
Nejqr  to  trust  man's  curtesy; 
For  It  we  doe  bot  chance  to  bow, 
They'lle  use  us  than  they  care  noi  how. 
Balow,  mybabe,'ly  stil  and  sleipe  I 
It  grieves  mc  sair  to  sec  thee  wei^ic. 


§  117.     Corydon's  doleful  Knell. 

The  burthen  of  the  song.  Ding,  Dong,  &c.  is  at 
present  appropriated  to  burlcquc  subjects,  and 
therefore  may  excite  only  ludicrous  idea^  in  a 
modern  reader,  but  in  the  time  of  our  poet  it 
usually  accompanied  the  most  &olemu  and 
mournful  strains, 

TV/rV  Phillida,  adieu  love  I 
^^  For  evermore  farcwel ! 
Ay  mc  1  I've  lotti  my  true  love. 
And  thus  I  ring  ner  kncU, 

Dine  dong,  ding  dong,  ding  don^ 
Mv  Phillida  is  dead! 
I'll  stick  a  branch  of  willow 
At  my  fair  Phillis'  he;id. 

For  my  fair  Phillida 

Our  bridal  hcd  was  made: 
But  'stead  of  silkcs  so  cay. 

She  in  hershroudis  laid. 


Her  corpse  shall  be  attended 
By  maides  in  faire  array, 

Till  tir  obsequies  are  ended, 
And  she  is  wrajU  in  clay. 

Her  herse  it  shall  be  carried 
By  youths  that  do  excel ; 

And  wiicn  tlust  she  is  buried, 
I  thus  will  ring  her  knell. 

A  garland  shall  l>e  framed 
By  art  and  nature's  skill. 

Of  sundry-coloui'd  Howtrs, 
In  token  of  good-will:* 


Ding,  h(. 


Ding,  5cc. 


Dine,  &c. 


Ding,  &c. 


*  It  IS  a  custom  in  many  parts  of  England,  tg  carry  a^finc  garland  before  the  corpse  of  a  womaa 
who  dies  unmarried. 
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And  sundry-colour'd  ribbands  I 

On  it  I  will  bestow;  ' 

But  chiefly  blackc  and  ycllowa 

With  her  to  grave  sHull  go.  Dingy  &:c. 

I'll  deck  her  tomb  with  flowers, 

The  rarest  ever  Seen, 
And  with  my  tears,  as  showers, 

I'll  keepe  them  fresh  and  green.     Ding,  &c. 
Instead  of  fairest  colours, 

Set  forth  with  curious  art,* 
Ilcr  image  shall  be  painted 

On  my  distressed  heart.  Ding,  &c. 

And  thereon  shall  be  graven 

Her  epitaph  so  faire, 
*'  Here  lies  the  loveliest  maiden 

*'  That  e'er  gave  shepherd  care."  Ding,  &c. 
In  sable  will  1  mourne; 

Blacke  shall  be  all  my  wccde. 
Ay  me !  I  am  forlorne,' 

NowPhillida  is  dead.  Ding,  &c. 

§    118.     The  old  and  ijoitng  Courtier. 
The  subject  of  this  excellent  old  song:  's  »  compa- 
rison between  the  manners  of  the  old  {gentry  as 
Sftill  subsisting  in  the  times  of  Elizabeth,  and  the 
modern   refinements  aftected  by  their  sons,  in 
the  reigns  of  her  successors. 
A  N  old  song  made  by  an  aged  old  pate 
■*^  Of  an  old  worshipful  gentleman  who  had 

a  great  estate, 
That  kept  a  brave  old  house  at  a  bountiful  rate. 
And  an  old  porter  to  relieve  the  poorat  his  gate  j 

Like  an  old  courtier  of  the  queen's. 

And  the  queen's  old  courtier. 
\yith  an  old  lady  whose  anger  one  word  as- 

swages ; 
They  every  quarter  paid  their  old  sen'ants  their 

wages,  ffootmen,  nor  pages, 

And' never  knew  what  belonged  to  coachmen 
But  kept  twenty  old  fellows-  with  blue  coats 

and  badges; 

Like  an  old  courtier,  &q. 
With  an  old  study  fill'd  full  of  learned  old  books, 
With  an  old  reverend  chaplain,  you  might  know 

him  by  his  looks,  [hooks, 

With  an  old  buttcry-h.uch  worn  quite  oft'  the 
And  an  old    kitchen    that  nidiiilain'd   half  a 

dozen  old  cooks : 

Like  an  old  courtier,  &c. 
With  an  old  hall, hungaboutwithpikes, guns, 

and  bows,  [many  shrevvde blows. 

With  old  swords,  and  bucklers,  that  had  borne 
And  an  old  fri/e  coat,  to  cover  his  worship's 

trunk  hose,  [nose. 

And  a  cup  of  old  sherry  to  comfort  his  copper 

Like  an  old  courtier,  &:c. 
With  a  good  old  fashion,  when  Chrlstmasse 

was  come,  [and  drum, 

To  call  in  all  his  old  neighbours  with  bagpipe 
With  good  cheer  enougli  to  furnish  every  old 

room,  [man  dumb  ; 

And  old  liquor  able  to  make  a  cut  speak,  and 

Like  an  old  courtier.  Sec. 
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With  an  ol<l  falooner,  hunlsnun,  and*  keoatl 

1  ofhouiidi,  [ground*. 

That  never  hiwked  nor  hunted  but  in  hitowo 

Who,  like  a  wise  man,  kepi  himself  wiihin hi* 

own  bounds,  [20<»d  uourtdt : 

And  when  he  dyed  gare  cverychijdatriousaod 

Like  an  old  courtier,  8ec. 
But  to  his  eldcf  t  son  his  houK  and  I  ind  he  a«< 

sign'd,  f  full  mind. 

Charging  him  in  his  will  lo  keep  f'       '  '  '       tui- 
Vo  be  good  to  his  old  tenants,  a  t^h- 

hours  be  kind;  [....     .    .  .../d  : 

But  in  the  en^uing  ditty  you  shall  hear  how  he 

Like  a  young  courtier  of  the  king's. 

And  the  king's  young  courtier.       » 

Like  a  flourishing  young  gillani,  newly  come 
to  hi^  lancf,  [comraand. 

Who  keeps  a  brace  of  painted  madams  at  his 

.And  takes  up  a  thousand  pound  uj)on  his  &> 
ther'sJand,  [gonorstand! 

And  gets  drunk  in  a  tavern,  till  he  can  natbcr 
Like  a  young  courtier.  See. 

With  a  new-fangled  lady,  that  is  dalnly,  nice, 

and  spare. 
Who  never  knew  what  belonged  to  good  house- 
keeping, or  care ; 
Who  buys  gaudy-colour'd   fans  to  play  with 

wanton  air,  [women's  hair; 

And  seven  or  eight  difierent  dressings  of  other 

Like  a  young  courtier,  &c. 
With  a  new-fashlon'd  hall,  built  where  the  old 

one  stood,  [no  good. 

Hung  round  with  new  pictures  that  do  the  poor 
With  a  fine  marble  cnimney,  wherein  burns 

neither  coal  nor  wood. 
And  a  new  smooth  shovelboard,  whereon  no 

victuals  e'er  stood ; 

Like  a  young  courtier.  Sec. 
With  a  new  study  sluft  full  of  pamphlets  and 

plays,  .      [prays 

And  anew  chaplain,  that  swears  faster  than  he 
With  anew  buttery-hatch  that  opens  once  in 


four  or  five  days,         [:>havvs  and  loysj 
And  a  nfw  French  cook  to  devise  fine  kick- 
Like  a  young  courtier,  &c. 
With  a  new  fashion,  when  Christmas  is  draw- 
ing on,  [must  begone. 
On  a  new  journey  to  London  str.tight  wc  all 
And  leave  none    to  keep  house,  but  our  new 
porter  John,  [with a  stone; 
Who  relieves  the  poor  with  a  thump  on  the  back 
Like  a  young  courtier,  &c. 

With  a  new  gentleman  usher,  whose  carnage 
is  complete,  [carrv  •■•■  •''•■  -i'mi. 

With  a  new  coachman,  footmc:  lo 

With  a  waiting  gentlewoman,  w  imj 

is  rerv  neat,  ,  [not  eat ; 

Who,  when  her  lady  has  din'd,  lets  the  senpnu 
Like  a  young  courtier,  Src. 

With  new  titles  of  honour  bought  with  hi  fa- 
ther's old  gold,  fare  soldi 

For  which  sundry  of  his  ancestors  old  manors 


*  This  alludes  to  the  oainted  efiigiss  of  alabaitcr  aaciemly  trected  upou  totnbs  and  monuments. 
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And  this  Is  the  course  most  of  our  new  gallants 
hold,  fcirown  so  cold 

Which  makes  that  good  house-kcf|)in^;is  now 
Araoiii^  the  voting  courtiers  of il\e king, 
Or  the  king's  young  counic-rs. 


B' 


§  1 19.     Luyitlfij  confined. 

This  excellent  old  son;^  is  preserved  in  Darid 
Lloyd's  '*  Mcnioircsoftho-;e  that  MitlVred  in  the 
•♦  cause  of  Charles  I."  He  spcnk;  ot  it  as  the 
coini)0«rition  of  a  worthy  j>erson.i;.;o,  who  suf- 
fered deeply  in  those  times,  and  w.is  still  living, 
with  no  other  reward  than  the  conscience  of 
having  sufTerctl.  The  author's  name  he  has  not 
mentioned ;  but,  if  tradition  may  he  credited, 
tliis  song  was  written  by  Sir  R.  l/Jls  i  range. 

I  EAT  on,  proud  billows  ;  Bore  1^,  blow  : 
'  Swell*  curled  waves,  high  as  Jo\c's  roof  j 
Your  iucivility  doth  show. 

That  innocence  is  tempest  proof; 
Though  surly  Nereus  frown,  my  thoughts  arc 

calm  ; 
Then  strike,Affliction,forlhy  wounds  arc  balm. 
That  which  the  world  miscalls  a  jail, 

A  privatt  closet  is  to  me  : 
Whilst  a  good  conscience  is  my  bail, 
Aiul  innocence  my  liberty  ; 
Locks,  bars,  and  solitude,  togethi-r  met, 
^lake  me  no  prisoner,  but  an  anchoret. 

I,  whilst  I  wish'd  to  be  rclir'd, 

Into  this  private  room  was  turnM  ; 
As  if  their  wisdoms  had  conspir'd 
The  salamander  should  be  burn'd  ; 
Or  like  those  sophists  that  would  drow  u  a  fish, 
1  am  constrain'd  to  suffer  what  1  wi5>h. 

The  cynic  loves  his  poverty  ; 

The  pelican  her  wilderness; 
And  'tis  ;hc  Indian's  pride  to  be 
Naked  on  frozen  Caucasus: 
Contentment  cannot  smart;  Stoics,  wc  see, 
]\Iake  torments  easie  to  their  apathy.  . 

These  manicles  upon  my  arm 

1  as  my  mistress'  favours  wear ; 
And,  for  to  keep  my  ancles  warm, 
I  have  some  iron  shackles  tbtrc  : 
These  walls  are  but  mv  garrison  ;  this  cell. 
Which  men  call  jail,  doth  prove  my  citadel. 

I'm  in  the  cabinet  loek'd  up. 

Like  some  high  prized  mnrgaritc, 
Or,  like  the  great  mogul  or  pope. 
Am  clovster'd  up  from  public  sight : 
Retiredncss  is  a  piece  of  majesty, 
And  thus,  proud  Sultan,  I'm  as  great  as  thee. 

Here  sin  for  want  of  food  must  sianc, 

Whtrc  tempting  objects  are  not  socn  ; 
And  tbcbc  strong  wails  do  only  serve 
To  keep  vice  out,  and  keep  me  in  : 
Malice  of  lute's  grown  ciiari table,  fure, 
I'm  not  conimitted>  but  am  k^pt  secure. 


So  he  that  struck  at  .Tason's  life. 

Thinking  t'  have  made  his  purpose  sure. 
By  a  malicious  friendly  knife. 
Did  only  wound  him  to  a  cure  : 
Malice,  I  see,  wants  wit ;  for  what  is  meant 
Mischief,  ofiimes  proves  favour  by  th'  event. 

When  once  my  prince  affliction  hatli, 

Pro«|x;rity  doth  treason  seem  ; 
And  to  make  smooth  so  rouuh  a  path, 
J  can  learn  patience  from  Hiin  : 
Now  not  to  suffer  shews  no  loyal  heart ; 
When  kin^s  want  ease,  sulyccts  must  bear  a 

What  though  I  cannot  sec  my  king 

Neither  in  person  or  in  coin  j 
Yet  contemplation  is  a  thing 

That  renders  what  1  have  not  mine : 
Mv  king  from  me  what  adamant  can  part. 
Whom  I  do  wear  engraven  on  my  heart  ? 

Have  vou  not  seen  the  nightingale, 
T^prisoner  like,  coopt  in  a  cage  ; 
How  (loth  ihe  chant  her  wonted  tale 
In  that  her  narrow  hermitage  ! 
Even  ihcn  her  charming  melody  doth  prove 
That  all  her  bars  are  trees,  her  cage  a  grove. 

I  am  that  bird,  whom  thoy  combine 

I'hus  to  dcjirive  of  liberty  ; 
But  though  they  do  my  corps  confine. 
Yet,  maugre  hate,  my  soul  is  free  : 
And  though  immur'J,  yet  can  I  chirn,  nnd  sln^; 
Disgrace  to  rebels,  glory  to  my  kin^  ! 

My  soul  is  free  as  ambient  air, 

Although  my  baser  part's  iminew'd. 
Whilst  loyal  thoughts  do  still  repair 
1''  accompany  my  solitude : 
Although  rebellion  do  my  body  binde. 
My  king  alone  can  captivate  my  miiuk. 


§  120.  To  AUhmfrnm  Prison. 
This  excellent  Sonnet,  which  possessed  a  high  de- 
gree of  fame  amoupf  the  old  Civaliers,  was  writ- 
ten by  Colonel  Richard  Lovelace  during  hi» 
confinement  in  the  CJate-house,  WeMminstcr  *, 
to  which  he  was  committed  by  the  House  of 
Commons,  in  April  lO-l'J,  for  presenting  a  peti- 
tion from  the  county  of  Kent,  requccting  theiu 
to  restore  the  king  to  his  rights,  and  to  settle 
the  government.  Sec  Wood's  Athcnx,  vol.  ii. 
p.  'J'JS  j  where  may  be  seen  at  large  the  alTcctiii^': 
story  of  this  elegant  writer;  who,  after  having 
been  distinguished  for  every  gallant  and  polite 
accomplishment,  the  pattern  of  his  own  sex, 
and  the  darling  of  the  ladies, died  in  the  lowcH 
wretchedness,  obscurity,  and  want,  in  1658. 

^1171!  i:n  love  with  unconfmed  wings 
'^     Movers  within  nay  fjatcs, 
Atid  my  divine  Altlua  brings 

To  whisper  atmv  grates  ; 
\A'hen  I  lye  tangled  in  her  luire. 

And  fet'tcrd  with  her  eye. 
The  birds  that  wanton  in  ihcaire 
Know  no  iuch  libeitie, 

Whtn 
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^Vlicn  flowinp;  cups  run  swiftly  round 

With  no  allaying 'Ihaincs, 
Our  carelesse  heads  with  roses  crown'il. 

Our  hearts  with  loyal  flames  ; 
When  thirsty  gricfe  in  wine  wc  steepe, 

M'hcn  healths  and  drafts  goefrec, 
Fisiu's  that  tipple  in  t»)e  dcepc. 

Know  no  such  libcrlie. 

\\  hen,  linnet-like,  confined  I 

With  shriller  note  shall  sing 
The  njcroye,  sweetness,  majestye, 

And  <;lories  of  my  kins;; 
When  I  shall  vpycc  aloud  how  good 

He  is,  how  great  should  be, 
Tl;'  enlarged  windes  that  curie  the  flood 

Know  no  such  liberlie. 

Stone  walls  do  not  a  prison  make. 

Nor  iron  barrcs  a  Ci^c:,(i  : 
Mindes,  innocent  and  quiet,  take 

That  for  an  hcrmitap;c: 
If  I  have  freedom  in  mv  lo\e, 

And  in  my  soul  am  free, 
An<^els  alone,  that  soare  above, 

Jlnjoy  such  libertie. 


§  121 .     T/ir  Jhacs  of  Yarrow^  in  Imitufion  of 
the  ancient  Scots  Manner^ 

ff'as  written  htf  Jf'illiam  Htimiftonnf  Bangour, 
Esq.  who  died  March  2.'),  1754,  aged  .00. 

A.  "n  liSK  ye,  busk  vc,  my  bonny  bonny  bride, 
■■-'  Busk  ve,  busk  ye,  my  winsome  marrow, 

Busk  ye,  busk  ye,  my  bonnv  bonnv  bride. 
And  think  no  maire'on  theftraes  of  Yarrow. 

B.  Where  gat  ye  that  bonnv  bonny  bri;lc  ? 

Where  gat  ye  that  winsome  marrow? 
A.  I  gat  her  where  I  dare  na  wcil  be  seen, 
Puing  the  birkson  the  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

Wecj)  not,  weep  not,  my  bonny  bonny  Ivide  ! 

Weep  not, weep  not,  my  winsome  marrow! 
Kor  let  thy  heart  lanicnt  to  lerve 

Puingthe  birks  on  the  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

??.  Why  does  she  weep,  thv  bonny  bonny  bride? 
Why  docs  she  weep,  thy  vi^insome  marrow  ? 
And  why  dare  ve  nae  mair  weil  be  seen 
Puing  the  biiks  on  the  Braes  of  Yarrow  ? 
A.  Lang  maun  she  weep,  lang  maun  She,  maun 
slie  weep, 
Lang  maun  she  weep  with  dulcand  sorrow; 
And  lang  maun  I  nae  mair  weil  be  seen 
Puing  the  birks  on  the  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

For  sh?  has  tint  her  luver,  luver  dear. 
Her  luver  dear,  the  cause  of  sorrow ; 
And  I  hae  slain  the  comliest  swain 
'  Thateirpu'd  birks  on  the  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

W^hy  rins  thy  stream, O  Yarrow, Yarrow  reid? 

Whvon  thybracs  heard  the  voice  of  sorrow? 
And  why  von  mclaiicholious  Aveids 

Hung  on  the  bonny  birks  of  Yarrow  ? 


What's  vondcr  float*  on  the  rueful,  niefal 

flnife? 
What's  yon  '      "        ?  Odoir  and  ftoiT^wl 
O  'tis  he,  til  .v:uti  1  slew 

Upon  ihu  liu.^ i..uc»  of  Yarrow  1 

Wash,  O  wash  his  wounds,  \{r»  woundiio 
tears. 

His  wounds  in  tears,  with  dulcand  sorrowi 
And  wrap  his  limbs  in  mournine  weids. 

And  lay  him  on  the  Rracs  of  Yarrow  ! 

Then  build,  then  build,  yc  sisters,  sUtcrs  mi. 
Ye  sisters  satl,  his  toiub  with  sorrow ; 

And  weep  around  in  wacfnl  wise 

His  hapless  fate  on  the  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

Curse  ye,  curse  yc,  his  useless,  useless  shield* 
My  arm  that  wrought  the  i\cvA\  of  sorrow* 

The  fatal  spear  that  pierc'd  his  breast. 
His  comely  breaston  the  Ikacs  of  Yarrow. 

Did  I  not  warn  thee,  not  to,  not  to  luvc? 

And  warn  from  fight?  but,  to  my  sorrow. 
Too  rashly  b.uild,  a  strouge;  arm 

Thou  mett'st,  and  fcH'st  on  the  Braes  flC 
Yarrow.  "* 

Sweet  smells  the  birk,  grccn^rows,  greto 
grows  the  grass. 

Yellow  on  Yarrow's  banks  thegowan. 
Fair  Iwngs  the  apple  frae  the  rock. 

Sweet  the  wave  of  Yarrow  flowan. 

Flows  Yarrow  sweet  ?  as  sweet,  as  sweet 
flows  Tweed, 

As  green  its  grass,  its  gowari  as  yHlow» 
As  sweet  smells  on  its  braes  the  birk. 

The  apple  frae  its  rock  as  mellow. 

Fair  was  thy  hive,  fair,  fair  indeed  thv  \\\\r. 
In  flow'^ry  bands  thou  didst  him  fetter  ; 

Tho'  he  was  fair,  and  well  heluv'd  again. 
Than  ine  he  never  luv'd  thee  better. 

Busk  ye,  then  busk,  my  bonny  bonny  bride» 
Busk  ye,  busk  ye,  my  winsome  marrow. 

Busk  ve,and  Inve  me  on  the  banks  (►f  Tweed, 
And  think  nae  raaironiheBracs  of  Yarrow. 

/>.  How  c:m  1  busk  a  l>onny  bonny  bride  ? 
How  can  I  busk  a  winsome  marrow? 
How  luve  him  upon  the  banks  of  Tweed, 
That  'lew  my  luve  on  the  Braes  of  Yarrowf 

O  Yarrow  fields,  may  never,  never  rain. 
Nor  due  ihy  tender  bin-isoms  cover ! 

For  there  was  basely  slain  my  luve. 
My  luve,  as  he  had  not  iK'tn  a  luver  ! 

The  boy  put  on  his  robes,  his  robes  of  green. 

His  purple  vest,  'twas  my  awn  sewing  : 
Ah  wretched  me  !  I  little,  litilc  kenu'd 

He  was  in  these  to  meet  his  ruin. 
The  boy  took  out  his  milk-wliitc,  milk-white 
steed  ; 

Unheedlul  of  my  dnieand  sorrow  ; 
But,  ere  the  dcwfall  of  ih-  niirht, 

He  lav  u  corpse  on  ihe  Hwcs  of  Yarrow. 

Much 
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Af  ucli  I  rcjoicM  that  waefiil,  v.  acftil  day  ; 

I  sani;,  my  \oice  the  woods  retiuoing: 
But  lanj;  crc  niglit  tlic  s)>ear  wms  Hown, 

That  slew  my  luvf ,  and  lifi  mc  mourning 
What  can  my  harbaron?,  barbarous  father  do. 

But  with  his  cruel  ra-jje  pursue  me  ? 
My  luver's'blnod  is  on  thy  sju-ar ! 

How  canst  thou,  barbarous  man  ?  then 


wooe  hm: 


Mv  hapj'y  sisters  may  be,  may  be  proud  j 

^^'ith  cruel  and  unszentle  scolliu', 
May  bid  mc  sock  on  Yarrow's  Bi;ic8 

My  luvcr  nailed  in  his  cofiiii : 
My  brother  Douglas  may  upbraid,  upbraid. 

And  strive  with  ihrcainingwdnls  tomuve 
My  luver's  blood  is  on  thv  spcvs  !         [me  ; 

llow  canst  thou  ever  bid  mc  hue  thee  ? 
Yes,  yes,  prepare  the  bed,  the  bed  of  lave. 

With  bridal  sheets  my  body  ciivcr  : 
Unbar,  ye  bridal  maids,  the  door, 

Let  in  tiie  expected  husband*  hner. 

But  who  the  expected  husband,  husband  is? 

Ilis  hands,  methinks,  arc  balh'd  iii-slaugh- 
Ah  me  !  what  gbastlv  spectre's  \  on      [tcr : 

Comes  in  his  pale  shroud,  bkoding  after  ? 

Pdle  as  he  is,  here  lay  him,  lay  him  down, 

O  lav  his  cold  head  on  my  pillow  j 
Take  aff,  take  afYthese  bridal  wi-id;',, 

And  crown  my  careful  head  with  willow 
Palctho'  thou  art,  yet  best,  yet  best  hehiv'd, 

O  could  my  warmth  to  life  nstor  •  thee  ! 
Yet  lye  all  nieht  between  my  brcists. 

No  youth  lay  ever  there  before  thee. 

Pale,  pale  indeed  !  O  luvely,  Kmly  youth. 
Forgive,  forpve  so  foul  a  skjujihtcr, 

And  Ive  all  night  between  my  brcisis, 
Noyouth  shall  ever  lye  there afier. 

A.  Return,    return,  O  mournful,    mournful 
bride. 
Return,  and  dry  thy  useless  snrrowe  j 
Thv  luver  heeds  nought  of  thy  "i-ilts, 
tte  lies  a  coipse  on  the  Braes  of  Yarrow. 


§  122.     Childe  Waters. 

Ciiii  0  is  frequently  used  by  our  old  writers  as  a 
title.  It  is  repestcdiy  given  to  Priice  Arthur 
in  the  Fairie  Quteu  ;  and  tlie  son  of  a  king  is 
in  the  s:une  poem  call'd  "  Child  J  ristram."  And 
it  ougl.:  to  be  observed  that  the  word  cUld  or 
chitU'M  still  used  in  North  Briton  to  denominate 
a  man,  commonly  with  some  contemptuous  cha- 
r;'.cter  aHixcd  to  him,  but  sometimes  to  denote 
man  i  a  general. 

CHILDE  Waters  in  his  stable  stoodc, 
And  stroakl  his  milkc-white  steede  : 
To  him  a  fayrc  yonge  ladye  came 
As  eve  ware  womans  v*eede. 


Saves,  Christ  you  save !  good  Childe AV'aicr*  j 

Saves,  Christ  you  save  •  and  see,  * 

Mv  girdle  of  gold,  that  was  tooloiige. 

Is  now  too  short  for  mec. 
And  all  is  with  one  childe  of  yours, 

I  feele  sturre  at  my  side : 
Mv  gowne  of  grcene'it  is'too  straight ; 

Before  it  was  too  wide. 
If  the  childe  be  mine,  fairc  Ellen,  he  sayd. 

Be  nunc,  as  you  tell  mee  ; 
Then  take  you  Cheshire  and  Lancashire  boih^ 

Take  them  your  owne  to  bee. 

If  the  childe  be  mine,  fairc Flllen,  he  sayd. 

Be  mine,  as  vou  doe  .sweare: 
Then  lake  you  Cheshire  and  L;>ncashire  both. 

And  make  that  childe  your  luyre. 

Shee  saves,  1  had  rather  have  one  kinc, 

Childe  Waters,  of  ihy  mouth; 
Than  I  woldc  have  Cheshire  and  Lancashire 

That  lye  by  north  and  southe.  [l>oth. 

And  r^had  rather  have  one  twinkling, 

( -hilde  Waters,  of  thine  ee  ; 
Then  I  wolde  have  Cheshire  and  Lancashire 

To  take  them  mine  owne  to  bee.         [both. 

To-morrow,  Kllen,  I  must  forth  ryde 

Farr  into  tha  north  countree; 
The  fayrest  ladye  that  I  can  findc, 

Ellen,  must  go  with  mee. 

Thoughe  I  am  not  that  ladye  fayre. 

Yet  let  me  goe  with  thee : 
And  ever,  I  pray  you,  Childe.  Waters, 

Your  foot-page  let  ntc  bee. 

If  yon  will  my  foot-page  bee,  Ell^n, 

As  you  doe  tell  to  mee  ; 
Then  you  must  cut  your  gowne  of  greene. 

An  inch  above  your  knee. 
Soe  must  you  doe  your  yellowc  lockcs. 

An  inch  above  your  ee  : 
You  must  tell  no  man  what  is  my  name  j 

My  foot-page  then  you  shall  bee. 

Shee,  all  the  Ioul;  dajc  Childe  Waters  rede, 

Han  borefootc  by  his  svde  ; 
Yet  was  he  never  so  courteous  a  knighte. 

To  say,  iiilcn,  will  you  ryde? 

Shee,  all  the  long  dayc  Childe  Waters  rode. 
Ran  barcfoote  thorow  the  broomc  ; 

Ytt  was  he  never  soe  courteous  a  knighte. 
To  say.  Put  on  your  shoone. 

Ride  •ofilye,  shee  sayd,  O  Childe  Waters, 

Why  doe  you  ride  so  last  ? 
The  childe,  which  is  no  man^s  but  thine. 

My  body  ilt  will  brast. 

Hee  sayth,  Scest  thou  yond  water,  Ellfen, 

*Tha'-  llows  from  bankc  to  brimmc  ? 
I  trust  in  God,  O  Childe  \A'alcrs, 
You  never  will  see  *  mc  twimme  ! 


•   Permit,  suffer. 


But 
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But  when  shee  came  to  the  water  syde, 

S!ie  saylcd  to  the  chinne  : 
Nowc  the  Lord  of  heaven  be  mv  spcede, 

For  I  must  leanie  to  swimaie  ! 

The  salt  waters  bare  up  her  clothes  j 
Our  Ladye  bare  up  her  chinne: 

ri)ilde  Waters  was  a  woe  man,  good  Lord, 
To  see  faire Ellen  swimme  ! 

Aiul  when  shee  over  the  water  was, 

Shee  then  canu;  to  his  knee  : 
Ilec  sayd,  Come  hither,  thou  fayre  Ellen, 

Loe  yonder  what  I  see  ! 

Seest  thou  not  yonder  hall,  Ellen  ? 

Of  red  gold  shines  the  yate  : 
Of  twenty-four  faire  ladves  there. 

The  fairest  is  my  mate. 
Seest  thou  not  yonder  hall,  Ellen  ? 

Of  red  gold  sliines  the  towre : 
Tliere  are  twenty-four  fayre  ladyes  there. 

The  fayrest  is  my  paranioure. 
I  see  the  hall  now,  ChiKle  Waters, 

Of  red  gold  shines  the  yate : 
God  frive  you  good  now  of  yourselfe. 

And  of  your  worthy  mate. 
I  see  thehal!  now,  Childe  Waters, 

Of  red  gold  sliines  the  towre  : 
God  give  you  good  now  of  3'ourselfe, 

And  of  your  jiaramoure. 

There  twenty-four  fayre  ladyes  were 

A  plaving  at  the  hall; 
And  Ellen,  the  fayrest  ladye  there. 

Must  bring  his  steed  to  the  stall. 

There  twenty-four  fayre  ladyes  were 

A  playinge  at  the  chesse  ; 
And  Ellen,  the  fayrest  ladye  there. 

Must  bring  his  horse  to  gressc. 
And  (hen  bespake  Childe  Waters  sister, 

The»;e  were  the  vvordes  sayd  shee  : 
You  have  the  pretiyest  page,' brother. 

That  ever  I  did  see. 

But  that  his  bellye  it  is  soe  bigge. 

His  girdle  stands  soe  hve  : 
And  ever,  I  pray  you  (Childe  Waters, 

Let  him  in  my  chamber  lye. 

It  is  m)t  fit  for  a  little  foot-page. 
That  has  run  thro  mosse  and  mvre. 

To  lye  in  the  chamber  of  any  ladye 
Tnat  wears  so  rich  attyre. 

It  is  more  meete  for  a  little  foot-page, 
That  has  run  throughe  mosse  and  myre. 

To  take  his  supper  upon  his  knee. 
And  lye  by  the  kitchen  fyrc. 

Now  when  they  had  supped  every  one. 
To  hedd  they  tooke  theyre  wave  : 

II'^  savd.  Come  hither,  my  little  foot-page, 
Ai)d  hourkcn  what  1  say'c  : 


Groe  the<»  downe  nnfo  vonder  towne. 

And  lowc  into  the  atretic  ; 
The  fayrest  ladyc  that  thou  ratm  Hnde 

Hyre,  in  mine  arine<i  to  slecjK*, 
And  take  her  up  in  thine  ainic*  tirainc. 

For  hiing  •  of  her  feetc. 

Ellen  is  gone  into  the  towne. 

And  lowe  into  the  sliretr  ; 
The  fayrest  ladye  that  she  colde  findt. 

She  hyred  in  his  armes  to  ticepe; 
And  tooke  her  op  in  her  armcs  iwavne 

For  filing  of  her  feeic.  '     * 

I  pray  you  nowe,  good  Childc  W:ithn, 

Let  me  lye  at  your  feeto: 
For  there  is  noe  place  about  this  houuc 

^^  here  I  niay  'sayet  a  s-Iccpe. 
He  gave  her  leave,  and  faire  Kllhi 

Down  at  his  beds  feet  laye  : 
This  done,  the  nightdroveon  apace. 

And,  when  it  was  near  the  daye. 

Flee  sayd,  Rise  up,  my  little  fool-page' 
Give  mv  steede  corne  and  have  ; 

i\nd  give  liim  nowe  the  good  black  oatcs. 
To  carry  mee  better  awaye. 

Up  then  rose  the  fayre  FJIen, 
And  gave  his  steede  corne  and  haye; 

Aiul  soe  shee  did  the  good  black  oatcs. 
To  carry  him  better  awaye. 

She  leaned  her  back  to  the  manger  side. 

And  grievouslye  did  groaiie : 
Shee  leaned  her  back  to  the  manger  side. 

And  there  she  made  her  moane. 

And  thatbeheard  his  mother  deare. 

She  heard  her  woeful  woe. 
She  sayd,  Kise  up,  thou  Ciiilde  Waters, 

And  hito  thy  stable  goc  j 

For  in  thy  stable  is  a  ghost, 

That  grievouslye  doth  gronc: 
Or  else  some  woman  laboures  vviih  childe. 

She  is  so  woe-begonc. 

Up  then  rose  Childe  ^^''aters  soone. 

And  did  on  his  shirte  of  silke  ; 
And  then  he  put  on  his  other  clothes. 
On  his  bodye  as  white  as  inilke. 

And  when  he  came  to  the  stable  dorc. 

Full  still  there  heedid  stand, 
That  he  mi^hl  hearc  his  fayre  Ell^n, 

Howe  shee  made  her  raonand.  J 

Shcsayd,  Lullabyc,  niine  owne  deare  ctiilde, 

Lullabye,  deare  chiWe,  dear: 
I  wolJc  tiiy  father  were  a  kinge. 

Thy  mother  elayd  on  a  biere! 

|*eace  nowe,  heesay'd,  good  faire  Elkn, 

Bie  of  good  cheere,  1  praye  ! 
And  the  bridale  and  the  cnnrchinge  bothe 

Shall  be  upon  one  daye. 


Defii;n;r. 


Essaj';  attetppt. 


X  Moantoj;',  bcaoaning. 
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§  123.     The  King  nnd  Miller  of  Mansfield. 
It  has  been  a  favourite  subject  witfi  our  Enj^itb 
baitad-makers  to  represeat  our  Icinv^coaversiiig 


Thus  thcy\vcntallalonp:nntotlie  miller's  house; 
Where  they  were  scoihing  of  puddings  and 

fkinc;. 


€ither  by  accident  or  design  witli  the  meanest  of  jThe^  miner  first  entcr'd  in,  after  him  went   the 
their  subjects.     Of  tlic  former  kind,  besides  this  |      Xever  came  hoc  in  soe  smoakve  ahmi«>e. 
a»ng  of  the  King  and  the  Miller,  we  have  K.  f  Now,  quolhhc,  let  nif  see  here  whntvonare 


Henry  and  ilie  SoMier;  K.  James  I.  and 'the 
Tinker;  K.  William  III.  and  the  lorerfer,  &c. 
Of  the  latter  sort  are  K.  Alfred  and  the  Shep- 
herd; K.  Edward  IV.andthe  1  ann«  r;  K.Henry 

VIII.  and  the  Cobler,  &c. This  is  a  piece  of 

.  great  antiquity,  being  written  before  the  tim« 
of  Edward  IV.;  and  for  its  g:enuine  humour, 
diverting  incident'^,  .ind  faithful  picture  of  rus- 
tic manners,  is  infinitely  superior  to  all  tlxat  have 
been  since  written  in  imitation  of  it. 

Pari  the  First. 

tTEVRY,oarroyall  kinq;,  would  ridcahunting 
•*••*•  Toihegreene  forest  so  pleasant  and  faire  ; 
To  sec  the  harts    skipping,  ami  (l.iiuty  does 
tripping: 
Unto  merry  Sherwobd  his  nol)los  repaire  : 
llawke  and  hound  were  uabouiul,   all  thingi 

prepar'd 
For  the  game,  in  the  same,  witli  good  regard. 

All  a  long  summers  day  rode  tiickinp:  pleasantly, 

With  all  his  princes  and  nol)lc-,  cche  one; 
Chasin''  the  hart  aiid  hind,  and  thebuckcgal- 
lanllye, 

Tillthedarke evening forc'd all  to  tmnehomc. 
Then,  at  last,  riding  fast,  he  had  lost  quite 
All  his  lords  in  the  wood,  late  in  the  night. 
Wandering  thus  wcaril3e,   all  alone,  up  and 
downe, 

W^ith  a  rude  miller  he  mett  at  the  last : 
Asking  the  ready  way  unto  faire  Nottingham; 

Sir,  quoth  the  miller,  [  mean  uoi  to  jest. 
Yet  I  thinkc,  what  I  thinkc  sooth  for  to  say. 
You  doc  not  liglulvc  ride  out  ot  your  way. 
Why,  what  dost  thou  think  of  uic,  quoth  our 
king,  merrily, 

Passing  thy  judgment  on  me  so  hricfe? 
Good  faith,  said  the  miller,  I  me.ui  not  to  flat- 
ter thee;  [ihiefe; 

I  guess  thee  to  be  hut  some  gentleman 
Stand  thee backe,  in  thcdarkc;li,iiht  iv>tadowne, 
l.estl  presently  cracke  thy  knaves  crowne. 

lliou  dost  abuse  me  much,  quoth  the  king, 
saying  thus; 

I  am  a  gentleman ;  lodging  I  lackc.  [purse ; 
Thon  hast  not ,  t^uoth  the  milkr,one  grf>ai  in  thy 

All  thy  inheritance  han^'es  on  thy  backe; 
I  have  gold  to  discharge  all  that  1  call, 
Jf  it  be  forty  pence,  I  will  pay  all. 

If  thou  becst  a  true   man,  then  quoth  the 

miller,  ["'gl''- 

I  swcare  by  my  toll-dish  Til   lodge  tliee  all 

Here's  my  hand,  quoth  the  king,  that  was  I  ever. 

Nuv,  soft,  quoth  the  miller,  thou  mayst  be 

a  sprite. 

Better  111  know  thee,  ere  hands  we  will  shake; 

With  none  but  honest  meu  hands  will  I  take. 


Ouoih  our  king.  Look  your  fill,  and  do  not  spare, 
r    lik"c  well    thy   countenance,   thou    hast  an 
honest  face;  [siuilt  Ive. 

With    my    son    Richard    this    night    thou 
Quoth  his  wife.  By  my  troth,  itisa  haii(l>oiu.- 
youth, 

Yet  its  best,  liU3band,''to  deal  waril\    . 
Art  thou  no  runaway,  prythec,  )-T)uth,  tell  ? 
Shew  me  thy  passport,  arid  all  slial  be  well. 
Then  our  king  presentlye,  making  lowe  cour- 
tesye 

With  hjs  hattin  his  hand,  thus  he  did  ?' 
I  have  jio  passport,  nor  never  was  servitor. 

But  a  poor  courtycr  rode  out  of  my  way  ; 
And  for  your  kindness  here  oH'ered  to  mee, 
I  "^11  rc(|uite  you  in  everve  degree. 

Then  to  the  millerhis  wife  whispcr'd  secretive. 
Saying,  Iiseen>eth  this  youth's  of  good  kin. 

Both  by  his  ap|>arel,  and  el<e  by  his  manners ; 
Toturnehimout.certainlvc,  were  a  great  sin: 

Yea,  quoth  hec,  you  may  sec,  he  haih  some 
arace. 

When  he  doth  spcake  to  his  betters  in  place. 

VV'ell,  quo'  the  millers  wife,  young  man,  ye' re 

welcome  here ; 

And,  tliough  I  say  it,  well  lodged  shall  be: 

Fresh  straw  will  1"  have. laid  on   thy  bed  so 

brave,.  [quo'th  shee. 

And  good   brown  hempen  sheets  likewise. 

Aye,  quoth  the  good  man,   and  when  that  is 

done,  ['»onne. 

Thou  shall  lye  with  no  worse   than  our  own 

Nay,  first,  {|u(>th  Ilichard,gootl-fellovvc,  tell  me 
true,  , 
Ilasi  thou  noe  creepers  within  thy  gay  ho 
Or  an  thon  not  troubled  with  the  scablwdor 
1  pray,  <pioth  the  king,  what  creatures  arc 
those? 
Art  thon  not  lowsy,  nor  scabby?  quoth  he: 
If  thou  beest,  surely  thou  lycsi  not  w^ih  mi 
This  caus'd  the  king  suddcnlyc  to  laugh  nn 
heartilye,  [e\ 

Till  the   tears  trickled  fast  downe  from  i 
Then  to  their  supper,  were  they  set  orderl}'  . 

Witliotbag-puddings,  and  good  applc-pu-. 
Nappy  ale,  good  and  stale,  in  a  brown  bowh  , 
Which  did  about  the  board  merrily  trowle* 
Here,  quoth  the  miller,  good  fellow,  1  drink  tu 
thee. 
And  to  all  cuckolds,  wherever  they  hec. 
I  pledge  thee,  (juoth  our  king,  and  thankctlu 
heartilye 
For  my  good  welcome  in  every  degree: 
And  here,  in  like  manner,  1  d'rinke  to  thy  sonnf , 
l)o  then,   quoth  Richard,   and  quicke  let  it 
come. 

Wife, 
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Wife,  quoth  the  miller,  letch  rac  forth  light- 
loote, 
And  of  his  swectuesse  a  little  we'll  taste. 
A  faire  vch'bou  pastye  brought  she  out  pre- 
sentlye.  [waste : 

Eate,  quoth  the  miller,  but,  sir,    make  no 
Here's (laintvlightfooie!  In  faith,  saidtheking, 
I  never  befbre  eale  so  dainty  a  thing. 
I  wis,  quoth  Richard,  no  dainty  at  all  it  is. 

For  we  do  eat  of  it  everye  day. 

In  what  place,  sayd  our  king,  may  be  bought 

like  to  this"? 

We  never  pay  pennve  for  itt,  by-my  fay  : 

From  merry  Sherwood  we  fetch  it  home  here; 

Now  and  then  we  make  bold  with  our  king's 

deer. 
ThtenT  thinke,  sayd  our  king,  that  it  is  venison, 
Echc  foole,  qiioth  Richard,   full  well  may 
know  that: 
,  Never  are  we  without  two  or  three  in  the  roof. 

Very  well  fleshed,  and  excellent  fat : 
But  pr'ylhce,  say  nothing  wherever  thou  goe ; 
We  would  not  for  two  pence  the  king  should 

it  knowe. 
Doubt  not,  then  sayd  the  king,  my  promised 
secresve  ; 
The  king  shall  never  know  more  on 't  for  me. 
Acup  of  lambs-wool  they  dranke  unto  him  then. 

And  to  their  l>cds  they  past  present  lie. 
The   nobles,  next  morning,   went  all  up  and 

down. 
For  to  seeke  out  the  king  in  everye  towne. 

At  last,  at  the  millers  cott,  soone  they  espy'd 
him  out. 
As  he  was  mounting  upon  his  faire  jteedc; 
To  whom  they  came  presently,   falling  down 
on  their  knee  ; 
Which  made  the  millers  heart  wofuUy  bleede: 
Shaking  and  quaking,  before  him  he  stood, 
Tbinking  he  should  have  been  hang'd  by  the 

rood. 
The  king  perceiving  him  fearfully  trembling. 
Drew  forth  his  sword,  but  nothing  hesed  : 
The  miller  downe  did  fall,  crying  before  them, 
all,  [head: 

Doubting  the  king  would  have  cut  off  his 
But  he  his  kind  (ourlesy  for  to  requite. 
Gave  him  great  living,  and  dubb'd  hima  knight. 

Part  the  Second. 
When  as  our  royall  king  wj^s  come  home  from 
Nottingham, 
And  with  his  nobles  at  Westminster  lay  ; 
Recounting  the  sports  and  pastimes  they  had 
taken. 
In  this  late  progress  alon^  on  the  way ; 
Of  them  all,  great  and  small, hedid  protest. 
The  Milter  of  Mansfield's  sport  liked  him  best. 
And  now,  my  lords,  quoth  the  king,  I'm  de- 
termined, 
Against  St.  George's  next  sumptuous  feast, 
'fhat  this  old  miller  our  nev/  ronfirmed  knight, 
'  With  his  son  Richard,  shall  here  be  my  guest: 


For,  in  this  merriment,.  Vis  my  desire   [tquire. 
To  talke  with  the  jolly  kniglit,  and  the  young 
When  an  the  noble  lords  saw  the  kingcs  plea- 
santness, [hearts ; 
Tl>ey  were   right  joyful!  and  glad  m  thoir 
A  pursuivan^e  there  was  sent  straight  on  ihr 
busiuess,  [|url^. 
The  which  had  oAcn   times  been  in  those 
When  he  came  to  the  ()lacc  where  ihcy  did  du  cU 
His  inessa;^e  orderlye  then  'gan  lie  ifll. 
God  save  your  worshippc,  then  said  the  mes- 
senger. 
And  grant  your  ladye  her  ownc  hearts  desire; 
And  to  your  sonne  Rjchard  good  fortune  and 
happiness  J                                   [squire! 
That  sweet,    gentle,    and    gallant   young 
Our  king  greets  you  well,  and  thus  he  doih  say. 
Youmustcometothccoiirton  St.  Georges  day. 
Therefore,  in  any  case,  faile  not  to  be  in  place. 
I  wis,  quoth  the  miller,  this  is  an  odd  jest : 
What  should  we  doe  there?  faith,  1  am  halfc 
afraid. 
I  doubt,  quoth  Richard,  to  be  hang'd  at  the 
least. 
Nav,  quoth  the  messenger,  you  doe  mistake; 
Our  k|ng  he  provides  a  great  feast  fo>your  sake. 
Then  sayd  themiller,  By  my  troth,  messcnj;er. 
Thou  hastcontented  my  worshippc  full  well. 
Hold,   here  arc  three  farthings,   to  quite  thy 
gentleness 
For  these  happy  li^dings  which  thou  dost  tell. 
liCt  me  see,  hei\re  thou  mee  ;  tell  to  our  king, 
We'Jl  wait  on  hismastershipp  in  everye  thing. 
The  pursuivant  smiled  at  their  simplicitye, 

And,  making  many  leggs,  tooke  their  reward; 
And  his  leave  taking  with  great  humilitye. 

To  the  kings  court  againe  he  repair'd; 
Shewing  unto  his  grace,  merrv  and  free, 
The  knightes  most  liberall  gift  and  bountie. 

When  he  was  gone  away,  thus  gan  the  miller 
say : 
Here  come  cxpences  and  charges  indeed ! 
Now  must  \vc  needs  be  brave,  tho'  we  spend 
all  we  have; 
For  of  new  garments  we  have  great  need  : 
Of  horses  and  s^'rving-men  we  must  hui'e  store. 
With  bridles  and  saddles,  and  twqnty  thing* 
mote.     / 

Tushe !  Sir  John,  quoih  his  wife,  why  should 
you  frett  or  frown  ? 

You'i-hall  ne'er  be  att  no  charges  for  meej 
For  1  will  turn  and  trim  up  mv  old  russet  gowne. 

With  every  thing  else  as  fing  us  n»ay  bee  : 
And  on  our  mill-horses  swift  we  will  ride. 
With  pillow  es  and  pannells  as  we  shall  provide. 

In  this  most  stately  sort  rode  they  unto  the 

court,  '  [all ; 

Their  jolly  sonne  Richard  rotle  foremost  of 

Who  set  up,  for  good  hap,  a  cocks  feather  in 

his  cap. 

And  5Q  thev  jetted  downe  to  the  kings  hall ; 

•  'ttic 
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G«ad  air  Join  CbcUcoort  v- 
Ai>i  ««pb  thca^sacof  coenc: 
{^■MiiDtcfee,Aboisoa  fee 

iber? 
Tisai  rax  vr  o>»«  led-StHc 
Vca,sa,qpaik  Rachacid.jndln'  - 

Thoo  vboc7-«oa  imibi^pv  . 
Tas  Vss^;3BaliisoocirCiefS  li^ . 


Boor  nr, 

was  the  time  whoOj- 


Aim  tnCB  tHt  uaTis  precAvra  to  flJiicif 
OU  Sir  John  Ceckk,  aod  lUdan! 

Urto  their  |)boes  the knig  did  adranee: 
Here  with  the  bdvcs  SBcfa  wart  t^  did  a 
ThezMliles  whkbaehiscAda    " 
afceu 


3>£iBT  tbaokes  ior  thdrpaias,  did  the  kin^g^ 


tbdr 


[wit- 

:  !:  I 


AsIuB^Toonz  RIchawd  tk^B*  ifbe  wocld  w<ed  s 

Axstca?  these  tadvcs  fn^  i^  a^e  whxii  JSkxA 

ifaee?  rhoMl: 

|?ooth  h^  J«wg  CriMfciiU,  Sjy,  with  Ac  nd 
'=^'i  iDTlefT,sfae*s  ariiie.  her  wiU  I  wed^ 

e  hatii  svora  I  shaif  h««c  hrr 


^<-o«h|Xhcs  Sir  Joka  Cocftle  the  kiog 
hltn. 


1%  idi  the  coast  I 
The  nBex^  wife  fid  soe  - 

A  win  Miali  fniiiin  iir    '  ; 
lihe'feSkei 


bj  lie 


Awa  ot  luuiff  ohenvaod  1 
AagisiTchiMoiiiiofhaBd  thKi 

Take  heed  now  vow  steal 


■age  of  aj 


Audi 


a  (|Bart?T  let's  here  hare  s<awr  ^iear; 
,  Sir  John  CociW,  I  hid  jow  sdiets. 


TV^e  die  kiaie  soyaPr,  ia  pnacr  ^ 
Saac  at  hi»  Oiaairt  with  joa  aoi  i^- 


to  the' 


•S3^^SPf€g 


Win  ^  k^  e 

Awd  ia  a  bovSe  of  wiaednskc 
Here"*  Co  voa  htnh^  ia  wisss,  ilti, 
ThanHaj^vow  heardvt  fer  a^y  . 

gaathSSrJthaOcUe.r 
Were  it  lb?  best  ale  to  N 
lowrkiB^iK 


<eri 


poule, 

<lh?R^ 


Qaoihniehe^TiHti 
diadr 


*:*5»i2y"ef 


;ELe  u^  itar  tHlIhane 


T<«  if«i  wr  with  tmtf^  dF«hes  so 


^s«w    taarrr,  wA  owr  kia^  that  woe 
^Mts««hiape^ 
Carid  a  na  cat  h9C  eae  hen  fer  to  caL 
Wiik  Am  Didk  WiaaehC  araar^aad  clacks  owe 
6«MhishoK; 
Whkh  with  heat  of  hb  bacech  ^ao  fer  to 


TheBa^aadea 

Tfls  c<eBt  fer  roox 


t  JcKHOB^Mas^Qieof  ^aeess* 

at  WUcchal.  Fch.  S.  ie09. 

k  is  tne,  thii  soo^  cf  the  Witches,  tiSta^  f rcw 

.  thM  a  dis|ifaT  of  the  cpiaiaoB  af  oar 
w^^v.  Baclct  icbeoiaefTMa  thata  Bared 
cf  IcarMdvinciohadjaRbcfere  bvicd  thca. 
sclvei«Bthei«d>^,«i£hcBr  Bncid^  SolaoKa. 
Jmct  L at  their h^^;«adthgehad«o  r—  uli  d 
It  ssd  sodem,  2ad  90  bfeadad 
tr^cthcr  the  tcvcs jJ  topeswaMas 
rf  iSftraat  tiMs  aad  Mbew,  tfcat  tfese  af 
jciwTa  covB  ao  laavcr  bo 


Br  {ood  Sack  the  w 
gooitascoBSa 


I  BATS  beroe  aU  dar  k 


iWiieh. 

dar  tookms  a^er 


Aad. 

I 


laro'd  her  bark  to  the  socir 
oot  oC  her  aaBib. 


switch. 

I  naie  becae  g^Mfaenag  wotrea  I 
llie  Biad  dofijees  HaaaBe*  ai 
The  sfwipa^of  adpdaac'scfes: 
Axtd  all  siace  the  rmuaig  staoc  did 

switch. 


,  .  J  last  oitht  br  alt  Joae 

^^atAAam^o^  CTthe^^iaoad;  toheaiethe 
r,  soodar,3Raa  naat  ^^  p^,^  y^  ^^  iboof,'. 


And,  as  Ibad  doer,  the rocke  d»d  crow. 

4  Wrtt 
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.4  Witch. 
And  I  h'beene  chusin^  ont  this  scull; 
From  charnel-houses  that  were  full : 
From  private  grots  and  publike  pits : 
And  frighted  a  sexton  out  of  his  win. 

.switch. 
Under  a  cradle  I  did  creepe 
By  day,  and,  when  the  childe  was  a-sleep« 
At  night,  I  suck'd  the  breath  ;  and  rose, 
.\nil  pluck'd  the  nodding  nurse  by  the  nose. 

6  Witch. 

I  had  a  dagger :  what  did  I  with  that  ? 

i\i!li-d  an  infant  to  have  his  fat ; 

A  piper  it  got,  at  a  church-ale : 

1  bade  him  again  blow  wind  i'lhctaile. 

7  Witch. 

A  murderer,  yonder,  was  hung  in  chaines; 
The  sunne  and  the  wind  had  shrunke  his  veines: 
I  bit  off  a  sinew  ;  1  dipp'd  his  haire; 
1  brought  off  his  ragges,  thatdanc'd  i*  the  ayre. 

8  Witch. 

Tlie  scrich-owles  e^ses,  and  the  feathers  blacke. 
The  bloud  of  the  frogge,  and  the  bone  in  his 

backe, 
I  have  been  getting;  and  made  of  his  skin 
A  purset,  to  keep  sirCranion  in. 

9  Witch, 

And  I  ha'  been  plucking  (plants  among)  - 
Hemlock,  henbane,  adders-ions;ue, 
Kight-shade,  moone-wort,  iibbardb-bane ; 
Aad  twise  by  the  dogges  was  like' to  be  tane. 

10  Witch. 

I  from  the  jaws  of  a  gardiner's  bitch 

Did  snatch  these  bones,  and  then  leaped  the 

ditch  : 
Yet  went  I  back  to  the  house  agaipe, 
Kiird  the  blacke  cat,  and  h§re  is  the  brahie. 

1 1  Witch. 

I  went  to  the  toade,  breeds  under  the  wall, 
I  charmed  him  out,  and  he  come  at  mvcall-j 
1  scratch'd  out  the  eyes  of  the  owie  before; 
I  tore  the  baits  wings  :   what  would  you  have 
more? 

Dame. 
Yes:  1  have  brought,  to  helpcyour  vows. 
Homed  poppie,  cypresse  boughes. 
The  fig-tree  wild,  that  grows,  on  tombes. 
And  juice  that  from  the  larch-tree  comes. 
The  ixisiliskes  bloud,  and  the  vi|>ers  skiu}  • 
And  now  our  orgies  let's  begin. 


BALLADE,    &c. 


ns 


§  12o.     The  Fairies  Farewel. 
This  humorous  old  songfel!  from  the  hand  of  the 
witty  Dr.  CoKBET,  afterwards  bbhop  of  Nor- 
wich, &.C.    In  his  I'oitica  Stroaau  it  is  called 


"  A  prop«r  new  Ballad,  isunilrd,  Tl>«  Pkirin 
"  FarewHI,  or  God-a-xnercy  WiQ,  to  be  ntsf  of 
**  whistled  to  the  tune  of  The  Mcadotr  Brow, 
**  bv  the  learned;  by  the  v'timttt,  to  xh»  MM 
"  of  Fortune." 

pAiiEWELL,  re^vards  and  F/incal 

Good  housewives  now  may  Mj; 
For*now  foule  sluts  in  dairies 

Doe  fare  as  well  as  they  ; 
And  though  they  sweepc' their  heaitbl  DO  !«• 

Than  mavds  were  \roni  to  doc. 
Yet  who  of  bte  for  cisaoeliness 

Fmds  six-pence  in  her  shoe  i 

Lament.  lament,  old  Abbic?, 

The  fairies  lost  command ! 
They  did  but  change  priests  batict. 

But  some  have  chang'd  youriaod: 
And  all  your  children  stoln  from  ibeDCC 

Are  now  growne  Puri tones. 
Who  live  as  changelinprs  ever  siooe,. 

For  love  of  your  demaines. 

At  morning  Jijjd  at  evening  both 

You  merry  were  and  gbd. 
So  little  care  of  sleepe  and  sloth 

TliCiC  preitie  ladies  had. 
When  Tom  came  home  from  Ubour, 

Or  Ciss  to  milkingr  rose. 
Then  merrily  went  their  labour, 

r\nd  nimbly  went  their  toes. 

Witness  those  rings  and  roundelaycf 

Of  theirs,  which  yet  remaine ; 
Were  footed  in  queen  Maries  dayes 

On  many  a  grassv  playne. 
But  since  of  late  Elizabeth 

And  later  James  ciiuc  in ; 
They  never  danc'd  on  any  heath. 

As  when  the  lime  had  been. 

Bv  which  wee  note  the  fairies 

Were  of  the  old  profession  ; 
Their  sontcs  were  Ave  Maries, 

Their  dances  were  procession. 
But  now,  alas !  they  all  are  deid. 

Or  gone  beyond  the  s«»s. 
Or  farther  for  religion  fle<l. 

Or  else  they  take  their  ease. 

A  tcll-tale'in  their  comrjany 

They  he\er  could  ensure; 
And  wh9so  kept  not  secret!  v* 

TIteir  mirth,  was  ponish'd  sure: 
It  was  a  just  and  christi.m  deed 

To  pinch  such  blacke  and  blue: 
O  how  the  common -vk-elih  doth  natd 

Such  justices  as  you  ! 

Now  thev  have  left  onr  quarter* ; 

A  Rctctiter  they  hare. 
Who  can  nreser\c  their  charters; 

A  man  t>oth  wise  and  grave. 
An  hund.-ed  of  their  merry  praoks 

By  one  that  I  could  name 
Are  kept  in  store;  cou  twcoty  thaakfl 

To  William  for  the  iame. 
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To  "William  C'hnrne  orStaffordsliirc, 

Give  laud  and  praises  due. 
Who  every  inealc  can  mend  your  clicarc 

With  tales  hoth  old  and  true; 
To  William  all  give  audience. 

And  pray  yec  for  his  noddle  j 
For  all  thetfdiries  evidence. 

Were  lost,  if  it  were  addle. 


§  126.     UtifucUng  Beaut tj. 

This  little  beaHtiful  Sonnet  is  reprinted  from  a 
small  volume  of  "  Poems  by  Tiicj. mas  Carkw, 
"  Esq.  one  of  the  gentlemen  of  the  privie-cham- 
<•  her,  and  sewer  in  ordinary  to  his  majesty 
«  Charles  I.  Lond.  1640."  This  elcjjant,  aijd 
almost  forgotten  writer,  whose  Poems  have  been 
<lcservedly  revived,  died  in  the  prime  of  his  age, 
in  1C39. 

In  the  original  follows  a  third  stanza,  which,  not 
being  of  general  application,  nor  of  equal  merit, 
I  have  ventured  to  omit. 

TJer  that  loves  a  rosie  cheeke, 

•■■■*■  Or  corn"  lip  admires. 

Or  from  si    -like  eyes  doth  seekc 

Fucll  to  niaintaine  his  fires; 
As  old  time  makes  these  decay, 
So  his  flames  must  waste  away. 

But  a  smooth  and  stcdfaste  mind, 
Gentle  thoughts,  and  calm^rsires. 

Hearts  with  equal  love  combin'd. 
Kindle  never-dying  fires; 

W'here  these  are  not,  I  despise 

Lovely  ('heekcs,  or  lips,  or  eyes. 


§127.     Song.     The  Sky-LarJi.    Shenstone 
/^o,  tuneful  bird,  thatgladd'st  the  skies, 
^-^  To  Daphne's  window  speed  thy  way; 
And  thereon  quiv'rin^ pinions  ris«', 
And  there  thy  vocal  art  display. 

And  if  she  deign  thy  notes  to  hear. 
And  if  she  praise  thy  matin  song. 

Tell  her,  tl>c  soranls  that  sooth  lur  ear 
To  Damon's  native  plains  belong. 

Tell  her,  in  livelier  plumes  array'd. 

The  bird  from  Indian  groves  may  shine; 

But  ask  the  lovely,  partial  maid, 

What  are  his  noti^s  comparM  with  thine? 

Then  bid  lu-r  treat  yon  witless  beau 
And  all  hi>  flaunting  race  with  s^orn  ; 

Anrl  lend  an  ear  to  Damon's  woe, 

Wlio  sings  her  praise,  and  sings  forlorn. 


'Twasthcn,bythecavcofthemountainrccrm'd, 
A  Hermit  fiis  nightly  complaint  thus  began  : 

Tho'  mournful  his  numl)cr&,  his  soul  was  re- 
sign'd  ; 
He  thought  as  a  sage,  tho'  he  felt  as  a  man. 

*  Ah !  why,  thus  abandon'd  to  darkness  and 

'  woe,  '  [strain? 

*  Why  thus,  lonely  Philomel,  flows  thy  sad 

*  For  spring  shall  return,  and  a  lover  l)estow  ; 

*  And  thv  bosom  no  trace  of  misfortimc  retain. 

*  Yet,  if  Pity  inspire  thee,  ()  cease  not  thy  lav  ! 

*  Mourn,  sweetest  companion!    man   calls 

*  thee  to  mourn  :  [awayl 
'  O  sooth  him  whose  pleasures,  like  thine,  pass 

*  Full  quickly  they  pass — but  thev  never  re- 

*  turn ! 

*  Now  gliding  remote  on  the  verge  of  the  sky, 

*  The  moon,  half  exliiict,ia  dim  crescentdis- 

'  plays  ; 

*  But  lately  1  mark'd,  when  majestic  on  high 

•.iihe  shone,  and  the  planets  were  lost  in  her 
blaze.  [sue 

*  Roll  on  then,  fair  orb,  atid  with  gladness^)ur- 

*  The  path  that  conducts  thee  to  splendor 

again : 

*  But  man's  faded  glory  no  change  shall  renew  ; 

*  All,  fool !  to  exult  in  a  glory  so  vain ! 

*  'Ti«  night,  and  tlic  Undscape  is  lovely  no  more  : 

*  I  mourn;  but,  ye  woodlands,  I  mourn  not 

*  for  vou  ;  [store, 

*  For  morn  j's  approaching,  your  charms  to  re- 

*  Pcrfum'd  with  fresh  fragrance,  and  glitt'ring 

*  with  dew. 

'  Nor  yet  for  the  ravage  of  winter  1  mourn  ; 

*  Kind  Nature  ihcend)rio-blossom  shall  save  : 

*  But  when  shall  spring  visit  the  mouldering  urn? 

*  O  when  shall  it  tlawn 


il:c  ni"ht  of  the 


grave?' 


§  128.     TheUerntit.     Bbattiti. 
At  the  close  of  the  doy,  when  the  hamlet  I.. 

■^  StiU,  '  [jJTOVC, 

And   mortnls  the    sweets   of   forgettulness 

When  nought  but  the  torrent  is  heard  on  tlu 

hilU  [grove — 

.    A«d  nought  but  the  mjUtlngnlc's  $ohg  in  the 


§  120.     ^Pastoral  Ballad.     In  Four  Ptn 

Shbnsto.v 
I.    A  B  S  E  NC  E. 

yTv.  shepherds  so  cheerful  and  gay, 
-*■    Whose  flocks  never  carelessly  roam; 
Should  C'orydon's  happen  :o  siray, 

0  call  the  poor  waufkrcrs  home. 
Allow  me  to  mubc  and  to  sigh, 

Nor  talk  of  the  change  that  ye  find  ; 
None,  once,  was  so  watchful  as  1  : 

— I  have  left  ujy  dear  Phillis  t)chind. 
Now  1  know  what  it  is  to  have  strove 

With  the  torture  of  doubt  and  desire; 
What  it  is  to  admire  and  lo  love, 

And  to  leave  her  we  love  and  admire. 
Ah,  lead  for^h  my  flock  in  the  morn, 

And  the  damp's  of  each  evening  repel : 
Alas  !  I  am  faint  and  forlorn  : 

— I  have  bade  my  dear  Phillis  farcwel. 

Since  Phillis  vouchsaf 'd  me  a  look, 

1  never  once  dream'd  of  my  vine ; 
May  I  lose  both  my  pipe  and  my  crook, 

lif  I  kucTv  of  a  kid  that  wa6  mine  ? 

I  pri*U 
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I  priz'd  every  hmir  thar  went  by, 

Beyond  all  that  had  pleas'd  nie  before; 
But  now  they  are  pass'd,  and  1  sigh, 

And  I  grieve  that  I  priz'd  ihem  no  moie, 
But  why  do  1  languish  in  vain  ? 

Why  wander  thus  pensively  here? 
O,  why  did  I  come  from  the  plain, 

Where  I  fed  on  the  smiles  of  ray  dear? 
They  tell  me,  my  favourite  maid. 

The  pride  of  that  valley  is  flown! 
Alas !  where  with  her  I  have  stray'd, 

I  could  wander  wiih  pleasure,  ahmc. 
W'hen  forc'd  the  fair  nymph  to  forego, 

\Vhat  anguish  I  felt  at  mv  heart! 
Yet  I  thought — but  it  mi(i;lu  not  be  so — 

'Tvvas  with  pain  that  she  saw  me  dc[)art. 
She  gaz'd,  as  1  slowly  withdrew; 

My  path  1  could  {lardly  discern; 
So  sweetly  she  bade  nie  adieu, 

I  thought  that  she  bade  me  return. 
The  pilgrim  that  journies  all  day 

To  visit  some  far  distant  shrine. 
If  he'  bear  but  a  reliqne  away 

Is  happy,  nor  heard  to  repine. 
Thus,  widely  remov'd  from  the  fair. 

Where  my  vows,  my  devotion,  I  owe. 
Soft  Hope  is  the  relique  1  bear. 

And  my  solace  wherever  I  go. 

II.  H  O  P  E. 
My  banks  they  are  furnish'd  with  bees. 

Whose  murmur  invites  one  to  sleep; 
My  grottps  are  shaded  with  trees. 

And  my  hills  are  white  over  with  sheep. 
I  seldom  have  met  with  a  loss. 

Such  health  do  my  fountains  bestow; 
My  fountains,  all  borderd  with  moss. 

Where  the  hare-bells  and  violets  grow. 
Not  a  pine  in  my  grove  is  there  seen. 

But  with  tendrils  of  woodbine  is  bound ; 
Not  a  beech's  more  beautiful  green, 

But  a  sweet-brier  twines  it  around. 
Not  my  fields  in  the  prime  of  the  vear 

More  charms  than  my  cattk-  uiifojd  : 
Not  a  brook  that  is  limpid  and  clear. 

But  it  glitters  with  fishes  of  gold. 
One  would  think  she  might  like  to  retire 

To  the  bow'r  1  have  labour'd  to  rear ; 
Not  a  shrub  that  1  heard  her  admire. 

But  I  hasted  and  planted  it  there. 
O  how  sudden  the  jessamine  strove 

With  the  lilac  to  reiider  it  gay! 
Already  it  calls  for  my -love. 

To  prune  the  wild' branches  away. 
From  the  plains,   from   the  woodkiuds 
groves. 

What  strains  of  wild  melody  flow! 
How  the  nightingales  warble  their  loves 

Prom  thickets  of  roses  that  blow  ! 
And  when  her  bright  form  shall  appear. 

Each  bird  shall  harmoniously  jouv 
In  a  concert  so  soft  and  so  clear. 

As she  may  not  be  foa4  tOTCsign. 


B  A  L  L  A  D  S,    &c.  947 

1  have  found  out  a  gift  for  my  fair, 

I  have  found  where  the  vrood-pigront  breed  j 
But  let  ine  Uiat  plunder  forbear, 
^  She  will  $ay  *iwa«  a  barbarom  drt-f!. 
For  he  ne'er  coald  be  im 

Who  could  rob  a  jKK. I 
And  1  lov'd  hcrihe  uunv  wu<ii  i  n  .ir«i 

Such  tenderness  fall  from  her  tongue. 
I  have  heard  '    -  v    '  -  r^  M 

How  that  I 
That  it  ever  a:    

And  she  calld  it  tlic  sifter  ot  loi-e. 
But  her  words  such  a  plc;wure  convfi*. 

So  much  I  her  accenu  adore. 
Let  her  speak,  and  whatever  the  »ay, 

Methinks  I  should  love  her  the  liiofc* 
Can  a  bosom  so  gentle  retrain 

Unraov'd,  when  her  Corytion  sighs  ? 
Will  a  nymph  that  is  fond'of  the  pbia 

These  plains  and  this  vallcv  de>pi!>c,> 
Dear  regions  of  silence  and  shade ! 

Soft  scenes  of  contentmcjit  and  case! 
Where  I  could  have  pleasingly  strav'd. 

If  aught,  in  her  absence,  could  please. 
But  where  does  my  Phillida  stray? 

And  where  are  Her  grots  and  her  bower*? 
Are  the  groves  and  the  vallies  as  gay. 

And  tlie  shepherds  as  gentle  as  oiirs  ? 
The  groves  u)ay  perhaps  be  as  fair. 

And  the  fiice  of  the  vallies  as  fine; 
The  swains  may  in  manners  compare. 

But  their  love  is  not  equal  to  mine. 

III.  SOLICITUDE. 

Why  will  you  my  passion  reprove? 

Whrterm  it  a  folly  to  griev<'? 
Ere  I  shew  you  the  charms  of  mv  love. 

She  is. fairer  thaji  you  can  believe. 
With  her  mien  she  enamours  the  brwo; 

With  her  wit  she  engages  the  free; 
With  her  modesty  plouses  the  gra\e; 

She's  every  way  pleasing  to  me. 

0  you  that  have  been  of  her  train, 
C'ome  and  join  in  my  amorous  lays! 

1  could  lay  down  my  life  for  the  swain 
That  will  sing  but  a  song  in  her  praise. 

When  he  sings,  may  the  nyn)nhs  of  the  town  ' 

Come  troojjing,  and  listeji  ilu*  v.hilc; 
N;iy,  on  him  let  not  Phillida  frown; 

— But  I  cannot  allow  her  to  smile. 
For  whfn  Pariilel  tries  in  the  <i.mcc 

A)iy  favour  with  Phillis  to  find, 
O  how,  with  one  trivial  glance. 

Might  she  ruin  the  |>cacc  of  my  roindl 
In  ringlets  he  dresses  his  hair. 

And  his  crook  is  bcstuddcd  around ; 
And  his  pipe O  may  Phillis  beware 

Of  a  magic  there  is  in  the  sourkd! 

' Tis  Ins  with  mock  pa?sion  to  gl(»w  ; 
'Tis  hi^  in  smoojj  talcs  to  gnfold, 
**  How  her  face  is  as  bright  as  the  snow. 


and 


And  her  bosom,  be  sure,  is  as  cold 
«PS 
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•*  How  the  nightingales  labour  the  strnin, 

*•  With  the  notfs  of  his  chaiiiur  to  viej 
**  How  ihey  vary  iheir  accents  in  \u\n, 

•*  Repine ai  her  triumphs,  and  dit." 
To  the  grove  or  the  garden  he  stra\  s, 

Aivl  pillages  every  sweet  j 
Then,  suiting  ihc  wreath  to  hislnvs, 

Ho  throws  it  at  Phillis's  feet. 
**  O  PhiiUs,"  he  whispers,  *'  more  fair, 

**  More  sweet  than  the  jessamines  tlowV! 
**  What  are  pinks,  in  a  morn,  to  compare? 

**  What  is  eglantine  after  a  shower? 
"  Then  the  lily  no  longer  is  white  ; 

"  Then  the  rose  is  depriv'd  of  its  bloom  j 
"  Then  the  violets  die  with  despite, 

"  And  the  woodbines  give  np  their  perfume." 
Thus  glide  the  soft  numbers  alonu;, 

And  he  fancies  no  shepherd  his  pver  j 
Yet  I  never  should  envy  the  song, 

Were  not  Phillis  to  lend  it  an  ear. 

I^t  his  crook  be  with  hyacinths  bound. 

So  Phillis  the  trophy  despise  ; 
I^ct  his  forehead  with  laurels  be  crown'd. 

So  they  shine  not  in  Phillis's  eyes. 
The  language  that  flows  from  the  heart 

Is  a  stranger  to  l-^aridcl's  tongue  j 
Yet  njay  she  beware  of  his  art. 

Or  sure  I  must  envy  the  song. 

IV.  disappointmi:nt. 

YE'shei)herd3,  give  ear  to  my  lav, 

And  lake  no  more  heed  of  my  siieep: 
They  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  stray, 

I  have  nothing  to  do  Itut  to  weep. 
Yet  do  not  my  folly  reprove; 

She  was  fair — a.id  my  passion  begun; 
She  smilVl — and  1  could  not  but  love; 

She  is  faiihlcis — and  I  am  undone. 
Perhaps  I  was  void  of  all  thought ; 

Perhaps  it  was  plain  to  foresee, 
7'liat  a  nvmph  so  complete  wouJ!!  !u-  <;ought 

Bv  a  swain  more  engaging  than  lue. 
Ah  :  love  cv'ry  hope  can  inspire : 

It  !)anlshes  xvisdom  the  whili- ; 
And  ihelipof  the  nymph  v.«  iidniif 

Seems  for  ever  adoru'd  with  a  Muilel 

She  is  failhles'^,  and  I  am  un;!ouf  : 

Ye  that  witness  the  woes  I  endure, 
Le»  Reason  instruct  ynn  to  hhon 

\A*hui  it  cannot  instruct  you  to  cure. 
Beware  how  you  loiter  in  vain 

Amid  nymphs  of  an  higher  degree : 
It  is  Jiol  for  me,  to  ex))lain  j 

How  fair  ami  how  tickle  they  be. 
Mas !  from  the  dny  that  we  met, 

\^  hat  hope  of  ati  end  to  my  noes, 
When  1  cannot  endure  to  forget 

The  glance  that  undid  my  repose? 
Yet  time  may  diminish  the  paiu; 

The  (low'r,  and  the  shrub,  and  the  tre% 
Which  i  reaiM  for  her  pleasure,  in  vain, 

in  trw^  juay  havcccwnJoit  for  me. 


Tlie  sweets  of  a  de\Vi9prinklcd  rose. 

The  sound  of  a  murmurint;  stream. 
The  peace  which  from  solitude  flows, 

Htnceforth  shall  be  Corydon's  theme. 
Higli  transports  arc  shewn'io  the  sight. 

But  wc  are  not  to  find  tliem  our  own: 
Fate  never  bestow'd  such  delight, 

As  I  with  my  Phillis  had  known. 

0  ve  woods,  spread  your  branches  apace; 
To  your  deepest  recesses  I  fly ; 

1  would  hide  with  the  beasts  of  the  chace, 
I  would  vanish  from  every  eve. 

Yet  my  reed  shall  resound  thro'  the  grove 
With  the  same  sad  complaint  it  begun  ; 

How  she  smil'd,  and  I  could  not  but  love  ; 
Was  faithless,  and  1  am  undone  ! 


§  130.     Phabe.     A  Pastoral.     Byron. 

IVyric^mo,  O  ye  Muses  !  was  happily  spent, 
^^^  When  Piioebe  went  with  me  wherever  I 

went; 
Ten  thousand  soft  pleasures  I  felt  in  mv breast : 
Sure  never  fond  shepherd  like  Colin  was  blest. 
Rut  now  she  is  gone,  and  has  left  me  behind. 
What  a  marvellous  change  on  a  sudden  1  find  I 
^^'hen  things  were  as  line  as  could  possibly  be, 
I  thought  it  was  spring  ;  but  alas,  it  was  she. 

The  fountain  that  wont  to  run  sweetly  along. 
And  dance  to  soft  murmurs  the  pel)bles  among. 
Thou  know'st,  little  Cupid,  if  Phoebe  was  there. 
It  was  pleasant  to  look  at,  'twas  music  to  hear! 
liut  now  she  is  absent,  I  walk  by  its  side. 
And,  still  as  it  murmurs,  do  nothing  but  chide: 
Must  you  be  so  cheerful,  whilst  I  go  in  pain  ? 
Peace  there  with  your  bubbling,  and  hear  m« 
complain. 

My  dog,  I  v/as  CAcr  well  pleaded  to  see 
Come  wagging  his  tail  to  my  fair  one  and  me  ; 
And  Phcebe  was  pleas'd  too,  and  to  my  dog  said, 
*'  Coinc  hither,  poor  fellow!"  and  patted  hiii 

hea<l : 
Butnow,  when  he's fawning,T,withasourlook, 
Cry,  ••  Sirrah!"  and  give  him  a  blow  with  my 

crook  : 
And  I'll  give  him  another;  for  why  should  not 

vTray 
Be  dull  as  his  master,  when  Phoebe's  away.* 

Sweetmusic  went  with  u»  both  all  the  wood 
thro'. 

The  lark,  linnet,  throstle,  and  nightingale  loo; 
Winds  over  us  whisper'd.  flocks  by  us  nid  bleat, 
A  nd  chirp  went  the  grasshopper  imdcr  our  (^pct. 
But  now  she  is  absent,  tho'  still  they  sing  on. 
The  woods  are  but  lonely,  the  melody's  gone! 
Her  voice  in  the  concert  j.as  now  I  have  founds 
Gives  every  thing  else  its  agreeable  souijil. 

Will  no  pi:yingj)pwer  that  hears  me  complain. 
Or  enfe  irty  dlsqmct,  or  soften  my  pain  ?  (^move  : 
To  be  cur  d,  thou  must,  Colin,  th^  passion  re- 
BhI  what  swain  is  so  sjlly  to  live  without  love  f 

No, 
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No,  Deity,  bid  the  dear  nymph  to  return ; 
For  ne'er  was  poor  shepherd  so  sadly  forlorn. 
Ah!  whutshail  I  do?  I  shall  die  with  despair: 
Take  heed,  all  ye  swai  ns,  how  ye  love  one  so  fair. 


D- 


§131.     A  Pastoral  Ballad.     Rowe. 

|ESPAiRiNO  beside  a  clear  streaHi, 
A  shepherd  forsaken  was  laid ; 
And,  while  a  false  nymph  was  his  theme, 

A  willow  supported  his  head. 
The  wind  that  blew  over  the  plain 

To  his  sighs  with  a  sigh  did  rejdy; 
And  the  brook,  in  return  to  his  paii^, 

Iliui  mournfully  murnmring  by. 
Alas!  silly  swair^  that  I  was  ! 

(Thus  sadly  complaining  he  cried  i) 
When  first  I  beheld  that  fair  face, 

'Twcrc  better  bv  far  I  had  died. 
She  talk'd,  and  1  bless'd  her  dear  tongue  j 

When  she  sinil'd,  it  was  pleasure  toogrc^t; 
J  listen'd,  and  cried,  when  she  sung. 

Was  nightingale  ever  so  sweet! 
How  foolish  was  I  to  believe 

She  could  dote  on  so  lowly  a  clown, ' 
Or  that  her  fund  heart  woukf  not  grieve 

To  forsake  the  fine  folk  of  the  town! 
To  think  that  a  beauty  so  gay 

So  kind  and  so  constant  would  prove; 
Or  go  clad,  like  our  maidens,  in  grey, 

Or  live  in  a  cottage  on  love ! 
What  though  I  have  skill  to  complain, 

Tho'  the  Muses  my  temples  liave  crown'd  ; 
What  tho',  when  they  hear  my  soft  strain. 

Tile  virgins  sit  weeping  around ; 
Ah.  Colin !  thy  hopes  are  in  vain. 

Thy  pipe  and  thv  laurel  resign  • 
1  ny  fair  one  nichnes  to  a  swam 

Whose  music  is  sweeter  than  thine. 
All  you,  my  companions  so  dear, 

W"ho  sorrow  to  see  me  bctray'd. 
Whatever  I  suffer,  forbear. 

Forbear  to  accuse  the  fiilse  maid. 
Tiio'  thro'  the  wide  world  I  should  range, 

'Tis  in  vain  from  my  fortune  to  Hy  ; 
'Twas  hers  to  be  ful-se,  and  to  change ; 

'Tis  mine  to  be  constant — and  die. 
If,  while  my  hard  fate  I  sustain. 

In  her  breast  any  pity  is  found  j 
Let  her  come,  with  tlie  nymphs  of  the  plain. 

And  see  me  laid  low  in  the  ground  : 
The  last  humbK*  boon  thai  I  crave 
,    Is,  to  shade  me  v\  ith  cypress  and  yewj 
And,  when  she  looks  down  on  my  grave, 

Let  her  own  that  her  shepherd  was  true. 
Then  to  her  new  love  let  her  go, 

'And  deck  her  in  golden  array; 
Be  finest  at  ev'ry  fme  show, 

And  frolic  it  all  the  long  day : 
While  Colin,  forgotten  and  gone. 

No  more  shall  be  lalk'd  of  or  seen. 
Unless  when,  beneath  the  pale  moon. 

His  ghost  shall  glide  over  the  green. 


^ISit.     AFairtfTale.  PaIKKLL. 

Tk  Britain's  isle,  and  AnhurV  dav. 

When  midnight  Fairies  datinc'd  ihc  iqaz^ 

Liv'd  Kdwin  of  the  Green; 
Edwin,  I  wis,  a  gernlc  youth, 
Kndow'd  with  coum      '  i  iJ  trulli, 

Tho*  badly  »hu; 
His  mountain  back  i....\<  ... ..  Ue  tai4 
To  measure  height  agamsi  hi»  hc:hl. 

And  lift  itself  al>ovc; 
Yet,  snite  ofa'l  that  Nature  did 
To  make  his  uncouth  form  ftirbUt 

This  creature  dar'd  to  love. 
He  fell  the  charms  of  fvliih's  cyen. 
Nor  vvanled  hope  to  gain  the  prize. 

Could  l.idios  l(iok  v.itln'n  ; 
But  one  Sir  Topaz  drcss'd  with  art. 
And,  if  a  shape  could  win  a  heart. 

He  had  a  shape  to  win. 
Kdwin,  if  right  I  read  mv  sonjr. 
With  slighted  passion  pic'd  along 

All  m  the  moony  light ; 
Twas  near  an  old  enchanted  court. 
Where  s|)ortivc  fairies  made  resort. 

To  revel  out  the  ni;rht.   ,     " 
His  heart  was  drear,  his  hope  was  crnss'tl, 
'Twas  late,  'twas  far,  the  j)ath  was  lo^t 

Thalreach'd  the  neighbour  town  : 
With  weary  stej)s  he  quits  the  shades, 
Rcsolv'd,  the  darkling  dome  he  treads. 

And  drorfe  his  limbs  adown. 
But  scant  he  lays  him  on  the  floor, 
NV'hen  hollow  winds  remove  the  door, 

A  trembling  rocks  the  ground: 
And,  well  1  ween  to  count  aright. 
At  once  an  hundred  tapers  light 

On  all  the  walls  around. 
Now  sounding  tongues  assail  his  oar. 
Now  sounding  feet  ajijjroachen  near. 

And  now  the  sounds  increase: 
And,  from  the  comer  where  he  ley. 
He  sees  a  train,  profusely  gay. 

Come  prank. ling  o'er  ili'e  place. 
But  (trust  me,  gentles !)  never  vet 
Was  dight  n  niasquing  half  so  neat. 

Or  half  so  rich,  before; 
The  country  lent  the  swei  i  perfumes. 
The  sea  the  pearl,  the  sky  the  plumes. 

The  town  its  silken  store. 
Now,  whilst  he  gaz'd,  a  gallant*  drcst 
In  flaunting  robes  above  the  rest. 

With  awfid  accent  cried  : 
'*  W'hat  mortal,  of  a  wreirhcd  mind. 
Whose  sighs  infect  the  hainu-  wind. 

Has  here  presum'd  to  hide?" 
At  this  the  swain,  whose  venfrous  tail 
No  fears  of  magic  art  controul, 

Advanc'd  in  open  siisht : 
'*  Nor  have  I  cause  of  dread,"  he  said, 
♦*  Who  view,  by  no  presumption  led. 

Your  revels  of  the  ni'^ht. 
Twas  grief,  for  scorn  of  faithful  love. 
Which  made  my  steps  unweeiiug  tovc 
,         Amid  the  nightly  dew." 
'        3  P  3  «  Xu 
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*•  Tb  well,"  the  f-^jaliant  cries  a^aiii, 
*•  We  fairies  utver  injure  men 

Who  dare  to  tell  us  true. 
Exalt  thy  love-dejected  heart ; 
Be  mine  the  uisk,  or  ere  we  part. 

To  «n:ike  thee  grief  resign  ; 
Now  tiike  the  j.lMsarc  of  thy  chauncc  ; 
Whilst  I  with  Mah,  my  partner,  dauuce. 

Be  little  Mab'.e  thine." 
He  spoke,  and,  all  a  sudden,  there 
Light  music  floats  in  wanton  air; 

The  Monarch  leads  the  Queen  : 
The  resi  their  fuirie  partners  found  : 
And  Mable  trimly  iript  the  ground 

With  Edwin  of  the  Green. 
Tlie  daunchig  past,  the  board  was  laid. 
And  siker  such  a  feast  was  made 

As  hcurt  and  lip  desire  : 
"Wiihouten  hands  the  dishes  fly. 
The  glasses  with  a  wish,  come  nigh, 

And  with  a  wish  retire. 
But  now  to  please  the  fairie  kinp;, 
Eull  ev'rv  deal  they  laugh  and  sing. 

And  atitic  feats  devise  j 
Some  wind  and  tumble  like  an  ape. 
And  other  some  transmute  their  shape 

In  Edwin's  wond'ring  eyes. 
Till  one,  at  last,  that  Robin  hight, 
llenown'd  for  pinching  maids  by  night. 

Has  bent  him  up  aloof; 
And  full  against  the  neam  he  flung. 
Where  by  the  back  the  youth  he  hung, 

To  sprawl  unneath  the  roof. 
From  tiiertce,  *'  Reverse  niy  charm,"  he  cries, 
*'  And  let  it  fairly  now  suffice 

The  gaitihol  has  been  shown." 
But  Oberon  answers,  with  a  smile, 
*•  Content  thee,  Edwin,  for  a  while. 

The  vantage  is  thine ovvt>. " 

Here  ended  all  the  phantom  play: 
They  smelt  the  fiesn  approach  of  day. 

And  heard  a  cock  to  crow; 
The  whirling  wind,  that  bore  the  crowd. 
Has  clappM  the  door,  and  whislifd  loud, 

To  warn  them  all  to  go. 
Then  screaming  all  at  once  they  fly. 
And  all  at  once  the  tapers  die  ; 

Pool-  Edwin  falls  to  floor  ; 
Forlorn  his  state,  and  dark  the  place. 
Was  never  wight  in  such  a  case 

'     Thro'  all  the  land  before  ! 
But,  soon  .13  dan  Apollo  rose, 
Full  jolly  creature -liome  he  p;oes  ! 

He  feels  his  back  the  less; 
His  honest  tongue  and  steady  mind 
Had  rid  him  ot*^ihe  lump  behind, 

Mhich  made  him  want  success  ; 
With  lusty  livelyhed  he  talks, 
He  seems  a-da«ricing  as  he  walks; 

His  story  soon  look  wind  ; 
And  beauteous  Kdith  sees  the  youth 
Kudow'd  with  courage,  sense,  and  truth. 

Without  a  bunch  behind  ! 
The  story  toW,  Sir  Topaz  mov'd, 
(The  youth  of  Edith  crat  appro 'd) 


To  sec  the  revel  scene  : 
At  close  of  eve  he  leaves  his  home. 
And  wends  lo  find  the  ruin'd  dome 

All  on  the  gloomy  plain. 
As  there  he  bides,  it  so  befel, 
Thie  wind  came  rustling  down  a  dell, 

A  shaking  seiz'd  the  wall: 
Up  sprung  the  tapers,  as  before, 
Tlie  fairies  braglv  foot  the  floor. 

And  music  fills  the  hall. 
But,  ceries,  sorely  s»mU  with  woe 
Sir  Topaz  sees  tlie  Elphin  ihow. 

His  spirits  in  him  die  ; 
When  Oberon  cries,  •*  A  man  is  near; 
A  mortal  passion,  cleeped  fear, 

Hangs  flagging  in  the  sky." 
With  that  sir  Topaz,  hapless  vouth! 
In  accents  falt'ring,  av  for  rutli, 

Intreats  them  piiy  graunt; 
For  aU  he  been  a  mister  wight 
Betrav^  by  wandring  in  the  night 

'lo  tread  ihccirrltd  haunt. 
"  Ah,  loscl  vile!"  at  once  they  roar, 
**  And  little  skill'd  of  fairie  lore, 

1  »iy  cause  to  come  we  know  : 
Now  has  thy  kestrell  courage  fell  j 
And  fairies,  since  a  lye  you  tell. 

Are  free  to  work  thee  woe." 
Then  Will,  who  bears  the  wispy  fire 
To  trail  the  swains  among  the  mire. 

The  captive  upward  flung: 
Tfjcre,  like  a  tortoise  in  a  shop. 
He  dangled  from  the  chamber  top. 

Where  whilom  Edwin  hung. 
The  revel  now  proceeds  apace, 
Deftly  they  frisk  it  o'er  the  place. 

They  sit,  ihcy  drink,  and  eat; 
Tlie  time  with  frolic  mirih  beguile. 
And  poor  Sir  Topaz  hangs  the  while. 

Til  fall  the  rout  retreat. 
By  this  the  stars  began  to  wink, 
Tncy  shriek,  they  fly,  the  tapers  sink. 

And  down  ydrojis  the  knight: 
For  never  spell  by  fairie  laid 
With  strong  enchimtment  bound  a  glade 

Ik'vona  the  length  of  night. 
Chill,  d^ark,  alone,  adreed  he  lay. 
Till  up  the  welkin  rose  the  day. 

Then  dcem'd  the  dole  was  o'er : 
But  wot  ye  well  his  harder  lot ; 
His  seely  back  the  bunch  had  got 

Wliich  Edwin  lost  afore. 
This  tale  a  Sybil  nurse  ared  ; 
She  softly  stroak'd  my  youngling  head  ; 

And,  when  the  tale  was  done  : 
"  Thus  some  are  born,  my  son,"  she  cries, 
•'  With  babC  impediments,  to  rise  ; 

And  some  are  born  with  none. 
But  virtue  can  itself  advance 
To  wbat  the  fav'rite  fools  of  chftncc 

By  fortune  seem'd  design 'd  ; 
Virtuc'can  gain  the  odds  of  fate. 
And  from  itself  shake  ofl'  the  weight 

Upon  th'  unworthy  mind," 
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§   133.     Song. 

ever.   Fortune  !  wilt  ihon  prove 
An  unrclcniing  I'oe  to  love, 
And  when  ue  mccia  mutual  JJcart, 
Come  in  between,  and  bid  us  part  ? 
Bid  us  sigh  on  from  day  to  day, 
And  wish,  and  wish  the  soul  away. 
Till  youth  and  genial  years  ate  Hosvn, 
And  all  the  life  of  love  is  gone? 
But  busy,  busy,  still  art  thou. 
To  bind  the  loveless,  joyless  vow. 
The  heart  from  pleasure  to  delude. 
To  join  the  Gentle  to  the  rude. 
For  once,  O  Fortune  !  hear  my  pray'r 
And  I  absolve  thy  future  care; 
All  otlier -blessings  1  resign, 
!Make  but  the  dear  Amanda  mine. 


§  ISr).     T/ie  liarbers  Nuptials. 

Tx  Liqnorpond-strcct,  as  is  well  known  to 
-*■         many. 

An  artist  resided,  who  shav'd  for  a  penny, 
Cut  hair  for  three  lialfpence,  f^r  three-pence  he 

bled,  [head. 

And  would  draw  for  a  groat  ev'ry  tooth  in  your 
What  annoy'd  other  folks  never  spoil'd  his  rc- 

poscj  [fell  or  rose  : 

'Twas  the  same  thing  fco  him  whether  stocks 
For  a  tlastand  for  mildew  hecar'd  not  a  pin  ; 
His  crops  never  fail'd,   for  they  grew  on  the 

chin. 

Unvex'd  by  the  cares  thatambition  and  state  has. 
Contented  he din'd  on  his  daily  potatoes; 
And  the  pence  that   he  carn'd  by  excision  of 

bristle 
Were  nightly  devoted  to  whetting  his  whistle. 
Wheil  copper  ran  low  he  made  light  of  the 

matter,  [Platter, 

Drank  his  purl  upon  tick  at  the  old  Pewter 
Head  the  news,  and  as  deep  in  the  secret  ap- 

pear'd 
As  if  he  had  lathcr'd  the  minister's  beard. 

But  Cupid,  v.ho  trims  men  of  every  station, 
And  'ivvixt  barbers  and  beaux  makes  no  discri- 
mination, 
Would  not  let  this  superlative  shaver  alone. 
Till  he  tried  if  his  heart  was  as  hard  as  his  hone. 
The  fair  one  whose  charms  did  the  Barber  en- 
thral. 
At  the  end  of  Fket-market,  of  fish  kept  a  stall. 
As  red  as  her  check  w -s  no  lobster  e'er  seen. 
Not  an  eel  that  she  sold  was  so  soft  as  her  skin. 
By  love  strange  effects  have  been  wrought,  we 
are  toid,  [cold  ; 

In  all  countries  and  climates, hot,  temp' rate,  or 
Thus  the  heart  of  our  Barber  love  scorch'd  like 
a  coal,  ipo/c 

Tho'  'tis  very  well  known  he  liv'd  under  the 
First,  he,  courted  his  charmer  in  soirowful  fa- 
shion, [sion  : 
And  hed  like  a  lawyer  to  move  her  coaipas- 
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He  »houlU  pemh,  he  swore,  did  hit  luit  not 

succeed, 
And  a  barbc;  to  slay  was  a  barbarous  doed. 

Then  he  alfer'd  his  tone,  and  wai  heard  to  dc- 
If  valour  deservM  the  regard  of  the  fair,  [dare. 
That  bis  courage  was  Incd,  iho*  he  »corn'djlo 
disclu:»e  [luiic 

How  many  brave  fellows  he'd   took  by   tht 

For  his  politics,  too,  they  were  thoroughly 

known, 
A  patriot  he  was  to  the  very  back-l>one  i 
Wilkes  he  gratis  had  shav'J,  for  the  coot!  of 

the  nation,  [ration. 

And  he  held  the  fVhigClxxh  in  profound  vene- 

Forhis  tenets  religious — he  could  well  expound 
Kmaiiuel  Swedenoor^'s  inybt'ri«  profound. 
And  new  doctrines  could  broach  with  the  best 

of 'cm  all ; 
For  a  periwig-maker  ne'er  wanted  a  caul. 

Indignant  she  answer'd:  *•  No  chiu-scraping 

•*  sot 
**  Shall  be  fastened  to  me  by  the  conjugal  knot ; 
**  No! — to  Tvburn  repair,  if  a  noose  you  must 

"  tie  :" 
"  Other  fish  I  have  got,  Mr.  Tonsor,  to  fry : 

"  Holborn-bridge  and  Blackfriars  my  triuniphe 
**  can  tell,  '[«he  bell  ; 

"  From  Billingsgate  beauties  I've  long  borne 

•♦  Nay,  tripcmcn  and  fishmongers  vie  for  my 
"  favour —  [i)cnuv  bhavcr  ? 

"  Then  d'ye  think  I'll  take  up  wth  a  two- 

*'  Let  dory,  or  turbot  the  sov'reign  of  f|sh, 
•*  Cheek  by  jowl  with  red-herring,  be  smv'd  ill 

•'  one  dish  ;  ' 

"  Let  sturgeon  and  sprats  in  one  pickle  unite, 
•♦  When  f  angle  for  husbands,  and  barbers 

*'  shall  bite." 


But  the  Ibrber  persisted  (ah,  could  I  relate 
'cm  )  [t«>in  ; 

To  ply  her  with  conjpliments  soft  as  |>oina- 

And  took  ev'ry  occasion  to  Hatter  and  praise 
her. 

Till  she  fancied  lus  wit  was  as  keen  as  bis  nuor. 

He  protested  besides,  if  she'd  grant  his  petition^ 
She  should  live  like  a  lady  of  rank  ai»d  condi- 
tion ; 
And  to  Billingsgate  market  no  lonaer  repair, 
But  himself  all  lier  business  woukl  do  to  a  hair. 

Her  smiles,  he  asserted,  would  mcllcTen  roc>% 
Nay,  the  fire  of  he.-  eye*  would  consume  bar- 
bers' blocks. 
On  insensible  objects  bestow  animation. 
And  give  to  old  peiiwi^js  rcgeucruiiou. 

With  fair  speeches  cajol'd,  as  you'd  tickle  » 
trout,  [hold  out  : 

•Gainst  th?  a-irber  the  Fish-wife  no  more  could 

lie  applied  the  right  bait,  and  with  flattery  ho 
caught  her : 

Without"  flau'ry  a  female's  a  fi»h  out  of  water. 
3P4  •  The 
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Eooic  ly, 


The  state  orher  heart  when  tlie  BjrlKr  once 

^uess'd. 
Love's  siege  with  redoubled  exertion  he  press'd; 
And  as  briskly  bestirr'd  him,  the  charmer  em- 

bracmg,  [bason. 

As  the  wash-ball  that  dances  an.!  froths  in  his 

The  flame  to  allay  that  their  bosoms  did  so 
burn,  [llolborn. 

They  set  out  for  the  church  of  St.  Andrew  in 

Where  tonsors  and  trulls  counrtry  Oicks  and 
their  cousins, 

In  the  halter  of  wedlock  are  tied  up  by  dozens. 

The  nuptials  to  grace,  came  from  ever}*  quarter 
The  worthies  at  Ilag-fair  old  caxons  who  bar- 
ter, [nobs 
Who  the  coverings  of  judges  and  counsellors' 
Cut  dbwn  into  majors,  queus,  scraichcs,  and 
bobs : 

Muscle-mongers  and  oyster-men,  crimps  and 
coalheavers,  [cleavers ; 

And  butchers  with  marrow-bones  smiting  their 

Shrimp-scalders  and  bug-killers,  taylors  and 
tylfrs,  ^   .        [-linp,  boilers.. 

Boys,  botchers,  bawds, bailiffs,  ai.d  black  pud- 

From  their  voices  united  such  melody  flow'd. 
As  the  Abbey  ne'er  wiiness'd,  nor  Toti'nham 

Court  road  ;  [so  clear  ring. 

While  St.  Andrew's  brave  bells  did  so  loud  and 
You'd  have  ^iven  ten  pounds  to  'vc  been  out 

of  their  hearing. 

For  his  fee — when  the  parson  this  couple  had 

join'd, 
As  no  cash  was  forthcoming,  he  took  it  in  kind; 
So  the  bridegroom  dismantled  his  rev'rencc's 

chin,  [and  gin. 

And  the  bride  cntertain'd  him  wiih  j?iIohards 


§  130.      JPllliitm  and  Mir'j^aref. 

"yynEK  all  was  wrapt  in  dark  midnight, 

And  all  were  fast  asleep. 
In  Rlided  Margaret's  primly  ghost, 
y\nd  stood  at  William's  feet. 

Her  fare  was  like  the  April  morn, 

CKid  in  a  wintry  cloud} 
And  clay-cold  was  her  lily-hand. 

That  held  the  sable  shroud. 

So  shall  the  fiirest  face  appear 

When  youth  and  years  are  flown  ; 

Such  is  the  robe  that  kings  must  wear 
When  death  has  reft  thcircrovvn. 

Her  bloom  was  like  the  springing  flow'r 

That  sips  the  silvr  dew ; 
The  rose  was  budded  in  her  cheek, 

And  opening  to  the  view. 

Jiut  I^vehad,  like  the  canker  worm, 

Consum'd  her  early  prime; 
The  rose  grew  pale,  and  l$;fi  her  chetk  j 

Is^he  dkd  berore  her  Un^. 


Awake !  she  cried,  thy  true  love  calls. 

Come  from  her  midni;ilu^t;ive  j 
Now  lei  thy  piiy  hear  the  maid 

Thy  lc«c  refus'il  to  save  : 
This  is  the  dark  and  fearful  hour 

When  injur'd  ghosts  couiplain  : 
Now  dreary  j^ravt-s  give  up  their  dead^ 

To  haunt  the  faithless  swain. 

Bethink  thee,  William,  of  thy  fault. 

Thy  pledge,  and  broken  oaili, 
And  give  me  back  my  maiflen  \  ow. 

And  give  me  back  niy  troth. 
How  could  you  say  my  face  was  fair. 

And  yet  that  face  forsake? 
How  could  you  win  mv  virgin  heart, 

Yet  le;ive'that  heart  to  break  ? 
How  could  you  promise  love  to  me. 

And  nvt  that  promise  keq>? 
Why^did  you  swear  my  eyes  were  bright^ 

\  efleave  those  eyes  to  weep  ? 

How  could  you  say  my  lip  vv-a«  sweet. 

And  made  the  scarlet  palc.> 
And  why  did  I,  young,  witless  maid, 

Iklieve  tiie  flattering  talc? 

That  face,  alas  !  no  more  is  fair. 

That  lip  no  longer,rcd  ; 
Dark  nre  my  eves,  n^w  clos'd  in  death. 

And  every  charm  is  fled. 

The  hungry  worm  my  sister  is; 

This  windlug-sheot  1  wear;    , 
.-\nd  cold  and  wearv  lasts  our  night 

Till  that  last  morn  appear. 

But  hark  !  the  cock  has  warn'd  me  hence  t 

A  long  and  last  adieu! 
Come  .sec,  false  man  !  how  low  she  lies. 

That  died  for  love  of  you. 

Now  birds  did  sing,  and  morning  smile. 
And  shew  her  glittering  head  ; 

Pale  William  shook  in  every  limb. 
Then,  raving,  left  his  bed. 

He  hied  him  to  the  fatal  piece 

Where  Marg'ret's  body  lay. 
Anil  stretch'd  him  on  the  green  grass  turf. 

That  wrapt  her  breathless  clay: 

And  thrice  he  call'd  on  Marg'ret's  name. 

And  thrice  he  wept  full  sore  ; 
Then  l.iid  his  cheek  lo  the  cold  earth. 

And  word  si>oke  never  mori;. 


§  LS?.     Liinj  and  Colin. 

r\r  Leinster,  fam'd  for  maidens  fair, 
^^   Bright  I jicv was  the  grace: 
Nor  e'er  did  Liffy's  limpid  stream 

IleMecl  so  fair  a  face  ; 
'fill  luckless  love,  and  pining  care, 

Impair'd  her  rosy  hue. 
Her  coral  lips  and  damask  checks, 

And  eyes  of  glossy  blue. 
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0  liave  you  seen  a  Illy  pale. 
When  beating  rains  destend  ? 

So  droop'd  thcslnvv-consuming  m^d. 

Her  life  now  near  its  end. 
By  Liicv  warn'd,  of  flattering  swains 

Take  heed,  ye  easy  fair  ; 
Of  vengeance  due  to  broken  vows. 

Ye  perjur'd  swains,  beware. 
Three  times,  all  in  the  dead  of  night, 

A  bell  was  heard  to  ring. 
And,  shrieking  at  her  vviivdow  thrice, 

A  raven  flapp'd  his  wing. 
Too  well  the  love-lorn  nuiden  knew 

The  solemn-boding  sound. 
And  thus  in  dying  words  bespoke. 

The  virgins  weeping  round  : 

1  hear  a  voice,  voii  cannot  hear, 

Wliich  says,  1  must  not  stayj 
I  see  a  hand,  vou  cajjnotsee. 

Which  beckons  me  away. 
By  a  false  heart,  and  broken  vow*. 

In  early  youth  I  die  : 
Am  1  to  blame  because  his  bride 

Is  thrice  as  rich  as  1  ? 
Ah  Colin  !  give  not  her  thy  vows. 

Vows  due  to  me  alone  -, 
Nor  thou,  fond  maid,  receive  his  kiss, 

Nor  think  him  all  thy  own. 
To-morrow  in  the  church  to  wed. 

Impatient  both  prepare; 
But  know,  fond  maid,  and  know,  false  man. 

That  Lucy  will  be  there! 
There  bear  mv  corse,  yc  comrades  bear. 

The  bridegroom  blithe  to  meet; 
He  in  his  wedding  trim  so  gay, 

I  in  my  winding  sheet. 
She  spoke,  she  died  ! — her  corse  was  borne. 

The  bridegroom  blithe  to  meet- 
He  in  his  wedding  trim  so  gay. 

She  in  her  winding  sheet. 
Then  what  were  perjur'd  Colin's  thoughts? 

How  were  those  nuptials  kept  ? 
The  bridemcn  flock'd  round  Lucy,  dead. 

And  all  the  village  wept. 
Compassion,  shame,  remorse,  despair. 

At  once  his  bosom  swell  j 
■^'he  damps  of  death  bedcw'd  his  browSi, 

He  shook,  he  groan'd,  he  fell. 
From  the  vain  bride  (ah,  bride  no  more  !) 

The  varying  crimson  fled; 
When,  stretch'd  before  her  rival's  corse. 

She  saw  her  husband  dead. 
He  to  his  Lucy's  new-made  grave, 

Convey'd  by  trembling  swains, 
One  mould  with  her,  beneath  one  sod. 

For  ever  now  remains. 
Oft  at  this  grave  the  constant  hind 

And  plighted  maid  are  seen  ; 
With  garlands  gay,  and  true-love  knots, 

Ti:icy  deck  the  iacredgr«en. 
But,  swain  forsworn  !  whoe'er  tliou  art. 

This  hallow'd  spot  forbear  ; 
llemcmbcr  Colin's  dreadful  fat?, 

And  fear  to  meet  hiin  there. 


$  138.    Sonn.       DlBDtw. 
T  SAW  what  seem'd  n  harmlcM  child, 
■*•  With  wings  and  bow 
And  aspect  mild, 
Who  sobb'd,  and  si^h'd,  and  pln'd. 

And  btgp'd  1  would  some  boon  bcstdir 
On  a  poor  little  boy,  slonc  blind. 

Not  aware  of  the  danger,  I  instant  coniply'd. 
When  he  drew  from  his  fpiivrr  .t  dari. 

And  cry'd,  •'  Mv  power  you  fthalt  kiiww  !'* 

Then  he  leveird  liiH  bow, 

And  wounded  me  riglit  iu  the  heart. 


§  139.  The  Race  Horse.    Di/  iht  tame, 

CEEthecourse  ihrong'dtvilh  gazers,  the « port* 
'^         are  begun,  [done I 

The  confusion  but  hear! — I'll  bet  you,  »ir,— 
Ten  thousand  strange  murmurs  resuand  far  and 

near. 
Lords,  hawkers,  and  jockies  assail  the tir'd  can 
While,  with  neck  like  a  rainbow,  erecting  his 

crest,  [touching  his  breast, 

Pamper'd,   prancing,    and    pleas'd,    his  head 
Scarcely  siiufling  t'-e  air,    he  s  so  proud  and 

claie. 
The  high  mettled  racer  first  starts  for  the  plate. 

Now  reynard's  turned  out,  and  o'er  hedge 
and  ditch  rush 
Hounds,  horses,  and  huntsmen,  all  hard  at  hit 
brush;  ,  [at  bav. 

They  run  him  at  length,  and  they  have  hint 
And  by  scent,  and  by  view,  cheat  a  long  tedi- 
ous way :  fcoursc. 
While,  ahke  born  for  sports  of  the  field  and  iho 
Always  sure  to  come  through,  a  staunch  and 
.fleet  horse;  [breath. 
When,  fairly  run  down,  the  fox  vidds  up  hU 
The  high-mettled  racer  is  in  at  the  death. 

Grown  aged,  us'd  up,  and  turn'd  out  of  th» 
stud,  [somcblocHi; 

Lame,  spavin'd,  and  wind-gall'd,  but  yet  with 
While  knowing   pouilions  his  pe<ligree  trace. 
Tell  his  dam   won    this  sweepstakes,  hi^  site 
gain'd  that  race ;  [o'er. 

And  what  matches  he  won  to  tlie  ostlers  count 
As  they  loiter  their  time  at  some  hedge  ale- 
house door;  [sides  goad. 
While  the  harness  sore  rail?,  and  the  spurs  his 
The  high-metiled  racer's  a  hack  on  the  road. 

Till,  at  last,  having  labour'd,  drudg'd  early 

and  late, 
Bow'd  down  by  degrees, he  bends  to  his  fmc; 
Blind,  old,  leafi,  and  feeble,   he  tugs  round  a 

mill. 
Or  draws  sand,  till  the  sand  of  his  hour-glass 

stands  still : 
Aud  now,  cold  and  lifeless,  cxposM  to  the  vieir. 
In  the  very  same  carl  which  he  v-cionbydrcfr, 
VVhdo  a  pitying  cro^d  his  sad  relics  surrounds. 
fhe  h'sU-nicllled  racer  i»  sold  for  the  hound*  I 
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§  KO.     Poor  Jack.    By  llir  sanT. 

/^o  patuir  to  lubbers  and  swabs,  <l'\i-  m'C, 
^-^  'Jiout danger,  and  fear,  and  iIk-  lil  t- ; 
A  ti;;ht  water-boat  and  p;»)od  sea-room  give me^ 
And  t'ent  to  a  little  Til  strike : 

Though  the  tempests  top-gallant  masts  sinack 

smooth  should  snute, 
.  And  shiver  each  splinierof  wood. 
Clear  the  wieek,    stow    the  yards,   and  bouse 
every  thinj;  tight, 
And  under  roofd  ioresail  we'll  srud. 

Avast !  nor  don't  think  me  a  milk-soji  go  soft 

To  bo  taken  for  trifles  aback. 
For  ibcy  !^ays  thert'sa  Providence  sits  \^\)  aloft. 

To  keep  watch  for  the  life  of  Poor  Jack. 

Why,  I  heard  ihcfrood  chaplain  palaver  one  day 
About  souls,  heaven,  mercy,  and  such,  flay, 

And,  my  tind)ers !  what  linpo  hcM  coil  and  be- 
Why, 'twas  just  all  as  one  as  \\\\^\\  Dutch. 

Bui  he  said  how  a  sparrow  can't  founder,  d'ye 
see, 

Without  orders  that  comes  down  below. 
And  manvfine  thin<3;s that prov'd  cicarlv  tonic. 

That  Providt-ncc  takes  hs  in  tow. 

For,  says  lie,  do  you  mind  me,  let  slormsiC'orso 
Take  the  top-sails  of  sailors  aback,  [oft 

There's  a  sweet  little  cherub  that  sits  up  aloft 
To  keep  walch  for  the  life  of  poor  Jack. 

I  said  to  our  Poll,  for  you  sec  she  would  cry, 
When  last  we  weigh'd  anchor  for  sea. 

What  argufies  sniv'ling,  and  piping  youreye? 
Why,  what  a  daitm'd  fool  you  must  be! 

C'an't  you  see  the  world's  wide,  and  there's 
room  lor  us  .'ill. 

Both  for  seamen  and  lubbers  ashore  ? 
And  tf  to  old  Davy  1  should  go,  friend  Poll, 

Why,  you  never  will  hear  of  me  more. 

Wba;  then?  all's  a  hazard  :  come,  don't  be  so 
Perhaps  I  may  laughing  come  bark  ;    [soft. 

For,  d'ye  see,  there's  a  cherub  that  si  Is  up  aloft 
To  keep  watch  for  the  life  of  Poor  Jack. 

D'ye  mind  me,  a  sailor  should  be  every  inch 
All  as  one  as  a  piece  of  the  ship, 

And  with  her  brave  the  world  without  ofFeriiig 
to  rlinch. 
From  the  moment  the  anchor's  a-trip. 

As  for  me,  in  all  weathers,  all  times,  sides  and 
ends, 
Nought'sa  trouble  from  duty  that  springs, 
For  my  heart  is  my  Poll's,  and  my  rhuto's  my 
friend's. 
And  as  for  my  life,  'tis  the  king's. 

Ewn  when  my  lime  comes,  ne'er  believe  me 
so  soft 

As  for  grief  to  be  taken  aback : 
.That  same  little  cherub  that  sits  up  aloft 

Will  look  out  a  good  birilx  for  Poor  Jack. 


EXTRACTS. 

§  141.     By  the  same 
t\va\\  sensations  pitv  brings, 
^^  To  prpudlv  swell  the  aumle 
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proudly  sweJl  the  ample  heart, 
From  which  the  wiirmj<,  sorrow  springs, 
h\  others'  grief  that  bears  a  part: 

Of  all  sad  symnathy's  delights. 

The  manly  dignity  of  grief 
A  joy  in  mourning  that  excites, 

And  gives  theanxious  mind  relief: 
Of  these  wouUlyou  the  feeling  know. 

Most  geh'rous',  noble,  greatly  brave. 
That  ever  taught  a  heart  to  glow, 

'Tis  the  tear  that  bedews  a  soldier's  grave; 

For  hard  and  painful  is  his  lot ; 

Let  dangers  come,  he  braves  them  all: 
Valiant,  perhaps,  to  be  forgot, 

Or  undistinguish'd  doom'd  lo  fall. 

Yet  wrapt  in  conscious  worth  secure, 

Thc-\^orld,  that  now  forgets  his  toil. 
He  view^  from  a  retreat  obscure. 

And  fpiits  it  with  a  willing  smile. 
Then,  trav'ller,  one  hind  drop  bestow, 

'Twere  graceful  piiy,  noblv  brave; 
Nought  ever  timghttlie  heart  to  glow 

Like  the  tear  that  bedews  a  soldier's  graven 


§  1 42.     By  the  same. 
VIThat  though  t>oni  Venus  Cupid  sj)rungj 
^^    No  attribute  divine 
(Whate'er  the  bawling  bards  have  sung) 
Ilad  he,  his  bow  till  Bacchus  strung. 

And  dipt  his  darts  in  wine  : 
Till  old  Silenus  plung'd  the  boy 

la  nectar  from  the  vine, 
Then  love,  that  was  before  a  toy,  • 
Became  the  source  of  mortal  joy; 
The  urchin  shook  his  dewy  wings. 
And  careless  levell'd  clowns  and  uings; 

Such  power  has  mighty  wine! 

When  Theseus  on  the  naked  shoiQ 

Fair  Ariadne  left. 
D'ye  think  she  did  her  fate  deplore. 
Or  her  fine  locks  or  bosom  tore. 

Like  one  of  hope  bereft? 

Not  she,  indeed.     Her  fleeting  love 

From  mortal  turns  divine; 
And  as  gay  Bacchus'  tigers  move. 
His  car  ascends  amidst  a  grove 
Of  vines,  surrounded  by  a  throng. 
Who  lead  the  iolly  pair  along. 

Almost  half  gone  with  wine. 

Ma'am  Helen  lov'd  the  Phrygian  boy. 

He  thought  her  all  his  own  : 
But  hottest  love  will  soonest  cloy. 
He  ne'er  had  brought  her  safe  to  Troy 

But  for  the  wife  of  Thone. 

She,  merrv  gossip,  mix'd  a  cup 

Of  tipple,  right  divine, 
I'o  keep  love's  fli 


i'gg'»S  spirits  up, 
Xnd  Helen  dwnk  it  every  sup ; 
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This  liquor  is  'mongst  learned  elves 
Iv'cpcntne  call'd  ;  but,  'twixt  ourselves, 
'Tvvas  nothing  more  than  wine. 

Of  Lethe,  and  its  flow'ry  brink, 

I^t  musty  poets  prate, 
Wiiere  thirsty  souls  are  said  tq  drink. 
That  never  they  again  may  think 

Upon  their  former  state, 
what  is  there  in  this  soulless  loss, 

I  pray  vou,  so  divine! 
Grief  finds  the  palace  and  the  cot. 
Which,  for  a  time,  were  well  forgot; 
Come  here  then,  in  our  Leihe  share. 
The  true  oblivion  of  your  care 

Is  onlv  found  in  wine. 


§  1 43 .     Bi/  the  same. 
"VT^AVKO  he  tell,  and  he  tell  no  lie, 
•*■    We  near  one  pretty  brook. 
Him  flrmiiiG;  hair,  him  lovely  eye, 
Sweetlv  on  Orra  look  : 

II im  sec  big  world,  fine  warrior  men. 
Grind  cruel  king  love  blood. 

Great  king  !  but  Yanko  say  what  den 
If  he  no  honest  good  ? 

"Virtue  in  foe  be  virtue  still. 
Fine  stone  be  found  in  mine: 

The  sun  one  dale,  as  well  one  hill. 
Make  warm  where'er  him  sliine. 

You  broder  him,  him  broder  you. 
So  all  the  world  should  call  j 

For  nature  say,  and  she  say  true. 
That  men  be  broder  all. 

If  cruel  man,  like  tiger  grim, 
Come  bold  in  thirsi  of  blood. 

Poor  man  : — be  noble — pity  him. 
That  he  no  honest  good : 

Virtue  in  foe  be  virtue  still. 
Fine  stone  be  found  in  mine: 

The  sun  one  dale,  as  well  one  hill. 
Make  warm  where'er  him  shine. 


§  144.     Yanko.     By  the  same, 
T^EAR  Yanko  say,  and  true  he  say, 
•^  All  mankind,  one  and  t'other, 
Negro,  mulatto,  and  malay. 

Through  all  the  world  be  broder. 
In  black,  in  yellow,  what  disgrace. 

That  scandal  so  he  use  'em  ? 
For  dcre  no  virtue  in  de  face, 

De  virtue  in  de  bosom. 

What  harm  dere  in  a  shape  or  make? 

What  harm  in  ugly  feature? 
W^^hatever colour,  form,  betake. 

The  lieart  make  human  creature. 

Then  black  and  copper  both  be  friend. 
No  colour  be  bring  beauty  j 

For  beauty,  Yanko  say,  attend 
On  him  who  do  him  duty. 
Deir  Yanko  say,  &c. 


§  145.     Let  us  all  he  unhappy  logetlitr, 

the  same. 
VITe  bipeds,  made  up  of  frail  day, 
''     Alls  !  are  the  chil«hcn  of  sorrow; 
And,  though  brisk  and  uicrry  towlay, 
V\  c  may  all  be  unha)jpy  to-morruw. 
For  sunshine's  succeeded  by  rain  ; 
Then,  fearful  of  life's  stormy  wcaih«r. 
Lest  pleasure  should  only  bring  |>atn. 
Let  us  all  be  unha|ipy  together. 

I  acrant  the  best  blessing  wc  know 
Is  a  friend,  for  true  friendship's  a  treasure; 
And  yet,  lest  your  friend  prove  a  foe. 
Oh  taste  not  the  dangerous  pleasure. 

Thus  friendship's  a  flimsy  affair. 
Thus  riches  and  heahh  area  bubble; 
riius  Chere's.nothinj^delightfulbui  care* 
N'or  any  thing  pleasmg  but  trouble. 
If  a  mortal  would  point  out  that  life 
Which  on  earth  could  be  nearest  to  hctven. 
Let  Jiiin,  thanking  his  stars,  choose  a  wife 
To  whom  truth  and  honour  are  giren. 

But  honour  and  truth  are  so  rare. 

And  horns,  when  they're  cutting,"So  tingle. 

That,  with  all  my  respect  to  the  fair, 

I'd  advise  him  to  sigh,  and  live  single. 

It  appears  from  these ivcmises  niain. 
That  wisdom  is  nothing  but  folly; 
That  pleasure's  a  term  tiiat  means  pain. 
And  that  joy  is  your  true  melancholy  : 

That  all  those  who  laijgh  ought  t4»crv. 
That  'tis  fine  frisk  and  fun  to  be  grieving^ 
And  that,  since  we  must  all  of  U8  die. 
We  should  taite  ijo  enjoyment  while  livbg- 


§   14(5.     The  Soldier's  Adieu.    By  ihe  same. 
A  niEU,  adieu,  mv  only  life  ! 
^  My  honour  calls  me  from  thee; 
Remen'iber  thou'rt  a  soldier's  wife. 
Those  tears  but  ill  become  ihee. 
What  though  by  duty  I  am  call'd 

Where  thundring  eamiwis  rattle. 
Where  valour's  sdf  might  sLvid  appall'd. 
When  on  the  wings  of  thy  dear  love 
To  heaven  above 
Thy  fervent  orisons  are  flown. 
The  tender  prayer 
Thou  putt'st  up  there 
Shall  call  a  guardian  angel  down. 
To  watch  me  in  the  battle. 
My  safety  thy  fair  truth  shall  be, 
Xs  sword  and  buckler  serving ; 
My  life  shall  be  m/>re  dear  to  me. 
Because  of  thy  preserving. 

Let  peril  come,  let  horror  threat. 

Let  thund'ring  caimons  rattle, 

I'll  fearless  seek  the  ceuflici's  heat, 

Assur'd  when  on  the  wiugs  of  love* 

To  heav«a  above*  &c. 
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Enough.  Wirh  that  benignant  smile 

Some  kindred  god  inspir'd  ihee  ; 
Who  knew  thy  bosom  void  of  guile. 
Who  wonder'd,  andadmirkl  ibcc. 
J  po  assured,  my  life,  adieu  ; 

Though  thund'ring  cannons  rattle. 
Though  murdering  carnage  stalk  in  view, 
When  on  the  \ving$  of  thy  true  love 
To  heaven  above,  &c. 


§  147.     Indian  Song.     By  the  same. 
'T'HK  sun's  descending  in  the  Mave, 
-*•    I  go,  I  go,  uiy  fate  to  bra\  e  : 
Ghosts  of  dead  Yncas,  now  appear. 

Shriek  as  ye  come 

Cold  from  the  tomb, 
^nd  see  if  Moniaco  knows  to  fear. 

Oh  Sun,  my  sire. 

Lend  me  all  thy  noble  fire: 

lUia  Moniaco  to  thy  tomb. 

Oh  Atabalipa  soon  shall  come; 

Cover  me  with  scars, 

Nough  can  controul 

The  dauntless  soul, 

That  shall  live  among  its  kinHrcd  stars. 

What  is 't  to  die?  to  leave  this  cla} , 
And  breathe  an  evcrlasiing  day. 
For  robes  celestial  sliakc  off  dust. 

Among  the  blest. 

From  care  to  rest. 
And  emulate  the  virtues  of  the  jnst : 

Then,  Sun,  my  sire, 

l^nd  me  all  thv  noble  fire, 

lllia  Moniaco,  Sec. 
Adieu,  ye  friends  !  v.iin  world,  adieu  1 
Bliss  is  for  nic,  but  woe  for  you  ; 
While  I,  new  born,  shall  go  to  find 

The  upper  heaven. 

You  snail  be  driven 
Like  scatler'd  chalV  before  false  fortune's  wind. 

Now,  Sun,  my  sire, 

I  feel,  I  feel  ihy  noble  fire  1 

lllia  Moniaco,  &c. 


§148.     By  the  same. 

TLJark  thedin  of  distant  w«r, 
^^  How  noble  is  the  clangor! 
Pale  Death  ascends  his  ebon  car 
Clad  in  terrific  anger. 

A  doubtful  fate  the  soldier  tries 
Who  joins  the  gallant  quarrel : 

Perhaj>8  on  the  cold  ground  he  lies. 

No  wife,  no  friend,  to  close  his  eyes. 

Though  nobly  mourn'd, 

perhaps,  return'd, 

He's  crown'd  with  victory's  laurel. 

How  many,  who,  disdaining  fear. 
Rush  on  the  desperate  duty. 

Shall  claim  the  tribute  of  the  tear 
That  dims  the  eye  of  beauty? 
A  doubtful  fate,  &c. 


What  noble  fate  can  fortune  give  ? 

Renown  shall  tell  our  storv 
If  we  should  fall ;  but,  if  we  live. 

We  live  our  country's  glorv. 

'Tis  true,  a  doubtful  fate,  &c. 


§  UC).     By  the  same.  ~ 

looR  Peggy  lov'd  a  soldier  lad 
More,  far  more  than  tongue  can  tell  ye  i 

Yet  was  her  tender  bosom  sad 
Whene'er  she  heard  the  loud  reveiller. 

The  fifes  were  screech -owls  to  her  ears. 
The  drums  like  thunder  secm'd  to  rattle  j 

Ah,  too  prophetic  were  her  fears. 
They  cali'd  him  from  her  arms  to  battle. 

There  wonders  he  against  the  foe 
Pcrfor.n'd,  and  was  with  laurels  crown'd  ; 

"\'ain  pomp  !  for  soon  death  laid  him  low^ 
On  the  cold  ground. 

Her  neart  all  love,  her  soul  all  truth. 
That  none  her  fears  or  ftight  discover. 

Poor  IVg,  in  guise  a  comely  youth, 
Follow'd  to  the  field  her  lover". 

Directed  by  the  fife  and  drum 
To  where  the  work  of  death  was  doing; 

Where  of  brave  hearts  the  lime  was  comc^ 
Who,  seeking  Konour,'grasp  at  ruin : 

Her  very  soul  was  chill'd  with  woe. 
New  horror  came  in  every  sound, 

And  whisper'd,  death  had  laid  him  low 
On  the  cold  ground. 

With  mute  afBiction  as  she  stood, 
While  her  woman's  fears  confound  her. 

With  terror  all  her  soul  subdued, 
A  mourning  train  came  thronging  round  hci. 

The  plaintive  fife,  and  mufRcd  drum. 
The  martial  obsequies  discover ; 

His  name  she  heard,  and  cried,  I  come, 
Faithful  to  meet  my  murder 'd  lover! 

Then  heart-rent  by  a  sigh  of  woe. 
Fell,  to  the  grief  of  all  around. 

Where  death  had  laid  her  lover  low, 
On  the  cold  ground  ! 


§  130.    Song.        Stephens. 

ONCE   the  gods  of  the  Greeks,  at  ambrosial 
feast, 
Large  bowls  of  rich  nectar  were  quaffing, 
Merry  Momus  among  them  appcar'd  as  a 
guest. 
Homer  lays  the  celestials  love  laughing. 

This  happcn'd  'fore  Chaos  was  fix'd  into  form. 

While  nature  disorderly  lay  : 
While  elements  adverse  engender'd  the  storm. 

And  uproar  embroil'd  the  loud  fray. 
On  ev'ry  Olympic  the  humourist  droll'd. 

So  none  could  his  jokes  disapprove  ; 
He  sung,  repartee'd,  and  some  old  stories  to^, 
/    And  at  last  thus  begau  ifJ)Qn  Jove  ; 

Sire, 
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Sire, — Mark  how  yon  matter  is  heaving IkjIow, 
\Vere  it  settled 't  would  please  all  your  court ; 

*Tisnot  wisdom  to  let  it  lie  useless, you  know; 
Pray  people  it,  just  for  our  sport. 

Jove  nodded  assent,  all  Olympus  bow'd  down, 

At  his  fiat  creation  took  hirlh  ; 
The  cloud-keeping  deity  smil'd  on  his  throne. 

Then  announc'd  the  production  was  earth. 
To  honour  their  sov'reijjn  each  god  gave  a  boon : 

Apollo  presented  it  light ; 
The  goddess  of  child-bed  dispalch'd  us  a  moon 

To  silver  the  shadow  of  night: 
Tiie  queen  of  soft  wishes,  foul  Vulcan's  fair 
bride, 

Lccr'd  wanton  on  her  man  of  war;  [guide, 
Saving,  as  to  these  earth-folks,  I'll  give  them  a 

So  khe  sparkled  the  morn  and  eve  star. 
From  her  cloud,  all  in  spirits,  the  goddess  up 
sprung, 

In  ellipsis  each  planet  advanc'd  ; 
The  tune  of  the  spheres  the  Nine  Sisters  sung, 

As  round  Terra  Nova  they  danc'd. 
Even  Jove  himself  could  not  insensible  stand. 

Bid  Saturn  his  girdle  fast  bind  :  [hand. 

The  expounder  of  fate  grasp'd  the  globe  in  his 

And  laugh'd  at  those  miics  call'd  mankind. 
From  the  hand  of  great  Jove  into  space  it  was 
hurl'd. 

He  was  charm'd  with  the  roll  of  the  ball, 
Bid  his  daughter  Attraction  take  charge  of  the 

And  she  hung  it  up  high  in  his  hall,  [world 


Miss,   pleas'd  with  the  prctent,  mrieWd  Ihe 
glohc  round. 
Saw  with  rapture  hills,  vallict ,  and  ;  ' 
The    self-baluuc'd    orb     i»    an    atnj 
bound. 
Prolific  by  suns,  dcwt,  ami  rains. 

With  silver,  sold,  Jewels,  she  India  endow M* 

France  and  Spam  she  taught  vineyards  to 
rear  ; 
What  was  ht  for  each  clime  on  each  clime  aha 
bestow'd. 

And  freedom  she  found  flourish *d  here. 
The  blue-cy'd  celestial,  Minerva  the  wise, 

Intfiably  smil'd  on  the  spot ; 
My  dear,  says  pluni'd  PalUs,  your  bst  gift  I 
prize, 

But,  excuse  me,  one  thing  is  forgot. 
Licentiousness  freedom's  dcstnictitm  may  bring 

Unless  prudence  prepares  its  defence; 
The  goddess  of  saj)icnce  bid  Iris  take  wing. 

And  on  Britons  bestow'd  cmnmon-sctisc. 
Fourcardhial  virtues  she  left  in  this  isle. 

As  guardians  to  cherish  the  root ; 
The  blossoms  of  liberty  gaily  'gan  smile. 

And  Englishmen  fed  on  ihe  frUii. 

Thus  fed,  and  thus  bred,   by  a    bounty  9* 
rare, 
Oh  preserve  it  as  pure  as  'twas  giv'n  ; 
W^e  will  while  we've  breath,  nay  we'll  grasp  it 
in  death. 
And  return  it  untainted  to  heav'n. 


PROLOGUES  AND  EPILOGUES. 


4  1 .  Epilogue  to  A  TFoman  killed  with  Kindness. 

1()17. 
A  M  honest  crew,  disposed  to  be  merry, 
•^*-    Came  to  a  tavern  i)y,  und  called  for  wine: 
The  drawer  brought  it  (smiling  like  a  cherry). 
And  told  them  it  was  pleasant,  neat,  and  fine. 
Taste   it,   quoth  one;     he  did:    O  fie! 

(qnoth  he) 
This  wine  was  good;  now 't  runs  too  near 
the  lee. 
Another  sipp'd  to  give  the  wine  his  due. 

And  said  unto  tiie  rest  it  drank  too  Hat ; 
The  third  said  it  was  old ;  the  fourth  too  new  ; 
Nay,  quoth  the  fifth,  the  sharpness  likes  mc 
not. 
Thus,  gentlemen,  vou  seehow  in  onehour 
The  wine  was  new,  old.  Hat,  sharp,  sweet, 
and  sour. 

Unto  this  wine  do  we  allude  our  play;  [grave: 
Which  some  will  judi^e  too  trivial,  some  too 

You,  as  ourguesls,  we  entertain  this  day, 
And  bid  you  welcome  to  the  best  we  have. 
Excuse  us  then  :  ^ood  wine  may  bedisgrac'd. 
When  ev'rvsev'ral  mouth  bath  sundry  taste. 


& ^.ProIoTiie  to  TheUiifortunate  Lovers.  Spoken 
at  Black  Friars,  l643.        Davenant. 

WERE  you  but  half  so  humble  to  confefs. 
As  you  are  wise  to  know  your  happiness ; 
Our  author  would  not  grieve  to  sec  you  sit 
Ruling  with  such  unquestion'd  pow'r  his  wit; 
What  would  I  give,  that  I  could  stdl  preserve 
My  loyalty  to  him,  and  yet  deserve 
Your  tind  opinion  bv  revealing  now 
The  cause  of  that  great  storm  which  clouds 
his  brow,  .  [>■«"• 

And  his  close  murmurs,  which,  since  meant  iv 
I  cannot  think  or  mannerly  or  true ! 
Well;  I  begin  to  be  resolvd,  and  let 
Mv  melancholy  tragic  .Monsieur  fret; 
Let  him  the  sev'ral  harmless  weapons  use 
Of  that  all-daring  trifle,  call'd  hi*  Muse. 
Yet  I'll  inform  you,  wliat  this  very  day. 
Twice  before  witness  1  have  heard  him  «»y. 
Which  is,  that  you  arc  grown  excessive  proud ; 
For  ten  times  more  of  wit,  than  was  allow  d 
Your  sillv  ancestow  in  twenty  yc3'.     ^   intrt : 
Y'  expect  should  in  two  hours  be  Riven  you 
For  they,  he  swears,  to  th*  theatre  would  com-. 
Ere  they  had  din'd  to  ia::e  up  the  be.!  room  ; 
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There  sit  on  benches,  not  adoni'd  with  mats, 
And  graciously  did  veil  iheirhigh-crown'd  hats 
To  every  half-drcss'd  player,  as  lie  still ' 
Thro'  ih'  hauc;inE;s.pccp'ii  to  see  how  the  house 

did  lilK  / 
Good  easy  iudB;in!!;  soulsj,!  with  what  delight 
They  would  expect  a  gig  or  target  C\cUt ; 
A  furious  tale  of  Troy,   which   ihcy  ne'er 

thought 
Was  weakly  written,  so  'twere  strongly  fought] 
I^ngh'd  at  a  dinch,  the  shadow  of  a  jest, 
And  cry'd  *  A  passing  good  one  I  protest!' 
Such  dull  and  mmible-wittcd  people  w  ere 
Even  your  forefathers,  whom  wc  -;':<  ;\  crnd  here ; 
And  such  hadyou  been  too,  he  sutar^,  had  not 
The  poets  tant^ht  you  how  to  un\vta\  e  a  plot. 
And  trace   the   winding  scenes ;    tuughi  you 

t' admit  ("wit. 

What  was  true  sense,  not  what  did  sounci  like 
Thus  they  have  arm'd  you  'gainst  ihemselveb 

to'fight,  [write. 

Made  strong  and  mischievous  fmm  what  they 
You  have  been  lately  highly  feasted  here, 
^^'ith  two  great  wits,*  that  grac'd  our  theatre. 
But,  if  to  feed  you'often  witli  deliqlit. 
Will  more  corrupt,  than  mend,  your  appetite  > 
Ke  vows  to  use  you,  which  he  much  abiiOTS, 
As  others  did  your  homely  ancestors. 


'Tis  your  brisk  fool  that  Uyear  tnan  of  note  j 
Yonder  he  goes,  in  the  em'broider'd  coat : 
Such  wenching  eyes,  and  hands  so   prone  to 

ruffle. 
The  genteel  fling,  the  trip,  and  modish  shu{Be5 
Salt  soul  and  flame,  as  gay  as  any  prince ; 
Thus  tags  and  silks  make  up  your  men  of  sense. 
I'm  told  that  some  are  present  here  to-day    ^ 
Who,  ere  they  see,  resolve  to  damn  this  plav,  C, 
So  much  would  interest  with  ill-nature  sway.  > 
But,  ladies,  you,  we  hope,  will  prove  more  civil. 
And  charm  these  wits  that  damn  beyond  the 
Mien  let  each  critic  herf*  all  hell  inherit,  [devil; 
You  ha\«€  attractions  that  can  lay  a  spirit. 
A  bloody  fatal  play  vou'll  see  to-niij;hl, 
1  vow  to  God,  't  has  put  me  in  a  fright. 
The  meanest  waiter  hiitTs,  looks  big,  aud  struts. 
Gives  breast  a  blow,  then  hand  on  hilt  he  puts. 
'Tis  a  fine  age,  a  tearing  thund'ring  age, 
Pray  heaven  this  thund'ring  does  not  crack  the 

Thi'^Iay  I  like  not  nou- [stage  : 

And  yet,  for  aught  I  know,  it  maybe  good. 
But  still  I  hate  this  fighting,  wounds,  and 
blood.  [nour? 

Why,  what  the  devil  have  T  to  do  with  llo- 
Let  heroes  court  her  ;  1  cry.  Pox  upon  her  1 
All  tragedies,  i'gad,  to  me  sound  oddlv, 
I  can  no  more  be  serious,  than  you  godly. 


§  3.  Epilogue  to  The  CuHer  of  Cnh  man-street 
spoken  hy  the  Person  icho acted  Ci/tcr.  l636. 

CoWLKY. 

METHINKS  a  visiion  bids  me  silence  break, 
\_lFitJtuiil  hh  peruke 
And  some  words  to  this  congregation  speak  ; 
So  great  and  gay  a  one  I  ne'er  did  meet 
At  the  fifLhnionarch's  court  in  Colcman-street} 
But  yet  I  wonder  much,  not  to  espy  a 
Brother  in  all  this  co^irt,  caL'd  Zerhnniah. 
Bless  iuc!  what  are  wc?  Whatmayihis  place  be? 
Eor  I  begin  my  vision  now  to  s*  e 
That  this  is  a  mere  theatre — \Vell  then. 
If 'the  e'en  so,  I'll  Cutter  be  again. 

[l*uts  on  his  Peruke. 
Not  Cutler  the  pretended  cavalier; 
For,  to  confess  itigenuously  here 
To  you,  who  always  of  that  party  were, 
I  never  was  of  any  ;  up  and  down 
I  roll'd,  a  very  rakc-hell  of  thi-^  town. 
But  now  my  follies  and  my  fault-i  are  ended. 
My  fortune'and  my  tnind  are  both  amended  ; 
And  if  wc  may  believe  one  who  lias   fail'd 
before,  '  [no  more. 

Our  author  savs  he'll  mend — that  is,  he'll  write 


§  4.     Prologue  to  Nero.      107.5.     Lee. 
/7}.ooD  plays,  and  pcrfqct  sense,  as  scarce  are 
^^     grown 

As  civil  women  in  this  d — — d  lewd  town^ 
Plain  sense  is  despicable  as  plain  clothes, 
J^i  En^ish  hats,  bouc-lacc,  or  lyeollcu  ho^c. 


§  5.     Epilogue  fa  Tyrannick  Love;   spoken  It/ 
Nell  Gwyn,  when  she  was  to  be  earned  off 
dtad  ly  the  Bearers.      1672.         Dryden. 
To  the  Bearer. 

HOLu  !  arevou  mad,  you  damn'd  confounded 
dog?" 
I  am  to  rise,  and  speak  the  epilogirc. 

To  the  Audience. 
1  come,    kind  gentlemen,    strange,  news   to 
I  am  the  ghost  of  jjoor  departed  Nelly,  [tellye; 
Sweet  ladies,  be  not  frighted,  I'll  be' civil : 
Pm  what  I  was,  a  little  harmkt>s  dc\il; 
For,  after  death,  we  sprites  have  just  such  na- 
tures [crcaluTvs: 
We  hr^d,    for  all    the  world,  when  human 
And  tlierefoic  I,  that  wasan  actress  here. 
Play  all  my  tricks  in  hell,  a  goblin  (here. 
Gallants,  look  lo't ;  you  say  tnercarcuospritef ; 
But  rilcomc  dance  about  your  bed>  at  nights  ; 
And  *faiih  y(>u'll  be  in  a  sweet  kind  of  takinj:. 
When  I  surprise  \ou  httwccn  sleep  and  waking. 
To  tell  you  true,  I  walk,  becau56  I  die 
Out  of  mv  calling,  in  a  tragedy. 
O  poet.  <fnmn'd  dull  poet !  wVio  could  prove 
So  senseless,  to  make  Nelly  <lie  for  love! 
Nay,  what's  yet  worse,  to  kill  me  in  my  prime 
Of  liiastcr-tefm,  in  tan  and  cheesecake  time  I 
I'll  tit  the  fopi  for  Pll  not  one  word  say, 
T' excuse  his  godly  out-of-fashion  play; 
/V  play  which  if  you  dare  but  twice  sit  out,  , 
Vou'll  all  be  feUader'd, aud  be  thought  dcvoitU 


*  1/caumont  and  Fletcher. 


But 


boOK  IV. 
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But  farewel,  gentlemen;  make  ha?tc  to  me; 

I'm  sure  ere  Ion"  to  have  your  company. 

As  formy  cpltajm,  when  I  am  gone, 

I'll  trust  no  poet,  but  will  write  my  own. 
Here  Nelly  lies,  who,  tho'  she  liv'tl  a  slattern,* 
Yet  died  a  princess,  acting  in  St.  Calh'riDe.f 


lor  t. 

it:       I 

)it,      J 


§6.  Prolofriic  to  jllcibiades.   167').  Otway. 

"VTever  (lid  rhymer  greater  hazards  run, 
"^^      'Mongst  us  bvyour  severity  undone; 
Tho'  we,  alasl  to  oblige  yc  have  done  n)ost,  1 
And  bought  ye  pleasures  at  our  own  sad  cost,    > 
Yet  all  our  best  endeavours  have  been  lost,  j 
So  ofl  a  statesman  lab'ring  to  be  good. 
His  honestv!s  for  treason  understood  ; 
Whilst  some  false,  flattering  minion  of  the 

court 
Shall  play  the  traitor,  and  be  honour'd  for't. 
To  you,knownjudgesofwhat's  sense  and  wit, 
Our  author  swears  he gladlv  v.ili  submit: 
But  there's  a  sort  of  things"  infest  the  p 
That  would  be  witty  spite  of  nature  too. 
And  to  be  thought  so,  liaunt  and  pester  you. 
Hither  sometimes   those  vvould-bc-vvits  re- 
pair. 
In  quest  of  you  ;  where  if  you  don't  appear. 
Cries  one — r ugh  !  D — n  rne,  what  do  we  do 

here  ? 
Straight  up  he  starts,  his  garniture  then  puts 
In  order,  so  he  cocks,  and  out  he  struts 
To  the  coffee  house,  where  he  about  him  looks: 
Spies  friend;  cries.  Jack — I've  been  to-nightut 

th' Duke's; 
The  silly  rogues  are  all  undone,  my  dear, 
I'gadnot  one  of  sense  that  I  saw  there. 
Thus  to  himself  he'd  reputation  gatiier 
Of  wit,  and  good  acquaintance,  but  has  neither. 
Wit  has  indeed  a  stranger  been,  of  late;  [that. 
'Mongst  its  pretenders  nought  so  strange  as 
Both  houses  too,  so  long  a  fast. have  known. 
That  coarsest  nonsense  goes  most  glibly  down. 
Thus  though  thistrifler  never  wrote  before. 
Yet  faith  he  ventur'd  on  the  conunon  score: 
Since  nonsense  is  so  generally  allow 'd. 
He  hopes  that  this  may  pass  amongst  the  crowd. 


\  gueti. 


} 


Hut,  :iftcr  all,  a  pt>ct  r.. 

His  art's  like  physic.  ■ 

Vour  pleasure  on  voi  •   '  -  -    "  ■ 

Thehuly's  ploas<l,jii 

No  song!  no  dance!  ijM  

You  love  all  naked  beauties,  but  a  ptav. 
He  much  mistakes  your  mcthmU  to  (Irfliht 
And,  like  the  French,  ahhorsour  1 
I>ut  those  danm'd  dogs  can  nc 

rinht. 

rrucEugUsh  hate  your  Monsicurs'  paltry  arU) 
For  you  are  all  silk-wciversX  '«>  >our  luarl*. 
B(>ld  Britons,  at  a  brave  bcur-^urdca  fray. 
Are  rous'd  ;  and,  clatt'ring  slicks,  cry,  PUy» 

play,  play  1 
Meantime,  yourfribblins:  foreigner wilUtare, 
And  uuitlerto  hiutsclf,  viA,  ^cus  larharel 
Aiid,  'gad,  'tis  well  he  mutters,  well  for  biiu; 
Our  butchers  else  would  tear  him  liuib  from 

limb. 
' Tis  true,  the  time  may  co.iic.  your  sons  tnay  be 
Infected  with  this  French  civility: 
But  this  in  after-ages  will  Ik'  done; 
Our  poet  writes  an  hundred  years  loo  soon. 
This  age  comes  on  too  slow,  or  he  tot»  f.»»t  j 
And  early  springs  are  subject  to  a  bla.-t  1 
Who  would  excel,  when  few  can"  m-ike  a  teU 
Betwixt  inditTerent  writmgaiid  the  best? 
For  favours  cheap  and  common  who  would 

strive. 
Which,  like  abandon'd  prostitutes,  yoti  give? 
Yet  scatter'd  here  and  there  I  some  bchohl. 
Who  can  discern  the  tinsel  from  the  gold  ; 
To  these  he  writes;  and,  if  by  them  ailow'd, 
'Tis  their  prerogative  to  rule  the  crowd  ; 
For  he  more  fears  (like  a  piesuming  man) 
Their  votes  who  caunot  judge,  than  their»  who 

can. 


§  8.  Epilogue  lo  thejint  Part  oj  Tltc  Hnrtr,  wr 
the  Banished  Cavaliers.  1677-  Mrs.  Br.ns. 

THE  banish'd  cavaliers!  a  roving  blade  1 
A  popish  car»ival!  a  mnsqueradcl 
llie  devil's  in't  if  this  will  please  the  nation,  1 
In'  these  our  blessed  times  of  reformalioii,      r 
When  conventiclii>K  »»  *o  n»uch  in  fiishioQ.y 


§7- Epilogue  to  Aurerigzele.  l67<3.  Dryden. 
A   PRETTY  task  !  and  sol  told  the  fool,    [rule: 
"^    Who  needs  would  undertake  to  please  by 
Ho  thought  that  if  his  characters  were  good. 
The  scenes  entire,   and  freed  from  noise  and 

blood. 
The  action  great,  vetcircumscrib'd  by  time. 
The  words  not  forc'd,  but  sliding  into  rhyme, 
The  passions  rais'd  and  calm'd  by  just  de^;ccs, 
A»  tides  are  sw-tU'd,  and  then  retire  to  seas ; 
He  thought  in  hinting  these  his  bus'ness  done, 
Though  he,  perhaps,  has  fail'd  in  ev'ry  one. 


Yourjudgment  (asyour  |>assion)*s  adist.isc; 
Nor  Muse,  nor  Mist;  your  appetite  can 


And  vet 

That' mutinous  tribe  less  factions  do  beget, 

Ihan  vour  continual  ditleting  in  wit. 

dist.isc;  I 
I  please,  > 

You*regrown  as  nice  as  queasy  couscicucc*.    / 

Whose  each  convulsion,  when  the  spirit  moves. 

Damns  every  thing  that  maggot  disjpprous. 

With  canting  rule  you  wouM  the  stage  uUuc. 

And  to  dull  method  all  <)ur  reuse  confine. 

With  th'  insolence  ofcommonweallhs 

Where  each  gav  fop,  and  politic  bnvc  fool, 
On  monarch  Wit  impose  wiihoul  conltoul. 


you^ 

fc^i,  r 

roul.*' 


*  Her  real  character.  f  The  character  she  represented  in  tlie  plaf. 

♦  Aikidjsig  to  the  rivab}',of  the  SpitabfiaU*  maaufaatui-w  wuh  thyje  of  iraac*. 


A.' 
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As  for  the  last,  who  seldom  sees  a  plav. 
Unless  it  be  the  old  Black-Friars  way, 
Shakii)g  his  cnipty  noddle  o'er  Bamboo, 
He  cries,  Good  faith,  these  plays  will  never  do. 
Ah,  Sir!  in  my  young  days,  what  lofty  wit, 
\V'hat  hia;h-strain'd  scenci  of  ti^hting  there 


were  wru 


These  are  slip;ht  airy  tm?«.  But  tell  me,  pray, 
Wliathas  the  House  ofComnions done  to-day? 
Then  shews  his  politics,  to  let  nou  sec  ") 

Of  state  afViirs  he'll  judge  as  noiablv  > 

As  he  can  do  of  wit  and  poetry.  J 

The  younger  sparks,  who  hither  do  resort,   "\ 

Cry / 

7V)xo' your  jj;entle  things  !  give  us  more  spOrtir" 
Damme!  I'm  sure 'twill  never  pleaso  the  court.  ) 

Such  fops  are  never  pleas'd,  mi  less  the  j)lay 
Be  stiiff'd  with  fools,  as  brisk  and  dull  as  thev; 
Such  njignt   the   half-crown  spare,  and   in  a 

glass 
At  home  behold  a  more  accomplish'd  ass  j 
AVhcre  they  may  set  their  cravats,  wigs,  and 

faces, 
And  practise  hll  their  buffoon'ry  grimaces — 
St*e  howl  his  huttbecomes — this  clam  me  stare, -n 
\\'hich  thev  at  home  may  act,  because  they/ 

dare;  [where.  T 

But  must  with  prudent  caution  do  else-) 
C),  that  our  Nokcs,  or  Tony  Lee,  could  shew 
A  fop  but  half  so  much  to  tK'  life  as  you ! 


$g.     Fjf>ifogn€  to  The  liound-Htadst   or  The 

■  CondOld  Cause.     l682.     Sjiol.oi  b>/  Lafft/ 

Dtsbru'.  Mrs.  Behjj. 

n^HR  vizor's  off,  and  now  I  dare  appear 
•*     High  for  the  royal  cause,  en  rnraficr; 
Tho'  once  as  true  a  Whig  as  most  of  you. 
Could  cantandlyc,  preach,  and  dissemble  too  : 
So  far  you  drew  me  in ;  but  'faith  I'll  be 
ileven^'d  on  vou  for  thus  debauclilMg  me  : 
Some  of  your  pious  cheats  I'll  open  lay. 
That  lead  your  ignoramus  flock  astray; 
For,  since]  cannot  fight,  1  will  not  fail 
To  exercise  my  taJent — that's  to  rail. 
Ye  race  of  hypocrites,  whose  cloak  of  zeal 
Covers  the  knave  that  cants  for  cnmmonwivnl, 
All  laws,  the  church,  and  state  to  ruin  brings, 
And  impudently  sets  a  rule  on  kings: 
Ruin,  destroy,  .ill's  good  that  you  decree, 
By  your  infallible  preshvtery : 
Prosperous  at  first,  in  ills  you  grow  so  vain, 
You  thought  to  play  the  old  game  o'er  again  ; 
And  thus  the  cheat  was  put  upon  the  nation,  'i 
First  with  Km^^parliaments,  next  reformation,  /• 
And  now  sou  hop'd  to  make  a  new  invasion  :    ) 
And  when  you  can't  i)rcvail  by  open  force 
To  cunning  tickling  tricks  you  have  recourse 
And  raise  sedition  forth  without  remorse 
*' Coafound  these  cursed  Tories,"  then  they  cry , 

fin  a  preaching  lone. 
pimps  to  monarchy, 
**  Those  that  exclude  the  saints,  yet  ope  thedoor 
♦*  To  introduce  the  Babylonian  Whore  I 


rce,  ) 
rse,  > 
;.      ) 


"  By  sacred  Oliter,  the  nation's  mad! 

"  Beloved,  'twas  not  so  when  he  was  head: 

"  But  then,  as  I  have  said  it  oft  before  ye, 

**  A  cavalier  was  but  a  type  of  Tory. 

'*  The  curs  then  durst  not  bark,  butall  the  brred 

**  1$  much  incrcas'd  since    tlut  good  man  is 

"dead: 
**  Yet  then  they  rail'd  against  the  Good  Old 

"  Cause, 
"  Rail'd  foolishly  for  loyalty  and  laws  ; 
'♦  But  when  thesaints  had  put  them  toa  stand, 
"  \yc  left  them  loyahy,  and  look  their  land} 
"  Yea,  and  the  pious  work  of  reformatioH 
"  Rewarded  was  with  plunder,  se<juestration." 
Thus  cantihe  faithful ;  nay,  they're  so  uuci\  il. 
To  pray  us  harmless  playei-s  to  tlie  devil. 
When  this  is  all  th'  exception  thev  can  make, 
'J'hcy  damn  us  for  our  glorious  master's  sake. 
But  why  'gainst  us  <lo  you  unjusllv  arm  ? 
Our  small  religion  sure  can  do  no  harm  : 
Or  if  it  do,  since  that's  the  only  thing, 
We  oill  reform,  when  you  are  true  to  th'king. 

§  10. Epilogue toThc  Lancashire  HlicJies'f  1682. 
Spoken  by  Mrs.  Barry  and  Teague 

Shadwei.l. 

Mrs.  Barry.   A  Skilful  mistress  uses  wondrous 
-^^     art 

To  keep  a  peevish  cra/y  lover's  heart. 
His  awkward  limbs,  forgetful  of  delight?, 
Must  be  nrg'd  on  by  tricks  and  painful  nights. 
Which  the  poor  creature  is  content  to  bear. 
Fine  mantuasand  new  petticoats  to  wear. 
.\nd.  Sirs,  your  sicklv  ajiju'titcs  to  raise. 
The  starving  pinverstrv  a  thousand  ways  : 
You  had  a  S]>nnish  Fiiarof  intrigue. 
And  now  vi-e  have  presented  vou  a  Teague, 
Which  with  unich  cost  from  Ireland  we  have 
If  he  be  dull,  e'en  hang  him  for  the  plot,  [pot : 
Tvagve.  Now  hare  a  care  j  for,  by  my  slioul's 

shaulvaation. 
Dish  vill  olfend  a  party  in  4e  nation. 

Mrs,  Barry.    Tney'that  are  angry  must  be 

very  licasts  ; 
For  all  religions  laugh  at  foolish  priest*. 
Teague.     By  v  rcer.ht,  1  swear,  the  poet  has 

undone  me ; 
Some  siinplcTory  will  make  lx»at  npon  me. 
Mrs.  Barrif    Good  Protestants,  1  hojie  you 

will  not  see 
A  martyr  made  of  <mr  poor  Tony  Lee. 
Our  popes  and  fiiarson  one  side  allend. 
And  yet,  alas  !  the  city'^  not  our  friend  : 
The  cily  neither  like  i\s  nor  our  wit ; 
They  say  llieir  wi\es  Icani  o*ling  in  the  pit : 
They  're  from  ihe  boxes  taught  to  make  ad- 

>ances. 
To  answer  stolen  sighs  and  naughty  glances. 
\\'c  virtuous  ladies  some  new  ways  must  seek  j 


For  al 


consp 


ire  «»ur  i)laying  trade  to  break, 
oct  freely  shews  his  vein, 


In  every  |>lace  ihe  snarling  fops  couii)lain. 
Of  your  gross  follies  if  you  will  not  hear. 
With  inoffensive  nouscnscyou  nutst  bear. 

Yonj 
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You,  likethe  husband,  never  shall  receive 
Halfiho  delight  the  sponfnl  wife  can  g;ive. 
A  poet  dares  not  whip  this  foolish  age  ; 
You  cannot  bear  the  physic  of  the  stage. 


.     epilogue  to  T/ir  Duke  of  Guite  ;  l6es. 

Spoken  hy  Mrs.  Cook.         Dry  den. 

ucH  time  and  trouhle  this  poor  play  has 


;in    ) 

in?  C 


§11 

M 

And,  'faith,  I  doubted  once  the  cnu-c  was  lost. 
Yet  no  one  man  was  nncant ,  nor  <;reat,  nor  small; 
(^ur  poets,  like  frank  gamesters,*  tlirew  at  all. 

They  Look  no  single  aim — 

But  like  hold  boys,  true  to  their  prince,  and 

hcartv, 
Hn7.zaVl,and  fir'd  broadsidos  at  the  whole  party. 
l)uels  are  crimes ;  but  when  the  cause  is  right 
In  battle,  e\ery  man  is  bound  to  fight. 
For  what  should  hinder  mc  to  sell  my  skin 
Dear  as  I  could,  if  once  my  heart  were  i 
Se  defendendn  never  was  a  sin. 
'Tis  a  fine  world,  my  masters — right  or  wrong 
The  Whigs  must  t^lk,  and  Tories  hold  their 

tongue. 
They  must  do  all  they  can — 
But  we,  forsooth,  must  bear  a  Christian  mind. 
And  fight  like  bnvs  with  one  hand  tied  behind: 
Nay,  and  when  one  boy's  dawn  'twere  wond- 
rous wise 
To  cry.  Box  fair,  and  give  him  time  to  rise. 
When   fortune  favours,  none  but  fools  will 

dally: 
Would  any  of  you  sparks,  if  Nan  or  Mallv 
Tipp'd  von  th'  inviting  wlilk,  stand,  shall  1 

shalll? 

A  Trimmer  cried  (that  heard  me  tell  the  story) 
Fie,  Mistress   Cook  !  'faith  you're  too  rank  a 

Tory !  ]]cases ; 

Wish  not  W^higs  hang'd,  but  pity  their  hard 
You  women  love  to  see  men  make  wry  faces. 
Pray, Sir,  said  I,  dwi't  think  me  such  a  Jew  ; 
I  say  no  more,  but  give  the  devil  his  due. 
Lenitives,  savs  he,  best  suit  with  our  condition. 
Jack  Ketch,  savs  I,  's  an  excellent  physician. 
I  love  no  blood— Nor  I,  Sir,  as  I  breathe; 
But  hanging  is  a  fine  dry  kind  of  death. 
We  Trimmers  are  for  holdin'j:  all  things  even- 
Yes,  just  like  him   that   hung  'twixt  hell  iqd 

heaven. 
Have  we  not  had  men's  lives  enough  already? — 
Yes,  sure  ;  but  you  're  for  holding  all  things 

steady.  [brother. 

Now,  since  the  weight  hana:s  all  on  one  side; 
You  Trimmers  should,  to  poize   it,  hang  on 

t'other. 
Damn'd  neuters,  in  their  rriiddle  way  of  steering. 
Are  neither  fishnor  flesh,  nor  good  red-herring: 
Not  \yhigs  nor  Tories  they,  nor  this  nor  that; 
Nor  birds,  nor  l)easts,  but  just  a  kind  of  bat; 
A  twihght  animal,  true  to  neither  cause. 
With  Tory  wings,  but  Whiggish  teeth  and 

claws. 


§   12.  Prologue  io  The  Emperor  %f  the  Hfnoiti 
Wys.  iljiokfH  ly  Mr.  Jecern.     .>/r«.  bftiiM. 

r  ovo,  and  at  vut  expence,  tb'  induitriout 

^  SUgC 

Has  strove  to  please  a  dull  ungrateful  agr  : 
U  ith  heroes  :ind  with  gfxU  wc  fir«t  began. 
And  ihunder'd  lo  you  m  heroic  »irein  : 
Some  dying  love-sick  quoen  each  oi^^ht  yoo 

enjoy'd, 
.\nd  with  magnificence  at  last  wen*  cloyM  : 
Ourdrumsand  trumpets  frighicdallthewomen; 
Our  fighting  scar'd  the  licaux  and  billet-doux 
So  Spark,  in  an  intrigue  of<iualiiv,  [men. 

Grovs  weary  of  his  splendid  drudgery  ; 
IIar?s  the  fatigue,  and  crien,  A  pox  upftn  lier! 
What  a  damn'd  bustle's  here,  with  love  and 

honour  1 
^  In  humble  comc<ly  we  next  appear. 
No  fop,  or  cuckold,  but,  slap-dash,  we  had 

him  here; 
We  shew'd  you  all;  but  you.malicious  thrown,  ) 
Friends' vices  to  expose,  and  hide  \  our  own,  t 
Cry,  Damn  it— this  is  such  or  such  aon«-I    ^ 
Yet  nettled.  Plague  !  what  does  this  scribbler 

mean. 
With  his  damn'd  characters,  and  plots  obscene  ? 
No  woman  without  vizard  in  the  nation 
Can  see  jt  twice,  and  keep  her  reputation—* 

That''s  certain,  forgetting 

That  he  himself,  ii\e\ery  gross  lampoon. 
Her  lewder  secrets  spread  about  the  town  j 
Whilst  their  feign'dniccness  is  but  c;4utious  fear 
Their  own  intrigues  should  be  unravell'd  here. 
Our  next  recourse  was  dwindling  down  to 
farce, 
Then,  Zounds — what  stuff  is  here!  Is  wit  so 

scarce  ? 
Well,  gentlemen,  since  none  of  these  has  sped. 
Gad  we  have  bought  a  sliare  in   the  s|>eaking 
So  there  you'll  save  a  sice,  [head. 

You  love  good  husbandry  in  all  but  vice. 
[IVie  head  rises   upon  a   twisted    post,  »n  a 
bench  Jrom  under  the  stage.     Jj^ter  Jevem 
speaks  io  its  mouth. 

O!— 01— O! 
Stent  or.  Q!— Ol— O! 

{^After  this  it  sings  Sawny,  laughs,  cries  God 
bless  the  king,  in  order. 

Stentor  anstters. 
Speak  louder,  jevern,  if  you'd  have  me  rc()eaii 
Plague  of  this  rogue,  he  will  betray  the  cheat. 
[^He  speaks  to  her,  it  answers  indirectly^ 

— Hum There 'tis  again  : 

Pox  of  your  echo  with  a  northern  strain. 
Well-^this  will  be  but  a  nine  days  wonder  too ; 
There's  nothing  lasting  but  the  puppet-shew. 
What  ladv's  heart  so  hard,  but  it  would  movt. 
To  hear  I^hilander  and  Irene's  love? 
Those  sisters  too,  the  scandalous  wits  do  s-ny. 
Two  nameless  keeping  beaux  have  made  so  gj^ff, 
But  those  amours  arc  perfect  sympathy. 
Their  gallants  being  as  mere  inacnines  as  they. 


•  This  play  was  written  jointly  by  Dryden  and  Le*. 
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Ol  how  the  city  v-ife,  with  her  own  ninnv 
Is  charm'd  wiili.  Come  into  my  coach.  Miss 

Jcnnvl 

But  overturning Fribble  cries Vdzigs, 

Thejofiglinu;  rojue  has  niurder'd  all  his  kids. 
The  men  oNvar  cry,  Pox  on't !  this  is  dull ; 
We  're  for  rough  sports— d<^  Hector,  and  the 

bull. 
Thus  each,  in  his  degree,  diversion  finds, 
Your  sports  are  suited  to  your  mi-htv  minds; 
Whilst  so  much  judgment  in  your  choice  you 

shew. 
The  puppets  have  more  sense  than  $ome  of  you 

§   1.3.      Prologue    to   The  Mistakes,  a   Play 
written  by  Joseph  Harris,  comedian;    l6<)0 
Drvden. 
Enter  Mr.  Bright. 

/^ENTLEMEN,  wc  must  beg  your  pardon 
^-^  here's  no  prologue  to  be  hacl  to-day  ;  our 
new  play  is  like  to  come  on  without  a  ifrontis 
piece';  as  bald  as  one  of  you  young  beaux, 
without  your  periwig.  I  left  our  young  poet 
snivelling  and  sobbing  behind  the  scenes,  and 
cursing  somebody  that  has  deceived  him 

Enter  Mr.  Bowen. 

Hold  your  prating  to  the  audience  ;  here  is 
honest  iVir.  "Williams  just  come  In,  half  mel 
low,  from  the  Rose  Tavern.  He  swears  he  is 
inspired  with  claret,  and  will  come  on,  and 
that  extempore  too,  cither  with  ;i  ijrologue  of 
his  own,  or  something  like  one.  ()  iiere  he 
comes  to  his  trial,  at  all  adventures  :  for  my 
part  1  wish  him  a  ^ood  deliveranet 

\_K.vcutit  Mr.  Bright  and  Mr.  Bowen. 
Enter  Mr.  IVillinms. 
Save  ye,  Sirs,  save  ye !  I'm  in  a  hopeful  way, 
I  ishould  spiak  something,  in  rh\ me,  now, 

for  the  play  : 
But  thcdcuce  t;ike  me  if  I  know  what  to  say.  ^ 
I'll  stick  to  my  friend  the  author,  thnt  I  can  tell 
To  the  last  drop  of  claret  in  my  hell  v.  [yo, 
So  far  I'm  sure  'tis  rhyme — that  needs  no 
granting  :  [are  wanting. 

And,ifmv  verses  feet  stumble — you  scen)>  own 


Our  young  poet  has  broughta  piece  of  work 
In  which  tho'  much  of  art  there  d()(s  not  lurk 


3rk,"). 
irk,  f 
s  as  f 


It  may  hold  out  three  days — and  that 

long  as  Cork.*  ^ 

But  for  this  play — (which  *till  I  have  done,  wc 

shev/  not) 
What  may  be  its  fortune — by  the  Lord — I  know 
This  I  dtiTi^swcar,  no  malice  here  is  writ :  [not. 
*'ris  innocent  of  all  things — even  of  wit. 
He's  no  high-flyer — he  makes  no  sky-rockets. 
His  squibs  arc  only  leveli'd  at  your  pockets: 
And  if  hi.s  crackers  'light  a\nong  your  pelf, 
Ve  are. blown  up  ;  if  not,  then  tie's  blown  up 
himself.  [Iluster'd  madness  : 

By  this  time  I  'm  something  rrcover'd  of  my 
And  iiovr,  a  word  or  two,  in  sober  sadness. 


Ours  is  a  common  play  ;  And  you  pay  down 
A  common  harlot's  price— just  hal^a  crown. 
You'll  say,  I  play  the  pimp  on  my  friend's  1 

8cor«  ;  [o'er  :  C 

But  since  'tis  for  a  friend,  your  gibes  giveC 
For  many  o  mother  has  done  thai  before.  ) 
How's   this?  you  cry:  an  actor  write! — wc 

know  it ; 
But  Shakspcare  was  an  actor  and  a  poet.. 
Has  not  great  Jonson's  learning  often  fail'd  ? 
While  Shakspearc*s  greater  genius  still  prex'ail'd? 
Have  not  some  writing  aciori,  in  this  age, 
Deserv'd  and  found  success  upon  the  staj^e? 
To  tell  the  truth,  when  our  old  wits  are  tir'd. 
Not  one  of  us  but  means  to  be  inspir'd. 
Lclyour  kind  prcsencegracc  our  honiclycheer; 
Peace  and  the  butt,  is  all  our  bus'ucss  here  j 
So  much  for  that,  and  the  devil  takcsmall  beer 


i} 


§  14.^  Epilogue  to  King  Arthur ,  an  Opera; 
lOgi.  Spohrn  ly  Mrs.  Braccgirdle,  in  the 
C/uiractcr  of  Erne  line.  Drydbw. 

I'vK  had  to-day  a  dozen  billet-doux, 

■■  From  fops,  and  wits,  and  cits,  and  Bow-street 

beaux  : 
Some  from  Whitehall^  but  from  the  Temple 

more, 
A  Covent  Garden  porter  brouj'ht  me  four. 
I  have  not  yet  read  all :  but,  without  feigning. 
We  maids  can  make  shrewd  guesses  at  youlf 

meaning. 
What  if,to  shew  your  styles,!  read  them  here?  ^ 
Methinks  I  hear  one  cry,  "  O  Lord,  forbear !  T 
'*  No,  Madam,  no ;  by  Heaven  that's  too  se-  T ' 

Well  then,  be  safe [verc.") 

But  swear  henceforward  to  renounce  all  writ-" 


And  take  this  solemn  oath  of  mv  inditing, 
•'  As.you  love  ease,  and  hate  campaigns  and' 

fighting." 
Yet,  'faith,  'tisjust  to  make  Bime  few  examples : 
What  if  I  shcw'd  you  one  or  two  for  samples  if 

Here's  one  desires  my  ladyship  to  meet 

\Pnlls  out  one. 
At  the  kind  couch  above,  in  Brydges  street. 
O  sharping  knave  !  tlutt  would  have  you  kno\v 
For  a  poor  sneaking  treat  of  chocolate,  [what. 
Now,  m  the  name  of  luck,  1*11  break  this  open, 
[Pulls  out  another. 
Because  I  dreamt  last  night  I  had  a  token ; 
The  8U|)crscription  is  exceeding  pretty, 
"  To  the  desire  of  all  the  town  and  city." 
Now,  gallants,  you  must  know, this  precious  fop 
Is  foreman  of  a  haberdasher's  shop; 
One  who  devoutly  cheats,  demure  in  carringe. 
And  courts  me  to  the  holy  bands  of  marri^ : 
But  with  a  civil  inucndo  too. 
My  overplus  of  love  shall  be  for  you. 

[Hea^s, 

*' Madam,  I  swear,  your  looks  are  so  divine^ 
"When  1  set  up  your  face  shiUl  be  my  sign. 


The  liege  of  the  city  of  C«rk. 


<»  Tho" 


B«oK  IV.         P  R  O  L  O  p  U  E  S    AND    E  P  I  L  O  G  U  E  8.  9G3 

'^'Tho' times  are  harfl.  to  shew  how  I  adore  you. 'Hut.  sirs,  our  labour  hat  more  noble  cndt, 
licre  s  my  whole  licart,  and  half  a  guinea  for  We  act  our  irai^cdy  to  »cc  our  friend* : 

«  i>      1 '  ^""'  r  I  ,         tV  J'»»cy :  Our  gen'rou*  scenes  are  (or  pure  love  rtrpcated. 

"  But  have  a  care  of  beaux;  they're  false,  my  And  .if  you   arc  not  pleased,  at  leatl  vou'w 

**  And,  which  is  worse,  have  not  one  rag  of  treated. 

"money."  [ye;  Thecan(ik>,audihcdothc«ourirlvcswehoudlL 

See  how  nfahciously  the  rogue  would  wrong  Our  to|>s  nej^kcted,  and  our  L.IU  fnu-m.  ^^ 

But  I  know  belter  thmgs  of  some  among  ye.     To  learn  our  |«rts  we  left  our  i 


My  wisest  way  will  be  to  keep  the  sta^e^ 
And  trust  to  the  g;ooJ-nature  of  the  aa^c; 
And  he  that  likts  tht.-  music  and  the  play. 
Shall  be  my  favourite  gallant  to-day. 


Ulll. 

•1 

>it.  ) 


§  15.    Prologue  to  The  Old  Bachelor;  ]6g3. 

CONGREVB. 

TlJow  til  is  vile  world  is  chang'd !  In  former  davs 
-■■-*•  Prolotrues  were  seriousspceches  before  plays; 
Grave,  solenni  things  (as  a;races  are  to  feasVs), 
Where  poets begg'd  a  blessin'f  from  their  guests. 
But  nf)\v  no  more  like  suppliants  we  come! 
A  \)h\\  makes  war,  and  prologue  is  the  drum 
Arm'd  with  keen  satire,  and  with  pointed  wit 
We  threaten  you,  who  do  for  judges  sit 
To  save  our  plays  ;  or  else  we'll  damn  your  pit 
But,  for  your  comfort,  it  falls  out  to-day. 
We've  a  voung  author,  and  his  first-born  play : 
So,  standing  only  on  his  good  behaviour. 
He's  very  civil,  and  entreats  your  favour. 
N  ot  but  the  man  has  malice,  would  he  shew  it:  -\ 
But,  on  my  conscience,  he's  a  bashful  poet;/ 
You   think  that  strange-r-no  matter;   he'll  r" 

outgrow  it.  ) 

Well,  I'm  his  advocate — by  me  he  prays  you, 
(I  don't  know  whether  1  shall  speak  to  please 

you) 
He  prays — O  bless  me!  what  shall  I  do  now? 
Hang  me  if  I  know  what  he  prays,  or  how  ! 
And  'twas  the  preltiest  prologue  as  he  wrote  it : 
Well,  the  deuce  take  vne  if  1  ha'n't  forgot  it. 

0  Lord!  for  Heaven's  sake  excuse  the  play 
Because,  von  know,  iTit  be  damn'd  to-day, 

1  shall  behang'd  for  wanting  what  to  say.' 
For  my  sake  then — but  I'm  in  such  confusion, 
I  cannot  stay  to  hear  your  resolution. 

[Runs  off. 


§  l6.     Prologue,  spoken  hy  Lord  Buchhurst^  at 

IFestmiyisier  School,  at  a  representation  oj 

Mr.   Dryden's    Cleomenes,    the    Spartan 

Hero,  at  Christmas,  \(k)5.  Prior. 

T)ish!  Lord,  I  wish  this  prologue  was  but 

-'■  Greek, 

Then  young  Cleonidas  would  boldly  speak: 
But  can  Lord  Buckhuist  in  poor  English  say, 
Gentle  spectators,  j)rav  excuse  the  play? 
No,  witness  all  ye  gods  of  ancient  Greece, 
Rather  than  condescend  to  terms  like  these, 
I'd  go  to  school  six  hours  on  Christmas-day, 


Or  construe  P 


'bile  my  comrades  play. 


Such  work  by  hireling  actors  should  be  done. 
Who  tremble  when  thev  see  a  critic  frown ; 
Poor  rogues,  that  smart  like  fencers  for  their 

bread. 
And  if  tliGvare  nnt  wounded  are  not  fed. 


d. 

Most  of  vou  snor'd  whilst  Clcon 

Not  iliat  from  this  confession  \vc  would  sue 

Praise  undeserv'd ;  we  know  ourselvesand  vo«: 

Resolv'd  to  stand  or  perish  bv  < 

We  neither  censure  fear,  nor  l> 

For  those  arc  VVcsiminsterand  .S, ... 

Yet  if  we  sec  some  judgment  well  inrlin'd. 

To  young  desert  atid  growing  virtue  kind. 

That  critic  by  ten  thousand  marks  should  know. 

That  greatest  souls  to  p;ootlncss  oulv  bow  \ 

And  thai  your  little  hero  doci  inherit 

Not  Cleomencs'  more  than  I3orsel's  spirit. 


vou: 


§17.   Prologue  to  The  Royal  Mischief',  l6p6; 

Prior. 
T  ADiES,  to  you  with  pleasure  we  submit 
^  This  early  offspring  of  a  virgin-wit. 
From  your  good-nature  nought  our  authoretf 

fears : 
Sure  you'll  indulge,  if  not  the  muse,  her  ycar$; 
Freely  the  praise  she  may  deserve,  bestow ; 
Pardon,  not  censure,  wliat  you  can't  allow; 
Smile  on  the  work,  Imj  to  her  merits  kind. 
And  to  her  faults,  whate'er  thev  are,  be  blind. 

I^t  critics  follow  rules;  she  boldlv  write* 
What  Nature  dictates,  and  what  Love  iqdhes. 
By  no  dull  forms  her  queen  and  ladies  move. 
But  court  their  heroes,  and  rte;nizc  their  love. 
Poor  maid  !    she'd   have  (what  e'en  no  wifii 

would  crave) 
A  husband  love  his  spouse  lx:vond  the  grave: 
And,  from  a  second  marriage  to  deter. 
Shews  you  what  horrid  things  stcp-rnotliersare. 
HowcVr,  to  constancy  the  nrire  she  gires. 
And  tho'  the  sister  dies  the  brother  lives. 
Blest  with  success,  at  last  he  mounts  a  thront* 
Enjoys  at  once  his  mistress  and  a  crtAvn. 
U-am,  ladies,  then,  from  Libaraxa's  fate. 
What  great  rewards  on  virinoui  lovers  wait. 
Learn  too,  if  Heaveh  and  fate  shouJd  adverse 

prove. 
(For  fate  and  heaven  don't  always  smile  on  lova) 
Loarn  with  Zelinda  to  be  still  the  sam?>. 
Nor  quit  \(n.\Y  first  for  any  .«:econd  flame : 
\^'liatcver  fitc,  or  death,  or  life,  l>e  eiA»n, 
Dare  to  be  true,  submit  the  rest  to  Heaven. 


§   18. 


Prologue  to  Love  and  a  Bottle  \   1&>7. 
Farqumak. 
{Servant  attending  with  a  hoftle  ofmn§. 
A  s  stubborn  atheists,  who  dljdain  to  pray* 
■^  llrpent,  tho'  kite,  upon  tl.eir  dving  day  j 
So  in  their  pangs  mo<!t  authors,  rack'd  with  fe* 
Iinulore  v.,i.r  uici*..  in -our  suDp!';jut  »iiv'r». 
i      *  y  ^;  Bui 
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But  «ur  new  author  has  no  cause  malntain'd,  \ 
Let  him  not  lose  what  he  has  never  iiiinth 
I.xncand  a  bottle  are  his  |)iaceful  arms ; 
LatliesantlpUants.havr  not  those  some  thnrms? 
Tar  love,  all  mankind  to  the  fair  nui«i  sue': 
And,  sirs,  the  bottle  he  presents  to  von.    [pass, 
Health  to  the  play  i  toast  [Drin/i.^] — e'en  let  it 
Sure  none  sit  here  that  will  refuse  their  glass  ! 
C)  tlicre's  a  damning  soldier — It-t  mc  tliink — 
lleiuoksas hevveresworn — to wIku  ?  Todrink. 

[Drin/is. 
Come  on  then ;  foot  to  foot  l>e  holdlv  set, 
And  our  yotmg  author's  ntvv  commission  wet. 
He  and  h'is  bottle  here  attend  their  doom. 
From  you  the  jKJCt's  Helicon  ninst  come  ; 
If  he  has  any  foc«,  to  make  amends,     [friends ; 
Hegives  his  service  [Dnnks'\ — Sure  \  on  now  an: 
No  critic -here  will  he  provoke  to  fia;lH  ; 
'I'he  day  l>e  theirs,  he  only  bep  his  n\'^h\. 
Pray  pledge  hini  now,  secur'd  from  all  abuse; 
'i'hcn  name  the  licallh  vou  love,  let  none  refuse. 


5  19.  Prologue  to  The  Constant  Couple;  I7OO. 

Tarquhak. 

TpOETS  will  think  nothing  so  checks  their  furv, 

^   As  wits,  cits,  beaux,  and  women  for  their 

jury.  [come, 

Our  spark's  half  dead  to  think  what  medley's 

ih   blended  judgments,    to  pronounce   his 


^V 


Tisall  false  fear  j  for  in  a  mingled  pit,  [doom. 
Why,  what  your  grave  Don  thinks  but  dully 

writ, 
His  neighbour  i'th'  great  wig  may  take  for 

wit. 
Some  authors  coiut  the  fcv.',  the  wise  if  any; 
Our  youth's  content,  ifhecanreat  h  ihema'nv, 
Who  go  with  much  like  ends  to  church  alld^ 

play,  r 

Not  to  observe  what  priests  or  poets  sav — /* 
Ivo,  no!  your  thoughts,  like  theirs,  lie  r^uiteX 

another  way.  J 

The  ladies  safe  may  smile,  for  here's  no  slander, 
No  snmt,  no  lewd-tongu'<lbeau,  iwdoullc  tn- 

fcndrc. 
TIs   true,   he  has  a  spark  just  come  from-s 

France,  [sense,  I 

Btit  then,  so  far  from  beau— why  he  talks  > 
Like  coin,  oft  carried    out,    but — seldom  i 

brought  from  theuce.  _     J 

There's  yeta  gang  to  whom  our  spark  submits,  j 
Your  elbow-shaking  fool,  that  live  by 's  wits,  ( 
That's  only  witty  tho',just  as  he  lives,  by  fits :  ^ 
Who,  lion-like,  through  bailiflfs  scours  away,^ 
Hunts,  in  the  laoe  of  dinner,  all  the  day,  Q 
At  night  with  empty  bowels  grumbles  o'er . 

the  play.  J 

And  now  the  modish 'prentice  he  implores. 
Who,  with  his  master's  cash,  stol'n  out 

doors, 
F.mploys  iton  a  brace  of — honourablewhores; 
While  their  good  bulky  mother  pleas'd  sits  by 
bnwd-reszent  of  the  biibble  joUcry. 


:1 


Next  to  our  mounted  friends  we  humbly^ 
move,  bove,  ( 

Who  all  your  side-box  tricks  are  much  a-^ 
And  never  fail  to  pay  us  with  your  love.  ) 
Ah,  friends  I  poor  i)orsct  Garden-house  is  gone ; 
Our  merry  meetings  there  are  all  undone: 
Ouitc  lost  to  us,  sure  for  some  strange  misdewls, 
That  strong  dog  Sampson's  puU'd  it  o'er  our 
heads,  [told  him, 

Snaps  roap  like  thread  ;  but  when  his  fortune's 
He'll  hear  i)erhapsofroi*e  will  one  day  hold  him: 
At  least,  1  hope  that  our  good-natur'd  town 
V\'ill  find  a  wav  to  pull  his  prices  down. 

Well,  that's  all!  Now,geuUemcn,forthe|)lav  : 
On  second  thoughts,  I've  but  two  words  to  say; 
Such  as  it  is,  for  your  delight  dcsign'd. 
Hear  it,  read,  try,  judge,  and  speak  as  you  find. 

§  20.    Prologue  to  The  Inconstant  j  1702. 

FARQUIJAtt. 

r  iK^Jungry  guests  a  sitting  audience  looki : 
*-^  Plays  are  like  supf)ers :  |K>cts  are  the  cocks. 
The  founders  you  :  llu'  table  is  the  place : 
The  carvers  we,  the  prologue  is  the  grace : 
Kach  act  a  course;  each  scene  adifTrent  dish: 
Tho'  we're  in  Lent,   I  doubt  you're  still  for 

flesh.  '  [rough; 

Satire's  the  sauce,  high-season'd,  sharp,  and 
Kind  masks  and  beaux,  1  hoiie  you're  pepper 

proof. 
Wit  is  the  wine  ;  but  'tis  so  scarce  the  true. 
Poets,  like  vintners,  balderdash  and  brew. 
Your  surly  scenes,  where  nmt  and  bloodshed 
Are  butcher's  meat,  a  battles  a  sirloin  :    [join. 
Your  scenes  of  love, so  flowing,  soft,  and  chaste. 
Are  water-gruel,  without  salt  or  taste. 
Bawdy's  fat  venison,  which,    tho'  stale,  can 

please : 
Your  rakes  love  hant-f^nuts^ 
Your  rarity,  for  the  fair  gnest  to  gape  on. 
Is  your  nice  squeaker,  or  Italian  capon  ; 
Or" your  French  virgin-j)ollet,  garnish'd  round. 
Arid  dress'd  witli  sauce  of  some — four  hundred 

pound. 
An  opera,  like  an  oglio,  nicks  the  age; 
Farce  is  the  hasty-pudding  of  the  stage: 
For  when  you're  treated  with  indifferent  cheer. 
You  can  dispense  with  slender  stage-coach  fare. 
A  pastoral's  whipt-cream ;  sta^e  whims,  mere 
Andtragi-comcdv,  half  fish  and  flesh,     [trasli; 
But  comedy,  that,  that's  the  darling  cheer;  T 
Thi« night, wehope, you'll aninconsiantbear;  V 
Wild-fowl  is  lik'd  in  play-house  all  the  year.  J 
Yet  since caci)  n>ind  betrays  :i  dilT'rent  taiitc,  ) 
And  cv'ry  dish  scarce  pleases  ev'ry  guest,        > 
If  aught  you  relish,  do  not  damn  the  rest.     ) 
This  favour  crav'd,  up  let  the  music  strike: 
You're  welcome  all  —-now  fall  to  where  you  like. 


rrVench  cheese, 
t,  like  your  damn'd 


§21.     Prologue  on  the  proposed  Union  of  the 
Two  Houses;   1703.  Fajiquhar. 

Now  all  the  world's  ta'en  op  with  state  af* 
fairs. 
Some  wishing  peace,  some  calling  out  for  wars, 

Tis 
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Tis  likewise  fit  we  should  inform  the  a^e, 
*VVhat  are  the  present  politics  o'  >h'  stajje : 


What  fam^d  rapxits,  what  nci%'-'inTenled  Mi- 
Has  l)est  pretrniiions  to  regale  the  palate,  [lad* 


Two  dirt'reni  stateis.ambitions  hoih,  and  bold,   If  \vc  prest-nt  vo'J  with  a  mctlltry  here. 


All  free-born  souls,  the  New  House  and  the 

Old, 
Have  long  contended,   and  made  stout  essays, 
Which  shonlcl  be  monarch  absolnte  in  plays. 
Long  has  the  battle  held  wiih  bloody  strife. 
Where  many  ranting  heroes  lost  their  life  ; 
Yet  such  their  enmity,  tliat  e'en  the  slain 
Do  conquer  death,  rise  up,  and  fight  again. 
Whilst  from  the  a;:illcrv,  box,  the  pit,  and  all, 
The  audience  look'd,  and  shook  its  awful 

head, 
Wond'ring  to  see  so  many  thousands  fall. 

And  then  look'd  pale  to  see  us  look  so  red. 
For  force  of  numbers,  and  poetic  spell. 
We've  rais'd  the  ancient  heroes  too  from  hell. 
To  lead  our  troops;  and  on  this  bloody  field 
You've  seen  great  Caesar  fight,  great  Pompey 

yield. 
Vast  sums  of  treasure  too  we  did  advance, 
To  draw  some  mercenary  troops  from  France  ; 
Light-footed  rogues,  who,  when  they  got  their 

pav. 
Took  to  tlieir  heels — Al/om — and  ran  away. 
Here  vou  have  seen  greatPhilip's  conqu'ringson, 
Who  in  twelve  years  did  the  whole  world  o'er- 

run  ; 
Here  has  he  fought,  and  fonnd  a  harder  job. 
To  beat  one  plav-house,than  subdue  the  globe; 
All  this  from  emulation  for  the  bays. 
You  lik'd  the  contest,  and  bestow'd  your  praise. 
But  now  (as  busy  heads  love  something  new) 
They  would  propose  an  Union — O  moit  dieu  ! 
If  it  be  so,  let  Caesar  hide  his  head. 
And  fight  no  more  for  glory,  but  for  bread. 
Let  Alexander  mourn,  as  once  before, 
Because  no  worlds  are  left  to  conquer  more. 
But  if  we  may  judge  small  from  greater  "J 

thinsts,  [brings,  ( 

The  present  times  may  shew  what  union  f 
You  feel  the  danger  of  united  kings.  J 

If  we  grow  one,  then  slav'ry  must  ensue. 
To  poets,  players,  and,  myfriends,  to  you. 
For,toonehoi^iseconfin'd,you  then  must  praise 
Both  cursed  actors,  and  confounded  plays. 
Then  leave  us  as  we  are,  and  next  advance 
Bravely  to  break  the  lie  'twixl Spain  andFrance. 


i 


A  luxlgc-podsc  di«h  »en  'd  up  in  china 
Wc  h()|>c  'twill  please,  'cauM:  like  your  bill 

of  fare 

To  please  you  all  we  should  attempt  in  vain  $ 
In  ilift'rent persons diff 'rent  hiimoura  fvign. 
The  soldier  *s  for  the  rattling  scene*  of  war. 
The  peaceful  beau  hales  shedding  blood  »o 

near. 
Courtiers  in  cometly  place  iheir  chief  delight, 
'Cause  love 's  the  proper  business  of  the  nigbl. 
The  clown  for  past'ral  his  half-crown  be-" 

stows. 
But  t'other  house  by  sad  experience  knows, 
This  poli^h'd  town  produces  few  of  ihnse. 
The  merchant  is  for  trafUc  ev'ry  where. 
And  values  not  the  best,  but  chea|H-st  ware. 
Since  various    humours    are  pleas'd  various 
A  critic  's  but  a  fool  to  judge  ot|>lay8.    [ways. 
Fool,  did  I  say  ?  'Tis  ditlicult  to  know 
Who  'tis  that's  so  indeed,  or  is  not  so: 
If  that  be  then  a  point  so  hard  lo  gain, 
Wit  's  sure  a  most  profound  unfaihom'd  mala 
He  that  sits  judge,  the  trident  ought  to  sway, ' 
To  know  who 's  greatest  fool  or  wit  to-day 
The  audieuce,  or  the  author  of  the  play 


{IK. 


§22. 


Prologue  to  Love's  Contrivance;   1/03. 
Centlivke. 

"poETS  like  mushrooms  rise  and  fall  of  late, 
-■■    Or  as  th"  uncertain  favourites  of  stale ; 
Invention  's  rack'd  to  please  both  eye  and  ear, 
But  no  scene  takes  without  the  moving  play'r : 
Daily  we  see  plays,  pamphlets,  libels,  rhymes 
Become  the  falling-sickness  of  the  times  j 
So  fev'rish  is  the  humour  of  the  town. 
It  surfeits  of  a  play  ere  three  days  run. 
At  Locket's,  Browne's,  and  at  Pbntack's  inquire 
What  modish  kick-shaws  the fli«c  beaux  dewre. 


vav,  i 


§23. 


Epilogue  to  The  Beau's  Duely  1/03. 
Centlivrk. 


"VTou  see,  gallants,  't  has  been  our  poet's  care, 
^  To  shew  what  beaux  in  their  i)erfection  are; 
By  nature  cowards,  foolish;  useless  tools. 
Made  men  byiaylors.and  by  women,  fools: 
A  fickle,  false,  a  singing,  dancing  crew. 
Nay,  now  we  hear  they  've  smiling  masters  too; 
Just  now  a  Frenchman,  in  the  dressing-room. 
From  teaching  of  a  beau  to  smile  was  come. 
Heshew'd  five  guineas — Wasn't  he  rarely  paid? 
Thus  all  the  world  by  smiles  are  once  iK-lray'd. 
The  statesman  smiles  on  them  he  would  uiido. 
The  courtier's  smiles  are  very  seltlom  true. 
The  lover's  smiles  too  many  do  believe. 
And  women  smile  on  them  they  would  dcceire. 
When  tradesmen  smile,  they  safely  cheat  with 
And  smiling  lawyers  never  fail  of 'fees,    [rase; 
The  doctor's  look  the  p.iticnt's  jwins  b^uilcs. 
The  sick  man  lives  if  the  physician  smiles  : 
Thus  ,smiles  with  interest  hj.md  in  hand  do  go» 
He  surest  strikes,  ihai  smiling  gives  the  blow. 
Poets,  with  us,  iliis  proverb  do  defy. 
We  live  by  smih  s,  lor  if  you  frown  we  die. 
To  please  you  then  shall  be  our  chief  endeavour* 
And  all  we  ask  is  but  your  smiles  for  ever. 

[Going. 
Hold— I  forpot—the  .-author  bid  me  sa\ , 
She  humbly  begs  protection  f<«r  her  play  • 
'Tis  yours-^she  dedicates  it  to  you  all, 
And  you  're  loo  gen'rous,  sure,  to  let  it  fall; 
She  hopes  the  ladies  will  her  cause  maintain. 
Since  virtue  here  ha*  becii  her  only  aim. 

3Q3  Thft 
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The  beatix,  she  thinks,  won't  fail  to  do  her 

riiht,  [fight 

?  nee  here  they're  taught  with  snfctv  how  to 
She  's  sure  of  favour  from  the  hkmi  of  war, 
A  soldier  is  her  darlioj;;  character  : 
To  fear  their  murmurs  then  would  he  absurd, 
Tliey  only  mutiny  when  not  prctorr'd. 
But  yet,  1  see,  she  does  vour  furv  dread, 
An(],  like  a  pris'ner,  stands  with  fiar  half  dead, 
Wiiileyou,  her  judges,  do  her  sentence  give  ; 
If  you  're  not  pleas'd,  she  says,  sh-.  cannoi  Hve. 
l^t  my  petition  then  for  once  prtvail; 
And  let  your  gen'rous  hands  her  pardon  seal. 


§  24.  Prolggue  to  Love  makes  a  ?Ian  :   1704. 

ClBBER. 

CiNCE  plavs  are  but  a  kind  of  puMic  feasts, 
'^\^' here  tickets  only  make  the  welcome  gnosis: 
Wethinks,  instead  of  grace,  we  slioi'M  prepare 
Your  tastes  in  prologue,  wiih  your  hill  of  .'are. 
AVhen    you  foreknow  each  course,  tho'  this 

may  tease  you,  [you- 

'Tis  five  to  one  hut  one  o'  th'  five  may  please 
First,  for  the  critics,  we've  your  darling  cheer,  •\ 
Vauhs  without  number,  more  than  sense  can  I 

bear  J  '  \ 

You're  certain  to  bepleas'd  where  errors  are.  .5 
Prom  your  displeasure  I  dare  vourli  we're  safe; 
You  never  frown  but  where  your  neighbours 

laugh. 
Kow,you  thatnevcrknowwhatsplccn  or  hate 

AVho  for  an  act  or  two  are  welcome  gratis. 
That  tip  the  wink,  and  so  sneak  out  with 

nuiujuam  salts', 
For  vour  suiart  tastes  we've  toss'd  you  up  a  fop, 
We'hope  the  newest  that 's  of  late  couic  up  ; 
The  fool,  beau,  wit,  and  rake  so  mix'd,  he  car- 
He  seems  a  ragout  piping  hot  from  Paris,  [ries, 
Eut  for  the  softer  sex,  whom  most  we'd  move, 
We've  what  the  fair  and  cliasle  were  fonn'd 

for — love: 
An  artless  passion,  fraught  with  lupcs  and  n 

fears,  I 

/nd  ncfirest  hap.py  vy^cn  it  most  despairs.  > 
P'or  masks,  wc  've  scandal,  and  for  beaux,  I 

French  airs.  -^ 

To  please  all  tastes,  we'll  do  the  best  we  cat^ ; 
For  the  galleries,  we  've  Dicky  and  Will  Pin- 

kethman. 
Kow,  Sirs,  you're  welcome,   and  you  know 

your  fare ; 
But  pray,  in  charity,  the  founder  spare. 
Lest  you  destroy  at  once  the  poet  and  the 
'  play'r. 


§  CSv.  Prologue  to  The  Twin  Rivah  ;  1 7C6. 
Farqlhar 
[//n  nlarm  sounded. 
•\X7iTH  drums  and  trumpets,  in  this  warrini 

**  age, 

A  martial  prologue  should  alarm  the  stage. 


Book  IV- 

New  plays — ere  acted,  a  full  audience  hrre. 
Seem  towns  infested,  when  a  siege  they  fear. 
I'rologues  are  like  a  t'culorn  hope,  sent  out 
Ik-fore  the  play,  to  skiiuiish  and  to  scout: 
Our  dreadful  foes,  the  critics,  when  thev  spvt 
They  cc»ck,  they  charge,  they  fire — then  back 

they  fly. 
The  siege   is  laid — there  gallant  chiefs  a-"\ 

bound,  [troops  arf»und,/ 

Here  —  foes    intrench'd,    there— iliii'ringV 
And  the  loud  batt'ries  war — from  yonder  ris-V 

in2  urou?id.  J 

:s  (miss  or  hit),  ") 
,or  snip-snap  \\'\t,  > 
les  of  tne  pit.  ) 


[carp,  / 
isjiessV 
It  ourV 


g  grou?id. 
In  the  first,  act,  brisk  sallies  (miss  or  hit), 
V\'ith  vollies  of  small  shot, 
Attack,  and  gall  ihe  trenches  or  me  |) 
The  next — tlie  lue  continues,  but  at  length 
Grows  less,  and  slackens  like  a  bridegroom's 

strength. 
The  third — feints,  mines,  and  countermines' 

abound ; 
Your'e^ilic  engineers,  safe  under  ground. 
Blow  up  our  works,  aud  all  our  art  con- 
found. 
The  fourth — brings  on  most  action,  and  'tis" 

sharp,  [< 

P'resh   foes   crowd   on,  at  your  remissjie; 
And  desp'rale,  though  nntkill'd,  insult 

counterscarp. 
Then  comes  the  laNi  ;  the  gen'ral  storm  is  near. 
The  poet-governor  now  quakes  for  fear ; 
Runs  wildly  up  aud  down,  forgets  to  hufl', 
And  would  give  all  he's  j)lunder'd — to  get  off. 
So — Don,  and  Monsieur — BlutT,  before  the 

siege. 
Were  nnickly  tam'd— at  Vcnlo,  and  at  Liege : 
Twas  Flirt  i'/^atr'""  '   f'va  Fiur.cr !  before; 
y^QW ,QMortifr,Mon!i'.nir I  Qunrin !  A/i,Srttor! 
But  what  your  resolution  can  with. land  ? 
You  master  all,  and  awe  the  sea  and  land. 
In  war — your  valour  makes  the  strong  submit; 
Vour  judr  tnent  humbles  all  attempts  in  wit. 
What  play,  what  fort,  what  beauty  can  eiKlure 
All  fierce 'a3.«aulls,  and  always  be  secure  ? 
Then  grant  'eiu   gen'rous   terms  who  dare  to 

wTite, 
Since  now — that  seems  as  desp'rate  as  to  fight. 
If  we  must  yield — yet,  ere  the  duy  be  hx'd, 
Let  us  hold  out  the  third,  and,  il  we  may,  the 

sixth. 


§26.     Prologue  to  fhr   Bassef-Tnb/e ;   17(>(>. 
Spokni  by  Mr.' Pinkct/imon.   Ci-xtlivre, 
Tn  all  the  faces  that  to  plays  resort, 
^  Whether  of  country,  city,  mob,  or  court, 
I've  always  found,  tlnlnone  such  hopcsinspire. 
As  you— des'.-  brethren  <»f  the  upper  tier. 
Poci'.  in  prologues  may  both  preach  and  rail,  ^ 
Yet  all  their  wisdom  n'oihin"?  will  avail;  [fail.  \ 
Whowritesnot  up  toyou,  'tis  ten  to  one  will  ) 
Vour  thund'ring  plaudit 'tis  that  deals  out  fame; 
Vou  make  plavs  run,  though  of  theni<»elvesbut 
lame.   "  [manding. 

How  often  have   we   known  your  noi;-e  corn- 
Impose  on  your  inferior  masters  understanding! 

Tlicrcfore. 
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I'm  one  of) 

[blnr.C 
I,  hrowii,  orC 
I  full  by  you.  ) 


Therefore,  dear  brethren,  since  I'm  one  of 

you, 
Whether  adorn'd  in  grey,  green 
This  day  stand  all  by  me,  as  1  will 
And  now  let — 
The  poor  pit  see  how Pinky's  voice  commands. 
Silence — Now  rattle  all  your  sticks,  and  cbp 

your  grimy  hands. 
I  greet  vonriove — and  let  the  vainest  author 

show 
Half  this  command  on  cleaner  hands  below: 
Nay,  more  to  prove  your  interest,  let  this  play 

live  by  ymi. 
So  niav  vou  share  good  claret  with  your  masters, 
Still  free  in  vour  amours  from  their  disasters; 
Free  from  poor  house-keeping,  where  peck  is 

un<ler  locks; 
Free  from  cold  kitchens,  and  no  Christmas-box; 
So  may  no  long  debates  i'  th'  House  of  Com- 

'mons  [mons; 

Make  you  i'  ih' lobby  starve,  when  hunger  sum- 
Hut  may  your  plenteous  vails  come  Hewing  in, 
Giveyoualuckvhit.and  make  you  gcntJemeu  : 
And,' thus  pre icrr'd,  ne'er  fear  the  world's  re- 
proaches, 
But  shake  your  elbows  with  my  lord,  and  keep 

your  coaches. 


§  27.     Prologue  toTlie  Busy  Body  \  I7O8. 
Centlivre. 
rr-HouGH   modern  prophets  were  expos'd  of 
^  lale, 

The  author  could  not  prophesy  his  fate  : 
If  with  such  scenes  an  audience  had  been  fu'd , 
'J'he  poet  must  have  really  been  in5j)ir'd. 
But  these,  alas  !  are  melancholy  days. 
For  modern  prophet.';,  and  for  modern  plays. 
Yet  since  prophetic  lies  please  fools  of  fashion, 
And  women  are  so  fond  of  agitation  ; 
To  men  of  sense  I'll  prophesy  anew,  ' 

And  tell  you  wondrous  things  that  will  prove 

true. 

Undaunted  colonels  will  to  camps  repair, 
Assur'd  there'll  be  no  skirmishes  this  year; 
On  our  own  terms  will  How  the  wish'd-for 

peace,  ,    [cease. 

All  wars,  except  'twixt  man  and  wife,   shall 
'J'he  Grand   Monarque  may  wish  his  son  a 

throne, 
But  hardly  will  advance  to  lose  liis  own. 
This  season  most  things  bear  a  smiling  face; 
But  j)lay'rs  in  summer  hnvc  a  dismal  case. 
Since  vour  appearance  only  is  our  act  of  grace. 
Court' ladies  will  to  country  seals  be  gone. 
My  lord  can't  all  the  yciir  five  great  in  town 
^\  here  wanting  operas,  basset,  and  a  play, 
They'll  sigh,  and  stitch  a  gown  to  pass  the  time 

away. 
Gay  city  wives  at  Tunbridge  will  appear,     - 
Whose"husbandslong  hu-e  wished  for  an  heir; 
Where  many  a  courtier  may  their  \vatU3  relieve. 
But  bv  tlie  waters  only  they  conceive.      ' 
The    Fleet-street  sempstress— toast  of  Temple 

sparks,  [clerks. 

That  runs  spruce    neckcloths  for   attorneys 


At  Copid's-jfarden*  will  her  hoom  regnitf 
Siuf;  fair  i)orin«la,  and  drink  bottled  ale. 
At  all  juscniblies  rakci  arc  un  and  down, 
.\nd  g-imcHtcrs,  wlien  iliey  iniiik  ihc)-  are  not 

known. 
Should  I  iicnonnrc  our  author**  fate,  tcMlav, 
To  cry  down  prophecies,  you'd  damn  ihe  lay  ! 
Vet  whims  like  these  have somctintcs  made  you 

laugh, 
'Tis  tattling  all  like  ha.ic  Bickerstaff. 
Since  war  and  places  claim  the  bard*  that  wdie, 
lie  kind,  and  k-ara  woman's  treat  to-night; 
Let  your  indulgence  all  her  fears  allav. 
And  none  but  women-haters  damn  this  play. 

§  28.  Prologue  to  The  Man's  leuutcli*d  j  17 10. 

Centlivri. 
/^UR  female  author  trembling  stands  within, 
^^     Her  fear  arises  from  another's  sin;' 
One  of  her  sex  hassoabus'd  the  town. 
That  on  her  score  she  dreads  your  angry  frowti; 
Though  I  dare  say,  poor  souf,  she  never  %vril 
Lampoon,  or  satire,  on  the  box  or  pit 
A  harndesshum'rousplayis  herextent< 
Tho'  Bickerstaft's  vast  genius  may  on 
AikI  lash  the  vice  and  follies  of  the  i 

Whv  should  the  tender  IXlia  tax  then  . 

Stickle  and  make  a  noise  for  relormation,      C 
VV  ho  alwaysgave  a  loose  herself  to  inch  natioo!  ) 
Scandal  and  satire's  thrown  aside  to-day. 
And  humour  the  sole  busiue<<s  of  our  play. 
Ikaux  maydress  on,tocatch  the  ladies'  hearts. 
And  good  assurance  pass  for  mighty  parts: 
Thccitsmaybringtheir  spouses  witiiout  fear; 
^\'eshewno  wife  that's  poaching  for  an  h 
Nor  teach  the  use  of  fine  gauze  hankcrch 
Cowards mav  huff,  and  talk  ofniightv  wonders, 
Andjiltssetup — for  twenty  thousand  |)Ounder». 
Our  author,  even  though  she  knows  fidl  well. 
Is  so  good-natur'd,  she  forbears  to  fell. 
What  colonels,  lately,  have  fotmd  out  tho  knack 
To  muster  madam,  still,  bv  Ned  or  Jack, 


ver  %vril  1 
it;  C 
t  of  wit.) 


fear; "% 
luir,  J. 
hier.  i 


To  keep  their  pleasures  up,  a  frugal  way,  [pay. 
Thev  give  herr-subaliern's  subsi^>tcnce  for  her 
In  short,  whatc'er  your  darling  vices  are. 
They  pass  untouch'd  in  this  night's  hill  of  farr. 
But'if  all  this  can't  your  good  natuie  wake,  ) 
Tho'  here  and  there  a'scene  should  fail  to  lake,  ^ 
Vet  spare  her  for  the  Busy  Body's  sake.        ) 


W 


§  29.  Epilnpne  to  the  same.     Spoken  hy  Mrs. 
O/Jftltli   MW.  '      Centlivre. 

[.df  Porter  delivers  a  Letter,  just  as  skt 
is  going  to  sjxak. 

hat's  this  ?  a  billet  doux  !  from  hRodi 
unknown? 

'Tis  new  to  send  it  thus  'fore  nil  the  to^n : 
But  since  the  poor  man's  so  agog, 
I'll  read  it  out,  by  way  of  epilogue. 

[rtfwd*. 

Madam, 
Permit  a  wretch  to  let  you  know. 
That  he's  no  more  in  statu  quo ; 
3Q4 
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My  ruin  fronj  this  nij<lit  coimnences, 
Iniessyour  smiles  refund  mv  stuses 
For,  with  one  ihrust  of  Cupid  >  dart. 
You've  whipp'd  your  slave  (luiu-  thro*  tlic 
TUtrcfore,  1  he^  you,  cast  your  eye  [heart: 
0*er  boxes,  pit,  and  gallery  ; 
In  oitv  ol  my  pains  and  doubt. 
And  try  if  you  can't  find  me  out. 
Poor  soul!  he  seems  indeed  ii»(li  mal  |)light;"\ 
Let's  seel   it  can't  be,  sure!   from  ih"  upperT 
flight,  [write  :r 

Ko,  no — that's  plain — for — noneof  th'-mcan) 
Mor  can  I  think  it  from  the  middle  lell. 
For  I'm  afraid  as  few  of  them  can  spill ; 
Bo>idc.  their  haggling  passions  never  gain 
Beyond  the  pabsage-vvaikingnytnj)hi>  of  Drury- 
Lane :  •        ,      '  [rovers. 

And  then  the  pit's  more  stock'd  with  rakes  and 
'I'hannnv  oi"  these  senseless^whinin^';  lovers. 
The  baMvS  o'  ih'  boxes  too  seem  aiosily  lin'd 
With  souls  whose  passion's  to  themselves  con- 
fin'd.  [sparks, 

In   short,  i  can't  perceive,  'mongst  all   your 
The  wretch  distingnish'd  bylhese  bloody  marks: 
But  since  the  town  has  heard  your  knid  com- 
mands,-sir. 
The  town  shall  een  be  witness  of  mv  answer. 
First  then,  beware  you  prove  no  spa  k  in  red. 
With  empty  purse  and  regimental  head  ; 
ThaMhinkb  no  woman  can  refuse  t' engage  in't, 
White  love's  advanc'd  with  offer'd    bills  on 
agent;  [ing, 

That  swears  he'll  settle  from  his  joys  cnmnunc- 
An J  make  the  babe,  the dav  he's  bom ,  an  eijsign. 
1^^'or  could  I  bear  a  titled  beau,  that  .^uals 
From  faitting  spouse  her  matrimoni;il  meals; 
That  modish  sends  next  n)orn  to  hi  ra[;artmenl 
A  civil    how   d'ye— far,  alas !  from   th'  heart 

meant : 
Then  powdcr'd  for  th'  ensuing  day's  delights, 
Bows  thro'  his  crowd  of  duns,  and  drives  to 

White's. 
Nor  could  I  like  the  wretch  that  all  ni^ht  plays. 
And  only  takes  his  rest  on  winning  d.iys; 
Then  scls  up,  from  a  lucky  hit,  his  rattler; 
Then's  irac'd  from  his  orig'nai — in  the  Tatler. 
To  tell  you  all  that  are  my  fix'd  aver  ion, 


WoMid  tire  the  tongue  of  malife  or  asiHjrsion. 
But  if  1  find  'moni>t  all  one  gen'rous  heart. 
That  deaf  to  R»ories  take*  the  stage's  part; 
That  thinks  that  purse  deserves  to  kecj)  the 

plays,  [operas  ; 

Whose  fortunv's  bound  for  the  support  of 
Thatlhin|is  onrconstilution  here  is  justly  fix'd, 
And  now  no  more  with  lawyers'  brawls  per- 

plcx'd  ; 
He,  I  declare,  shall  my  whole  heart  receive  ; 
And  (what's  more  strange)  I'll  love  him  while 

1  live. 


For  ibis  the  tragic  muse  first  trod  the  stage, 
Commandmg  tears  to  r.iream  through  ev'ryagcj 
Tyrants  no  more  their  savaze  nature  kept. 
And  foes  to  virtue  wonder'a  how  ihcy  wept. 
Our  author  sliuns  by  vulgar  springs  to  move 
The  hero's  glory,  or  the  virgin's  love  ; 
In  pitying  love,  we  but  our  weakness  >how. 
And  wild  anjbition  well  deserves  its  woe. 
Here  tears  shall  flow  from  a  more  gen'rous  cause. 
Such  tears  as  natiiots  shed  for  dying  laws  : 
ile  bids  your  breasts  with  an<ieut  nrdoui  ri«e. 
And  calls  forth  Roman dr(»i>'.  from  Briiisheyes. 
Virtue  confess'd  in  luunan  shape  he  draws. 
What  Plato  thought,  and  godlike  C'^aix)  was  : 
iVo  common  object  to  yovir  sight  displays. 
Hut  what  with  pleasure  Heaven  itself  surveys, 
A  brave  man  ^truggling  in  the  storms  of  fate. 
And  greatly  falling  with  a  falling  state. 
While  Cato  gives  his  little  senate  laws, 
V\'hat  bosom  beats  not  in  his  country's  cause? 
Who'^ef  s  him  act,  but  envies  ev'ry  dee<l  ? 
Who  hears  him  groan,  and  does  not  wish  to 

bleed? 
Even  when  proUd  Casir,  'midst  triumphal  cars. 
The  spoils  of  nations,  and  the  pomp  of  wars, 
Ignoblv  vain,  and  impotently  great, 
Shew'd  Rome  herC'avo's  figure  drawn  in  state: 
As  her  dead  father's  rcv'rend  image  pass'd. 
The  pomp  was  darkcn'd,  and  the  day  o'ercast ; 
The  trnnnph  ceas'd,  tears  gush'd  from  ev'ry  eye; 
The  world's  great  victor  pass'd  unheeded  by  ; 
Her  last  good  man  dejected  Rome  ador'd. 
And  honour'd  Caesar's  less  than  Cato's  sword. 
Britons,  attend;  be  worth  like  this  approv'd. 
And  shew  you  have  the  virtue  to  be  njov'd. 
With  -honest  scorn  the  tTrst  fam'd  Cato  view'd 
Rouie  learningarls  from  Greece,  whom  she  sub- 
On  r  scene  preeariously  subsists  too  long  [du'cl  : 
On  French  translation,  and  Italian  song. 
Dare  to  have  sense  yourselves  ;  assert  the  stage. 
He  justly  warm'd  with  your  own  naii\e  rage: 
Such   plays  alone  should  please  a  British  ear. 
As  Cato's  self  had  not  disdain'd  to  hear. 


§31. 


Prologue  to  Lady  Jane  Gray ;  1715. 
RowE. 


§30.     Prologue  to  Cato  \  171.S.    Pope. 
'T'o  wake  the  soul  by  tender  strokes  of  art. 

To  raise  the  genius,  and  to  mend  the  heart; 
To  make  mankind,  in  conscious  virtue  bold. 
Live  o'er  each  scene,  and  be  what  they  behold : 


n^'o-N  I  GUT  the  noblest  subjectswcl  Is  our  hcene, 
■■     A  heroine,  a  martyr,  and  a  queen  ; 
And  though  the  poet  dares  not  boast  his  art,  ^ 
The  very  theme  shall  something  great  impart,  f 
To  warm  the  gen'rous  soul,  and  touch  theC 
tender  heart.  '  J 

To  you,  fair  judges,  we  the  cause  submit; 
Your  eyes  shall  tell  us  how  the  tale  is  writ. 
If  your  H)(i  pity  waits  upon  our  woe. 
If  silent  tears  for  suff 'ring  virtue  flow; 
Your  grief  the  muses'  labour  shall  confess. 
The  lively  passions,  and  the  just  distress. 
O!  could  our  author's  pencil  justly  paint. 
Such  as  she  was  inlife,  the  beauteous  saint; 
Boldly  your  strict  attention  might  we  claim. 
And  f>id  you  mark  atid  copy  out  the  dame. 
No  wand'ring  glance  one  Canton  thought  con- 
fess'd. 
No  j^oiliy  wish  inflam'd  her  spotless  breast: 
^      ■  Th« 
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The  onlv  love  that  warin'd  her bloominj^ youth, 
Was  linshand,  hjii^land,  liherly,  anil  truth. 
For  llif  se  she  iell;  while,  with  too  weak  a  hand, 
Siie  strove  to  save  a  blind  unj;raicful  laud. 
IV.ii  tijus  the  secret  laws  of  faie  ordain,  ^ 

William's  Krcat  hand   was  doom'd  to  break  f 
that  chain,  C 

And  end  the  hopes  of  Rome's  tyrannic  reign.  J 
For  ever  as  ihf  drclinp;  years  return, 
Vc  grateful  liritons!  crown  the  hero's  urn; 
'J'o  iiis  just  care  you  cv'rv  blessing  owe, 
Which  or  his  own,  or  following  reigns  bestow: 
Though  his  hard  fate  a  father's  name  denied. 
To  you  a  fatlie-r,  he  that  loss  supplied. 
Then  while  von  view  the  royal  line's  increase. 
And  connt  the  pledges  of  your  future  peace. 
From   this  great  stock  while  still  new  glories 
Conquest  abroad,  and  liberty  at  home;  [come, 
Whiis  you  behold  the  beautiful  and  brave, 
Briii;lit  nrincesse->to  grace  you,  kin^s  to  sav 
Knjoy  the  gift,  but  bless  the  hand  that  gave 


'■\ 


for  in  a  lover. 

provide 


§  3^'.     Epilogue  to  The  Cruel  Gift.  Spoken  hi/ 

Mrs.  OUlfield ;  1 7  i  7 .  Ro we  . 

"\17"KLL,'twris  a  narrow 'scape  my  lover  made — 
''    Tha:  cup  and  message — I  was  sore  afraid ! 
Was  that  a  present  for  a  new-made  widow. 
Ail  in  her  dismal  dumps,  like  doleful  Dido? 
When  one  p-ep'd  in — andhop'd  for  something 

gooil, 
There  was  — Oo;ad!  a  nasty  heart  and  blood.* 
If  tile  old  m  n  had  shew'd  himself  a  father, 
His  howlshould  have  inclos'd  a  cordial  rather; 
Somcchingto  clieer  me  up  amidst  mv  trance, 
LU-an  lie  Barbadc — or  comtbrtable  A'a/t/z.f 
lie  thought  he  paid  it  off  with  being  smart. 
And,  to  be  witty,  cried,  he'd  send  the  heart, 
I  cou'd  have  told  his  gravity,  moreover,        ) 
Wero  I  our  sex'^  secrets  to  discover,  }■ 

'Tis  vv  lat  we  never  look 
Let  but  the  bridegroom 
All  other  matters  fitting  for  a  briae 
So  he  make  good  the  jewels  and  thejointure, 
'i\)  misi-  the  lieart  does  seldom  disappoint  her. 
'Faith,  for  the  fashion  hearts  of  late  are  made  in 
Thev  are  the  vilest  baubles  we  can  trade  in. 
Where  are  the  tough  brave  Britons  to  be  found 
With  hearts  of  oak,  so  much  of  old  renown'd? 
How  many  worthy 'f^entlemen  of  late 
Swore  to  lie  true  to  mother-church  and  state ; 
When  their  ftlse   hearts  were  secretly  main- 
taining 
Yon  trim  king  Pepin,  at  Avignon  reigning? 
Shame  on  llie  canting  crew  of  soul-insurers, 
That  Fyburn-tHbe  of  speech-inaking  nonjurors, 
Vv'ho,in  newfangled  terms  old  truths  exnlaining. 
Teach  honestEiiglishmendamn'ddouble-mean- 
^  O,  would  you  lost  integrity  restore,       [ing. 
And  boast  that  faith  your  plain  forefathers  bore ; 
What  surer  pattern  can  you  hope  to  find  [hind  ? 
Than  that  dear  {.ledge  :j;  your  monarch  left  be- 

*  This  tragedy  was  founded  upon  the  story  of  Sigisxnunda  an 
wherein  the  heart  of  the  lover  is  sent  by  the  father  to  h's  daupl 


See  how  his  laak*  his  hone«i  heart  e«pUin» 
And  speak  the  blessings  of  hit  future  rrignl 
In  his  each  feature  truth  and  candour  tnce. 
And  read  plain  dealing  written  in  his  face. 

§  33.     Epilofrue  to  th«  PteuduUt  of  Ptamiwu, 
Acted  by  the  Scholars  ^  Bury  School,  lio- 
vcmherO,  1734. 
T  iiAVK  been  peeping  for  'hese  many  dayt 
*   r  th'  tail  ot  all  the  Greek  and  (iatin  piayt. 
And,  after  strictest  search,  to  none  ran  6n4 
An  epilogue,  likedi»hflout,|Mnn*d  behmd. 
Those  ancient  bards  knew  when  the  play  was 

done. 
Nor,  like  Sir  Martin  Mar-all,  still  play'd  on; 
They  imitated  nature  in  their  j>lan, 
Nor  made  a  monkey  when  they  meant  a  man. 
From  modern  fiiMcy  then  this  custom  rose. 
Like  whimsical  toupees  among  the  beaux: 
Monstrous  excrescences!  both  whichdtngracel 
(By  being  fix'd  in  an  improper  place)  f 

Heaven's  great  production,  man ;  man's  great  C 
production,  plays.  # 

Vet  must  we,  though  as  foolish  we  decry 
This  mode,  be  fools  in  fashion,  and  comply; 
For  rights,  we  know,  howeer  absurdly  garQ'4 
At  first,  with  obstinacy  are  maintain'd: 
Since  then  this  privilege  vou  will  not  lose. 
Let's  hear  what  sort  of  epifogue  you'll  choose. 
Are  you  for  satire  ?  No  ;  why  there  you're  richt: 
The  wisest  can't  foresee  where  that  may  light,  j 
Are  ye  for  politics  ?  There  we  crv  No, 
Where  that  mav  light — you  easily  may  know. 
Another  topic  then,  pray,  ladies,  hear; 
Suppose  a  panegyVic  on  the  fair. 
So,  I  perceive,  I've  touch'd  the  ticklish  place; 
And  clearly  read  consent  in  ev'ry  face. 
()  fie !  consent  so  soon  ?  that  can't  be  right;    , 
I  hate  such  coming  ladies — so  good  night. 


i 


§  34.  Epilogue  to  Tlie  Lying  FaUt;  17*0. 
Garrick. 

THAT  I'm  a  Iving  rogue  yonall  ^gfc^* 
And  yet,  look  round  the  world,  andy< 
shall  see, 
That manv more,  mybettew,  /iVasfastasme 
Against  this  vice  we  are  all  ever  railing. 
And  vet,  so  templing  is  it,  so  prevailing, 
You'll  find  but  few  withowi  this  useful  failing 
Ladv  or  Al>igail,  my  Lord  or  Will, 
The'/i>  goes  round,  and  the  ball's  nc\tv.  sull. 
My  lies  were  harmless,  told  to  shew  mv  |)arts, 
Aiid  not  like  those,  when  tong^ues  bcfic  their 
In  all  professions  you  will  find  this  flaw;  [hearts. 
And  in  the  gravest  too,  in  physic  and  in  law. 
The  gouty  Serjeant  cries,  with  formal  pause, 
*•  Your  plea  is  good,  my  friend,  don*l  stanre 

*'  the  cause:" 
But  when  my  lord  decrees  for  t'other  »'de» 
Your  costs  of  suit  convince  you— that  he  bed. 

da  and  Guiscardo,  out  of  Boccace*s  norek} 
Iter,  as  a  present. 


•J^  i.  c.  Citron-water  and  good  brandy. 


\  Ihc  Prince  of  Wales,  thcp  present 


A  doctor 
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A  doctor  comes,  with  formal  wia;  and  fnce. 
First  feels  your  pulse,  then  thinks,  and  knows 

your  case;  [you; 

**  Your  fever's  sli«:ht,  not  dangerous,  T  assure 
**  Keep  warm,  and  rcpetaturhauitus.  Sir,  will 

'*  cure  you."  ['"gi 

Around  the  becl,  next  day,  his  friends  are  cry- 
The  patient  dies;  the  doctor's  paid  for  lying. 
The  poet,  willing  to  secure  the  pit, 
Gives  out,  his  play  has  humour,  taste  and  wit: 
The  cause  comes  on,  and  while  the  j  mi  :os  try. 
Each  groan  and  cit-call  gives  the  h  irci  the  lie. 
Now  let  us  ask,  pr.ty,  what  the  ladies  do: 
They  too  will  fib  a  little,  nitre  yious.        [fan) 
**  Lord!"  savs  the  prude  (her  face  h^hiiid  her 
**  How  can  our  sex  have  any  joy  in  man?  [nje; 
*'  As  for  my  part,  the  best  could  ne'er  de 
**  And  were  the   race  extinct. 


deceive 
iwould   never 


Krieve  me 


'einy. 

M'b  sighs,  ) 
In- v's cries,  V 
:  til  1!)  lies.  J 


*'  Their  sight  is  odious,  but  their  toiirh,Ogad  ! 
**  The  thought  of  that's  enough  to  drive  one 

*'  mad." 
Thus  rails  at  man  the  squeamish  I^dy  Dainty, 
Yet  weds  at  fif.y-five  a  rake  of  twci 
In  short,  a  beau's  intrigues,  a  lovt 
Thecourtier'spromise,therich  wid 
And  patriot's  zcnl,  are  seldom  more 
Sometimes  vou'iUeean.'in  belie  his  nation. 
Nor  to  his  country  shew  the  least  relation. 

For  instance,  now 

Aclcanly  Dutchman,  or  a  Frenchman  grave,) 
A  sob^r  (jrerman,  or  a  Spaniard  brave,  ?• 

An  Englisliman,  a  coward  or  a  slave.  3 

Mine,  though  a  fibbing,  was  an  honest  art  j 
I  serv'd  my  master,  play'd  a  faithful  part: 
Hank  me  not,  therefore,  'mongst  the  lying  crew. 
For,  though   my  tongue  was  false,  my  heart 

was  true. 


§  35.     Epilopue  to  If^naramuSt  acted  at  JVest- 

minsler  School  in  December  IJ^/-     Spoken 

ly  Ji^noramus  and  Musccus. 
/^n.pEACE,  bookworm!  bless  me  whataclcrk 
^     have  II 

A  strange  place  sure this  university  ! 

AVhat's  learning,  virtue,  modesty,  or  sense.' 
Finewordstohcar— but  will  they  turn  the  pence? 
These  stift'  pedantic  notions — far  outweighs 
That  one  short,  comprehensive  thing — a  fivce. 
(70,  m-itcfi  it  if  you  can  with  all  yoiir  rules 
Of  Greek  or  Roman,  old  or  modern  schools  : 
The  total  this  of  Ignoramus'  skill,  [will. 

To  carve  his  fortune — place  him  where  you 
For  not  in  law  alone  could  I  appear; 
My  parts  would  shine  alike  in  ai»v  sphere. 
You've  heard  ruv  song  in  Uosab 
And  would  I  try  the  loftier  ode 
You'll  see  me  soon — a  rival  for  the  bay 

Or,  I  could  lurn  a  journalist,  and  write 
Wijih  little  wrf,  but  large  recruits  of  spite: 

Abuse  and  blacken — :;ust  as  party  sways 

And  lash  nnbftlcrs these  are  thriving  ways. 

Mv  mind  to  graver  physic  wouhl  I  bend, 
Think  you  I'd  study  Greek,  like  Mead  or  Friend  ? 


No— with  some  nostrum  I'd  ensure  my  fees. 
Without  the  help  of  learning  or  degrees : 
On  drop  or  pill  securelv  I'd  relv. 
And  shake  my  head  at  the  whole  faculty. 
Or  would  I  talce  to  orders 

Mrts.  Orders;  how?  [know* 

Isn.  One  not  too  scrupulous  a  way  might 
'Twerc  but  the  forging  of  a  hand — or  so. 
In  orders  too  my  purposes  I'd  serve,; 
And  if  I  cou'd  not  rise,  I  would  not  starve. 
With  lungs  and  face  I'd  make  mvbutchers  stare. 
Or  publish — that  I'd  marry  at  May-fair. 

These,  these  are  maxim's,  that  will  stand  the 
Both  universities are  all  a  jest.  [test : 

Mns.   I  grant,  a  prodig^'  we  sometimes  view. 
Whom  neither  of  our  seats  of  leartiing  knew. 
Yet  sure  none  shine  mor  •  cminentlv  great. 
In  law  or  physic,  in  the  church  or  state. 
Than  those  who  early  drank  the  love  of  fame 
At(\im's  fair  bank,  or  Isis'  tiilver  stream. 
Look'^md — here's  proof  enough  this  point 
to  clear. 

Ign.  Bless  mc! — what  !--not  one  Ignoramus 
here? 

I  stand  convicted what  can  I  sav  more  ? 

•See — my  face  fails,  which  never  fail'd  before. 
How  great  soe'er  I  seem  in  Dulman's  eve. 
Yet  Ignorance  must  blush— when  Learning's  by. 


O' 


n»v  spuere. 
)ella's  praise:  1 
?  to  raise,         /■ 
•  the  bays.       3 


§  36.  Epilogue  to  Airamemnon.  Thomson. 
iR  Bard,  to  modern  epilogue  a  foe. 
Thinks  such  mean  mirth  but  deadens  gen*- 
Dispelsin  idle  air  the  moral  siah,  [rouswoej 
And  wipes  the  tender  te;ir  from  pity's  eve : 
No  more  with  social  warmth  the  bosom  bums; 
But  all  th'  unfeeling,  selfish  man  returns. 

Thushebegan:— And  you  approv'd  the  strain. 
Till  the  next  couplet  sunk  to  light  and  vain. 
Vou  check'd  him  there — to  vou,  to  reason  just. 
He  owns  he  triumph'd  in  your  kind  disgust. 
Charm 'd  by  your  frown,,  by  your  displeasure 
Hehailsthe  risingvirtneof  your  taste,  [grac'd. 
Wide  will  its  influence  spread,  as  soon  as 

known  ; 
Truth,  to  be  lov'd,  need  onlv  to  be  shown. 
Confirm  it,  once,  the  fashion  to  be  good 
(Since  fashion  leads  tl>efool,  and  awes  the  rude) 
N^o  j>etulance  shall  wound  the  public  ear ; 
No  nand  applaud  what  horiour  shuns  to  hear; 
No  painful  blush  the  modcstcheek  shall  stiin; 
The  worthy  breast  shall  heave  with  no  disdain. 
Chasiis'd  to  decency,  the  British  siage 
Shall  oft  invite  the  fair,  invite  the  sage:  [part; 
B(*tl>  shall  attcixl  welUpleas'd,  well  pleas'd  de~ 
Or,  if  they  doom  the  verse,  absolve  the  heart. 


§  37.  Prologue  spokeh  hy  Mr.  Garrick  nl  the 
openinfi  pf  the  Theatre  inDruru-lane,  inihe 
yVflr  1747.  Johnson. 

Vy  HEN  Learning's  triumph  o'er  her  barb*rou8 
''  foes 

First  rear'd  the  Stage,  immortal  Shakspeare  rose; 
Each  change  of  many-colour'd  life  he  drew. 
Exhausted  worlds,  and  then  imagin'd  new: 

Existence 


Characler  ofFahfnff,  1748.  Act,i  tu  »/6»«, 
i.iUltrmm  at  Mr.  Srwame'i  School  mt 
Unckury.  HOADLKY. 

[Push' din  upon  thetla^el,,  Pnnct  flfmry. 
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Existence  saw  him  spurn  her  bounded  reign. 
And  panting  Time  toil'd  after  bini  in  vain: 
l-IispovvVful  strokes  pre.sidiiifrTrutliinipre*&'d 
i\nd  unresisted  passion  storm'd  ilic  breast. 

Tiien  Jonson  came.insirnctcd  from  thesthool 
To  please  in  method,  and  invcui  by  rule  : 
His  studious  patience,  and  lal)<)riou3  art, 
Ky  regular  approach  assay 'd  the  heart  : 
Cold  approbation  gave  the  ling'rin^  bays ; 
For  those  who  durst  not  censure  scarce  could 

praise. 
A  mortal  born,  he  met  the  gen'ral  doom, 
But  left,  like  K;^ypi*s  kings,  a  lasting  tomb. 
The  wits  of  Charles   found  easier  ways  to 


ti»«?a»v 


■\ 


fame. 


A   Pi.AGi!E  upon  al!  en 
**  Old  Jack  niusiljcnri 
And  he  the  master  fool  l.i .,  :  n.  ,... 
Amidst  hot-blooded  IIorspnrN  rch< 
Bv  miracle  of  wit  Isav'd  my  life; 
And  now  sund  foolishly  cxpo^'d  aaain 
To  tir  hisditj; bullets  of  thecritic*sbnin. 

Goto.oldlad.'tis  littjc  thai  thou  wen  wUcr— 
Thou  art  not  fram'd  for  an  v^ulnzun^-r. 


friend  ; 


>«orwish'd  for  Jonson's  art,  or  Shakspear#s 
Themselves  they  studied,  as  they  felt  they  writ^ 
Intrigue  \\\!S  plot,  obscenity  was  wit 
\  ice  always  fouud  a  svmpaiheti 
They  pleas'd  their  age,  and  did  not  aim  to  mend, 
let  bards  like  these  aspir'd  to  lasting  praise. 
And  proudly  hop'd  to  pimp  in  future  days: 
Their  caa-e  was  gen'ral,  their  supports  were 
strong,  [long; 

TJeir  slaves  were  willing-,  and  their  reign  was' 
Till  shamcregain'd  the  post  that  sense  betrav'd. 
And  virtue  call'd  oblivion  to  her  aid.      [tin'd' 
Then  crush'd  by  rules,  and  weaken'd  as  re- 
For  years  tlie  pow'r  of  Tragedy  declinVl : 
F>om  bard  to  bard  the  frigid  caution  creol, 
Till  declamaiion  roar'd,  whilst  passion  siept; 
Yet  still  did  virtue  deign  the  stage  to  tread. 
Philosophy  remain'd,  though  nature  fled. 
But  forc'd  al  length  her  ancient  rei,^n  to  quit. 
She  saw  great  Faustus  lay  the  ghost  of  wit: 
F^xulting  Follvhail'd  the  joyful  day, 
And  Pantomimeand  Song  con firm'cl  iKrsway. 

But  who  the  coming  changes  can  presage. 
And  mark  the  futureperiodsof  the  stage? 
Perhaps,  if  skill  could  distant  times  explore, 
l^tiw  Hehns,  new  DurfeySy^yet  remain  in  store; 
Perhaps,  where  Lear  has  rav'd,  and  Hamlet  died 
On  Hying  cars  new  sorcerers  may  ride ; 
Perhaps  (for  who  can  guess  tli 'effects  of  chance?) 
Here  Hunt  may  box,  orMahomet  may  dance. 
Hard  is  his  lot  that,  here  by  fortune  plac'd, 
!Must- watch  the  wild  vicissitudes  of  ta.ste; 
With  every  meteor  of  caprice  must  play. 
And  chace  the  new-blown  bubble  of  the  day. 
Ah  !  let  not  censure  term  our  fate  our  choice. 
The  stage  but  echoes  back  the  public  voice; 
The  I^rama's  laws  the  prama's  patrons  give, 
For  we  that  li\e  to  please  must  please  to  live 
Then  prompt  no  more  the  follies  you  decry, 
As  tyrants  doom  their  t«,ols  of  guilt  to  die; 
'Tis  yours  this  night  to  bid  the  reign  commence 
Of  rescued  nattne,  and  reviving  sense;  [show 
To  chase  the  charms  of  sound,  the  pomp  of 
For  useful  mirth  and  salutary  woe; 
Bid  Scenic  A'irtue  form  the  rising  age. 
And  Truth  d  ill  use  her  radiance  from  the  Stage 


[flame;  ['There's  Hal,  now,orhi> 


Stnight  in  the  Iwck.  ar, 

Who  wears  hisboolsni(.u..,..: .,,.-,  »,.,„' 

And  shining  ns  the  glass  she  t\r",>^rt  in  ; 
Can  bow  and  crin;ie, fawn,  flaitpr>og,  and  lit— 
M^hich  honest  Jack  could  never  do— not  I. 
rial's  heir-aj)par'-nt  face  might  sUnd  it  buff. 
And  make  (ha!   ha!   ha!)  a  saucy  epilogae 

enough. 
But  I  am  old,  and  stiff— nay,  bashful  gro%m, 
For  Shakspearc's  humour  is  net  now  iny  owo. 
I  feel  mvself  a  counterAitIng  ass ;         '        ^ 
And  if  for  sterling  wit  I  give  y<*n  brass,        > 
It  is  his  royal  image  niakes  it  pas*.  S 

Fancy  now  works ;  and  here  I  stand  and  strw 
In  mine  own  greasy  fear',  winch  set 
Eleven  buckram  critics  in  carh  man 
Wights,  who  with   ho  out-facings    %vill  be 

shanjm'd, 
\or  into  risibility  be  bamm'd,  rirca^oo,' 

Will,  tho'  she  shake  their  sides,  think  uarMW 
And  see  one  darau'd — ere  laugh  without  a  rea- 
son. ['*pe«!. 
Then  how  shall  one,  not  of  the  virtu<Vui» 
Who  merely  has  a  wicked  wit  to  plead  ■■     ■ 
Wit  without  measure,  humour  M-ithout  rule, 
Unfetter'd  laUgh,  and  lawless  ridicule? 
'Faith  !  try  him  by  his  peers,  a  jury  chosen— 
The  kingdom  will, I  think, scarcerarscthcdozciu 
So — be  but  kind,  and  countenance  the  cheat. 
I'll  in,  and  say  to  Hal — I've  done  the  fcau 


mdstrw^ 
tovfev*-  > 
of  you; ) 


§39.  Prologue  to  Irenr;  lyAg.    Johssov. 

yjt:  gUtt'ring  train !  whom   lace  and  vUei 
^  Suspend  the  soft  solicitudes  ofdrcss;  [Mess, 
From  grov'ling  business  and  suix*rflui»u>  cjre. 
Ye  sons  of  Avarice  I  a  moment  spare  : 
Vot'ries  of  Fame,  and  worshipjMTs  of  Pow'r! 
Dismiss  the  pleasing  uhantouis  for  an  lumr. 
Our  daring  Bard,  with  spirit  unconBn'd. 
Spreads  wide  the  mighty  moral  of  mankind. 
Learn  lit  re  how  Heaven  supports  the  virtuoot 

mind, 
Daring,  tho'  calm ;  and  vig'rou*,  tho*  rc«ign*J, 
Ixarn  here  what  angui.sh  racks  the  guilty  breast. 
In  pow'r  dependent,  in  success  dcprcst'.  [floirj 
Learn  here  that  peace  from  innf»cence  must 
Ml  else  is  empty  sound,  and  idle  show,  [join; 


§  38.    Ej)Uof:nc  to  S'haispeare's  First  Part  (>f\  15  ^  truths  like  ih^'se  with  plci^in.^  la-ij-i 
King  Ilcnrij  IK  Upo/cen  by  Mr. ./.  Y.  in  thr\  i_.;n.iobled,  yet  unchang'd,  if  Nature  shl 
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If  no  wild  <lrau{»ht  depart  from  Reason's  rules. 
Nor  gods  his  heroes,  nor  his  lovers  fools; 
Intj-igtiing  wits  1  his  artless  plot  fo!<;ive  ; 
And  spare  him,  beauties !  tno'  his  lovers  live. 

Be  ihis  at  least  his  praise,  be  this  his  pride; 
To  force  applause  no  modern  arts  are  tried. 
Should  partial  cat-calls  all  his  hopes  confound, 
He  hids  no  trumpet  quell  the  fatal  sound  : 
Should  welcome  sleep  relieve  the  \ve;irv  wit. 
He  rolls  not  ihuiKkrs  o'er  the  drowsy  pit; 
No  snares  to  captivate  the  judgmiiu  spreads; 
Nor  bribes  your  eyes  to  prejudice  \  our  heads. 
Unmov'd  tho'  witlines  sneer,  and  rivals  rail; 
Studious  to  pleuse,  yet  not  asham'd  to  fail, 
Hescomsthemeekaddress,thesuppliantsirain, 
With  merit  needless, and  without  it  vaio. 
In  Reason,  Nature,  Truth,  he  dares  to  trust : 
Ye  fops,  be  silent ;  and,  ye  wits,  be  just. 


Hers  the  mild  merits  of  domestic  life. 
The  patient  sufferer,  and  the  faithful  wife. 
Thusgrac'd  withhumblcvirtuc'snaiivecharms. 
Her  gramlsire  leaves  her  in  Britannia's  arms  ; 
^cure  with  peace,  with  competence  to  dwells 
While  tutelary  nations  guard  her  cell. 
Yours  is  the"  charge,  ye  fair,  ye  wise,  \e  brave ! 
'Tis  yours  to  crown  desert^beyond  the  grave. 


§  40.  Prologue  to  Comus,  for  the  Benefit  of 
Ml / tori' s  Grnndr daughter 'f  1750.  Spoken  hi/ 
Mr.  Garrick.  Johnson. 

Ve  patriot  crowds  who  burn  for  England's 
^  fame,  [name. 

Ye  nymphs  whose  bosoms  beat   at   Milton's 
Whose   gen'rous  zeal,  unboughl  by  Hait'ring 

rhyme  , 
Shames  the  meao  pensions  of  Augustan  times^ 
Immortal  patrons  of  succeeding  days, 
Attend  this  prelude  of  perpetual  praise; 
Let  wit,  condcmn'd  the  feeble  war  to  wage 
With  close  malevolence,  or  public  rn:;c  ; 
I^t  studv,  worn  with  virtue's  fruitless  lore. 
Behold  this  Theatre,  and  grieve  no  niorc.  [tell 
This  night,  di^tingulbh'd  by  vour  t>niiles,  shall 
That  never  Britain  can  in  vain  excel ; 
The  slighted  arts  futurity  shall  trusj. 
And  rising  ages  hasten  to  be  just. 

At  letigih  our  mighty  bard's  victorious  lays 
Fill  the  loud  voice  of  universal  jirai^e  ; 
And  baffled  spite,  with  hopeless  aiip;iiish  dumb. 
Yields  to  renown  the  centuries  to  fomc; 
With  ardent  haste  each  candidate  ot  fame 
Ambitious  catches  at  his  tow'ring  name ; 
He  sees,  and  pitying  sees,  vain  wealth  bestow 
Those  pageant  honours  which  he  scoru'd  below, 
While  crowds  aloft  the  laureat  bu.st  behold. 
Or  trace  his  form  onciroidaling  "old. 
Unknown,  unheeded,  long  his  oltspring  lay^ 
And  want  hung  threat'uing  o'er  her  slow  decnv. 
What  tho'  she  shine  with  noMiltonianfirc, 
No  fav'ring  muse  heriiiorniug  dreams  inspire, 
Yet  softer  claims  the  tnclting  heart  engage. 
Her  youth  laboiious,  and  her  blameless  age  ; 


§41.  Occasional  ProIo<fue,  spnlnt  by  Mr. 
Garrirk  at  the  opcitiu^  of  Drury-Lune 
Theatre,  September  5,  1760. 

A  s  heroes,  states,  and  kingdoms,  rise  and  fall ; 
^  So  (with  the  mighty  to  con« pare  thr  small) 
Thro'  int'rest,  whim,  or,  if  you  plf-ise,  thro' fate. 
We  feel  commotions  in  our  miuuc  state; 
The  sock  and  btiskin  fly  from  stage  to  stage  j 
A  year's  alliance  is  with  us — an  age! 
And  where's  the  wonder?  all  surprise  mustl 
^ease,  f 

When  we  reflect  how  int'rest,  or  caprice,      C 
Makes  real  kings  break  articles  of  peace.        J 
Strengthen'd  with  new  allies,  our  foes  prepare  ; 
"  Crv,  havock  !  and  let  slip  the  dogs  of  war." 
To  shake  our  souls,  the  *  papers  of  the  day    V 
Drew  forth  the  adverse  pow'r  in  dread  array;  ?■ 
A  pow'r,minht  strike  the  boldest  with  dismay:  ) 
Yet,  fearless  still,  we  take  the  field  with  spirit, 
Arm'd  cap-h-pe^  \t\  self-sufticicnt  merit. 
Ourladies  too,  with  souls  and  tongues  untam'd. 
Fire  up  like  Britons  when  the  battle's  naui'd  : 
Kacli  female  heart  pants  for  the  glorious  strife, 
I'rom  Hamlet's  mother  f  to  the  cobler's  \  wife. 
Some  few  thereare,vvhom  paltry  passions  guide. 
Desert  each  day,  and  fly  from  side  to  side: 
Others,  like  Swiss,  love' figh ling  as  their  trade; 
For,  beat  or  bealinc,  they  must  all  he  paid. 
Sacred  to  Shaks;)eaTe  was  this  spot  design'd. 
To  pierce  the  heart,  and  humanize  the  mind. 
But  if  an  empty  house,  the  actor's  curse. 
Shews  us  our  Lcjjrs  and   Hamlets  lose  their 

force ; 
Unwilling  we  must  change  the  nobler  scene. 
And,  in  our  turn,  present  you  Harlequin  ; 
Quit  pr?ts,and  set  carpenters  to  work, 
Shewgaudyscenes,  or  mount  the  vattltingTurk: 
For  tho'  we  actors,  one  and  all,  agree 
Boldly  to  struggle  for  our — vanity. 
If  wanicomes  on,  importance  must  retreat; 
Onr  first  great  ruling  passion  is — to  eat. 
To  keep  tl>e  field,  all  methods  we'll  pursue; 
The  condict  gl  irious !   for  we'll  tight  for  you  : 
And,  should  we  fail  togain  the  wish'd  applause. 
At  least  we're  vanijuishd  in  a  noble  cau«e. 


♦  In  whirh  papers  was  this  paragraph:  "We  hear  that  Mr.  Quin.'Mrs.  Clhbcr,  Mr.  Barry, 
Mr.  Macklin.and  Mr.Woffinntoii,  are  eijgagetl  at  Covent-Garden  theatre  for  tlie  ensuing  season." — 
On  the  part  of  Drury-Lane  theatre  it  was  notified,  "  That  two  celebrated  actors  from  Dublin  were 
engapfcd  to  perform  there,  also  Mi-is  bellaniy,  and  a  new  actress,  Signer  Fausun,  the  comic  dancer, 
and  hi»vvife,anda  gentleman  to  sing,  who  had  not  been  on  any  stage." 

t  '^w.  Pritcliard.  \  Mrs.  Clire. 

}42. 
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§42.     Occasional  Prologue,  spoken  al  Covcnt 
Garden  Theatre  by  Mr.  Barry]  1730. 

VlT'iiEN  vice  or  folly  over-runs  a  state, 

''     Weak  poliiicians  lay  tlie  blame  on  fate: 
When  rulers  useful  subjects  cease  to  prize, 
And  damn  for  arts  thatcaus'd  themselves  to  rise; 
Wlien  jealousies  and  fears  possess  the  throne, 
And  kings  allow  no  merit — but  their  own; 
CJan  it  be  strange,  that  men  for  lVija;ht  prepare. 
And  strive  to  raise  a  colony  elsewhere? 
This  custom  has  preyail'd  m  cv'rv  age, 
And  has  been  sometimes  practis'cf  on  the  stage: 
For — enlre  nouS' — these  niana^rs  of  merit. 
Who  fearless  arm,  and  take  the  field  wiih  spirit, 
Have  curb'd  us  monarchs  with  their  haughty 

mien. 
And  Herod*  have  out  Herod-cd — within. 

\Pohitingtothe  Green  Room. 
O,  they  can  torture  twenty  thousand  ways! 
Make  bouncing Bajazetf  retreat  from  Bays !  X 
The  ladies§too,  with  every  pow'r  to  charm,  T 
Whose  faceandfireananchonte  might  warm,  > 
Have  felt  the  fury  of  a  tyrant's  arm.  3 

iJy^elfish  arts  expell'd  our  ancient  seat,  ) 

Jn  search  of  candour,  and  in  search  o(nhat,  > 
We  from  your  favour  hope  for  this  retreat.     3 

If  Shakspeare's  passion,  or  if  Jonson's  art. 
Can  fire  the  fancy,  or  can  warm  the  heart, 
That  task  be  ours  ;  but  if  you  darnn  their  scenes. 
And  heroes  must  give  way  to  harlequins. 
We  too  can  have  recourse  to  mime  and  dance, 
Nay,  there,  I  think,  we  have  the  better  chance : 
An'd,  should  the  town  grow  weary  of  the  mute. 
Why,  well  produce  a  child  upon  the  flute.  || 
But,'  be  the  food  as  'twill,  'lis  you  that  treat! 
Long  they  have  feasted — permit  us  now  to  eat. 


§  43.  Epilogue  spoken  hj  Mrs.  Clive,  on  the 
two  occasional  Prologues  at  Covenl-Gardcn 
und  Drury-Lane,  1750. 

\_Enlcrs  hastily,  as  if  speaking  to  one 
tvho  tvould  oppose  her. 
I'll  do't:  by  heaven  I  will— Pravget  you  gone; 
-*  What!  all  thesejanglings,  and  f  not  make  one 
Was  ever  \yonian  offer'd  so  much  wrong? 
These  creatures  here  would  have  me  hold  my 

tongue ! 
I'm  so  provok'd,  I  hope  you  will  excuse  me ; 
1  must  be  heard — and  beg  you  won't  refuse  me. 
While  our  mock  heroes,  not  so  wise  as  rash, 
With  indignation  hold  the  vengeful  lash. 
And  at  each  other  throw  alternate  squibs, 
Compos'd  of  little  wit — and  some  few  fibs; 
I  Catherine  Clive  come  here  to  attack  'em  all. 
And  aim  alike  at  little  and  at  tall. 
But  first,  ere  with  the  buskin  chiefs  I  brave  it, 
A  story  is  at  hand,  and  you  shall  have  it. 


turf.     ) 

r«-a»fH.C 
id:  ill.) 


Once  on  A  tiriH:  two  boys  were  throirinf(dir% 
A  geniteyouit)wa«one,  andonews«»oiDewhat 

pen: 
Each  to  hi$  muster  with  hi»  talr  rejrait«l. 
Who  gravrly  heard  their  diff'rrnt  nor 

(M-Mted,  f«r« 

How  Tom  was  rtide,  au<l  Jack,  poor  \m 
ITic  master  paus'd — to  be  unpul  wa»  loth, 
CalI'd  for  a  rod,  and  fairly  whipp'd  them  bo^b. 
In  the  same  masttrr's  place,  lo!  here  I  stand. 
And  for  each  culprit  nold  the  laih  in  hand. 
First,  for  our  own— (). 'tis  •»  i.tr--,-'  vouthi 
But  out  of  fifty  lies  I'll  m'  !>: 

"Tis  true,  he's  of  a  rholcr.i  >n. 

And  fierv  parts  make  up  his  cf>inpoi»iiinn["ried. 
How  hivelseenhim  raxt  when  thinfcs  iniscar- 
Indeed  he's  grown  much  tamer  siit^c  he  married. 
If  he  succeeds,  what  joy*  his  fancy  strike! 

And  then  he  gets to  which  he's  no  di&like. 

Faults  he  has  manv — but  1  know  no  crimet  j 
Yes,  he  has  one — he  contradicts  sometimes : 
And  when  he  falls  into  his  frantic  fit. 
He  blusters  so,  it  makes  e'en  me  submit. 
So  much  for  him — the  otheryouth  comes  next. 
Who  shews,  by  what  he  says,   poor  soul  hc'i 

vex'd. 
He  tells  you  tales  how  cruelly  this  treats  us, 
To  make  you  think  the  little  monster  beats  us. 
W^ould  I  have  whin'd  in  melancholy  phrase. 
How  bouncing  Bajazet  retreats  from  Bays! 
I,  who  am  woman,  would  have  stood  the  fray  j 
At  least  not  snivell'd  thus,  and  run  awayl 
Should  anv  manager  lift  arm  at  me, 
I  have  a  tyrant  arm  as  well  as  he !— — 
In  fact,  there  has  some  little  bouncing  heen^ 
But  who  the  bouncer  was  enquire  within. 
No  matter  who — I  now  proclaim  a  ixrace. 
And  hope  henceforth  hostilities  will  cease: 
No  more  shall  either  rack  hisbrainsioieaseye. 
But  let  the  contest  be — who  most  shall  please ye< 


§  44.     Pioh-igne  to  Gil  Bias ;  1 73 1 .  Spoken  h 
Mr.  JJ'cjodirard,  in  the  Character  of  a  CrHie» 
tvith  a  Cut-call  in  his  Hand.         MooRt. 

ARE  vou  all  ready  ?  here's  your  music,  here !  5" 
Author,  sneak' oft";  wc'lf  tickle  vou,  my  dear; 

The  fellow  stopp'd  me  in  a  hellish  fria^ht- 

Fray,  Sir,  said  he,  must  I  be  dnmn'd  to-niRhl? 
Damn'd !  Surely,  friend— don't  hope  for  oul 

compliance ;  [fiance. 

Zounds,  Sir—a  second  play's  downright  dc- 
Though  once,  poor  rogue,  we  pitied  yourcoa- 

dition. 
Here's  the  true  recipe — for  repetition. 
Well,  Sir,  says  he,  eVn  as  vou  please ;  so  then 
I'll  never  trouble  vou  wiili  play*  «<din. 
But.harkye,  poet!— won't  yon  thouffh.says  I, 
'Fon  honour  ? — then  we'll  damn  you,  let  me  die. 


Mr.  Qiiin. 


f  Both  Quin  and  Barry. 


J  Mr.  Garrick. 


%  Mr*.  Gibber,  Ike. 


„  A'chYldlTaid  .0  be  bu.7.;ur  y"e.7.'of  asc  h'ad  b«n  ln,ro<l«ccd on  .he  ...»e  rf  Dr»r, Ja..  lh.««. 
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Shan't  we,  my  bucTcs?  Let's  take  hi  m;»  I  his  word. 
i>anmhiin,  or,  by  mysoul,  he'll  u  lie  a  third. 
Tlie  man  wants  money,  1  suppose — Imt,  mind 

yc. 
Tell  him — you've  left  your  chariiv  behind  ye. 
A  preily  plea,  his  wants  to  our  rc2,;ud  ! 
As  if  we  bloods  had  hc.-wcls  for  ri  hard  ! 
^Besides,  what  men  of  spirit,  now-a-days. 
Come  logivesol)eriudgments  of  new  plays? 

It  arii;neR  some  goodnature  to  Ix*  f|iiiei 

Good-nature! — Ave — but  tiien  \\r  lose  a  riot. 
The  scribl)ling  fool  niav  beoj  and  iimIsc  a  fuss, 
'Tis  death  to  him — What  then  ? — 'lis  ?|>ort  to 

us.  [jokes, 

Don't  mind  me  though — for  all  mv  fun  and 
The  bard  may  find  us  bloods  good-nuur'd  folks. 
Is'o  crab'oed  critics — foes  torisin^  ir.-rit — [rit. 
Write  but  with  fire,  and  we'llappkiihl  withspi- 
OixT  author  aims  at  no  dishonest  ends 
He  knows  no  enemies,  and  boasts  so.-nf  friends ; 
lie  takes  no  methods  down  your  tl.i outs  to  cram 
So,  if  you  like  it,  save  it;  if  not,  damn  it.   [it: 


B 


§  45.  Prologue  fo  Taste;  1752.    Sjwken  itiihc 
Cliaracler  of  an  Anct'ionecr.      Garrick. 
EFORE  this  court  I  Peter  Puff  nj);  car, 
A  Briton  born,  and  bred  an  auctioneer! 
"'.Vho,  for  mvself,  and  eke  a  hundred  orhcrs. 
Vis  useful,  honest,  learned,  bawlinc;  brothers, 
AVith  much  humility  and  fear  iinwlore  ye,, 
To  lay  our  present  desperate  case  bcturc  ye.^ 
'Tis  said,  this  night,  a  certain  \va;:ii.  tends 
To  laugh  at  us,  our  cuUini;,  and  Oiir  friends: 
I  fiords  and  ladies,  and  such  dainty-  iolks, 
Arc  cur'd  of  auction-hunting  by  his  jokes; 
Sliould  this  odd  doctrine  spread  thr()iiu;hout  the 
'lieforeyou  buy, be  suretounderstaiui ;'  [land, 
O,  think  on  us,  what  various  ills  will  flow, 
Whengreatonespnrchaseonly  vvhattiievknow! 
Why  laugh  at  laste?  It  is  a  harmle^'^  fashion. 
And  (ptite  subdues  each  detrimental  passion  : 
The  fair  ones'  hearts  will  ne'er  incline  to  man. 
While  thu5  they  rage  for — china  and  ppan. 
Thevirttioso  too,  and  connoisseur. 
Are  ever  decent,  delicate,  and  pure  ;       [hold. 
The  .smaljest  hair  their  looser  th()ii_'b.ts  niight 
Just  warm  when  8in;;5le, and  when  married  cold. 
'I'heir blood,  at  sight  of  beauty,  gently  Hows; 
Their  V'ciUis  must  be  old,  antl  waiA  a  nose! 
No    am'rons   {passion    with   deep    knowledge 

thrives ; 
'Tis  the  complaint,  indeed,  of  all  our  wives! 
'Tis  said  inrtd  to  such  a  height  is  grown. 
All  artists  arerncourag'd — but  our  own. 
Be  not  deceiv'd;  I  here  declare  on  oath, 
1  never  yet  sold  goods  of  foreign  growlh  : 
Ne'er sentcommissionsoutto  Greece  orllomc; 
Ivly  best  antiquities  are  made  at  home. 
I've  Romans,  Greeks,  Italians,  near  at  hand. 
True  Britons  all — and  living  in  the  Strand. 
I  iv'er  for  trinkets  rack  my  pericranium  ; 
They  furnish  out  my  room  from  Hcrculancum. 


But  hush 

Should  it  jc  known  that  English  qre  cmploy'd, 
CXir  manufacture  is  at  once  destrov'd  ; 
No  matter  what  ourcmmtrymcn  deserve. 
They'll  thrive  as  ancients,  but  as  moderns  «tarve; 
If  we  shotild  fall,  to  you  it  will  be  o^'.in^  ;• 
Farevvel  tnart^ — they  are  coing,  going,  going! 
Tl»e  fatal  hannner's  in  your  hand,  O  town! 
Then  set  ma  up — and  knock  the  pott  down. 


§  4fi.  Prologue  to  Cato.  Acted  in  l7oS  lif 
the  Seholars  of  Ihefrre  Grammar  School  al 
Derby,  for  the  Beucfif  of.  the  Orpiavi  of  the 
late  isher.  ITritten  hy  one  tfihe  Hckolars, 
aged  l6. 

o  Garrick  here  mnjeslic  treads  the  stage, 
NoQuin  your  whole  attention  to  engage; 
No  ]>ractis'd  actor  here  the  scene  employs  j 


N 


o,  to  treat  his-\ 

[boa id  f 

ltd  decKs  his^ 

rdwill  afford,  7 


But  a  raw  parcel  of  miskilftd  boys. 
Shall  we  disfigur'd  itj  a  school-boy  see 
Cato*3^eat  sou!  in  bascej/ttome? 
('nn  critics  l)ear  such  slavery  as  this? 
Would  not  e'en  Catojoin  the  critic's  hiss? 
What  f\\a\\  we  say,  then  ?  what  excuses  make? 
Our  credit  and  success  lie  both  at  stake. 

As  when  some  peasant,  who,  to  treat  his- 
lord, 
Brings  out  his  little  stock,  a! 
V^'ith  what  hisill-stor'd  cupboard' 
With  awkward  bows,  and  ill-plac'd  rustic  airs, 
To  nvike  excuses  for  his  feast  prepares ; 
.So  we,  with  tremor  mix'd  with  vast  delight, 
Viewthebrightaudiencewhichappearsto-nightj 
And,  coMscious  of  its  meanness,  hardly  dare 
To  bid  you  welcome  to  our  homely  Aire. 

But  would  the  ladies  in  our  cause  appear. 
One  look  would  silence  every  critic  here. 
Ifyoubtiismile, 'twill  chcernurtiin'rous  hearts. 
And  gi\c  us  courage  to  perform  our  pans. 

To  you,  ye  fair  ones,  il>en,  we  make  address. 
And  beg  prelection  for  this  night's  success. 
Look  gently  on  our  faults,  and,  wljcre    wc 

■fail, 
Ix-t  piiy  to  ourtrnder  yonth  prevail. 
Our  cause  is  in  vnur  hands  ;  and  I'ato,  wlio 
Disdain'd  grwt  Citsar's  yol<e,  submiis  to  von. 


A^ 


§47.   Prologue  fo  The  Fdirirs;  17^5.  fVritten 
and  spoken  lij  Mr.  G aR  i< icK. 

[Enter — intirrupting  the  band  of  music. 
MOMENT  slop  your  tuneful  fingers,  pray. 
While  here,  as  u»uul,  I  my  duty  pay. 

[To  the  audienee, 
Doii't  frown,  my  friend?  [to  the  ia/i(f]i}ou^ 
bhall  soon  melt  again  ;  C 

But,  if  not  there  is  felt  each  dying  str.'^in,       C 
Poorl  shall3peak,andyou  willscrapeinvain.  ) 
To  SCO  mc  now,  you  think  the  stratigest  thingi 
For,  like  friend  Benedick,  I  cannot  bmg: 
Yet,  in  this  prologue,  cry  but  you  corragio! 
I'll  sjpcak  you  bolli  a  jig,'  aud  an  adagio. 

A  Persian 


Book  IV. 


PROLOGUES  AND   EPILOGUES. 


A  Persian  kina;,  as  Persian  tales  relate, 
Oft  went  clisguis'd,  to  liear  ihc  people  prate  1 
So,  curious  I  sometimes  steal  forili,  incog. 
To  hear  what  critics  croak  of  me,  King  Log. 
Xhree  night  ago,  I  heard  a  ic!r-a-iStc, 
Which  fix'd  at  once  our  Enjtli->h  opera's  fate: 
One  was  a  youth  born  here,  but  flush  from 

Rome ; 
The  other  born  abroad,  but  here  his  home: 
And  first  the  English  fornguer  began. 
Who  thus  addrcss'd  i\\e/oiria^i  Enfrlishman: 
*'  An  English  opera 
"  I  both  my  country 
"  O,  damn   their  Ally 

**  Early-horn  1 
**  Signior  si — baf  sons — vors  rccUalioo : 
**  //  tuttoy  ^  bcstiale  ecaiivo.'' 
This  said  1  made  my  exit  full  of  terrors ; 
And  now  ask  pardon  for  the  following  errors: 

Excuse  us,  first,  for  foolishly  supposing, 
Your  countrymen  could  please  you  in  compos 

An  opera  too ! — play'd  by  an  English  band. 
Wrote  in  a  language  which  you  understand — 
I  dare  not  say  who  wrote  ii — I  could  tell  ye, 
To'soften  matters — -"Signor  Shakspeareili : 
This  awkward  drama  (1  confess  th*  offence) 
Is  guilty  too  of  poetry  and  sense 


\  [utforrigii  Englishman: 
!  'tis  not  to  be  borne;  "J 
•yand  their  music  scorn,  l 
Uly  Croakers,  and  their  C 
il  3 


And  then  tne  price  we  ta'j 


'11  all  abuse' 


So  low,  so  unlike  op'ras — butexcuse  it;  [il. 
We'll  mend  that  fault,  whenever  you  shall 

choose  it. 

Our  last  mischance,  and  worse  than  all  the 

rest,  [jest, 

AVhich  turns  the  whole  performance  to  a 

Our  singers  all  are  well,  and  all  willdo their 

best. 
Bat  why  would  this  ra<^h  fool,  this  Englishman, 
Attempt  an  opera; — 'tis  the  strangest  plan  I 

Struck  with  the  wonders  of  his  maater's  art. 
Whose  sacred  dramas  shake  and  melt  the  heart. 
Whose  lieaven-bom  strains  the  coldeit  breast 

inspire. 
Whose  chorus-thunder  sets  the  soul  on  fire ! 
Inflani'd,  astonish'd,  at  those  magic  airs. 
When   Sampson  groans,  and  frantic  Saul  de- 

pr.irs. 
The  pnuil  wrote — liis  work  is  now  before  ye, 
And  wails  your  stamp  of  infamy  or  glory! 
Yet,  ere  liis  errors  and  his  faults  are  known, 
lie  says,  those  faults,  those  errors  are  his  own  ; 
If  thro'ihe  clouds  appear  some  glimmering  ray.^;, 
They're  sparks  he  caught  from  his  great  mas- 
ter's blaze! 


sterling  Attic  wit. 
neantit  for  innruc-'\ 

or  its  introdi:ction,> 
be  your  own  pro-V 


§48.     Prologue  to  rilginia;  1734.     Written 

and  spoken  by  Mr.  Garrick, 
■pROLOGUEs,  like  com-pliments,  are  loss  of 

V  time, 

'Tis  penning  bows,  and  making  legs,  in  rh\mc : 
*Tis  cringing atthe  door,  with  simp'fin^  gr'"* 
When  wc  should  shew  the  company  within — 


So  ibioks  our  bard,  who  ttifTin  cb>i;^    m:.\>- 

lcd^c,  [Icf^c. 

Preserves  too  imich  the  buckmm  ol  the  ctil- 
"  Lord,  Sir,"  said  I,  "an  auJictice  mutt  be) 

'*  And,  lady-like,with flattery  pn  C 

"Thcv  nauseate  followj  that  .u  ;) 

'*  Authors  should  learn  tojdancc,  aa  u.  H  m 

**  write — "  [«»f8;hi  1 

*•  Dance  at  my  time  of  life!  Zaunrfi,  %vh.nt« 
**  Grow*ti  gcnilcmcn  (,'l'««  advcrtit'd)  do  learn 

"  by  night. 
"  Your  modern  prologues,  and  such  whimt  m 

*•  these,  [phrK-Ie*.** 

'•  The  Greeks  ne'er  knew — turn,  turn  to  S*»- 
'*  I  read  no  Greek,  Sir — wh<'n  I  watnl  school, 
**  Terence  had   prologues — ^Terence   wa»  nu 

«♦  fool."  ♦ 

•«Hehad;butwhy?"rcplirJ''  «"•■---  -1 
*•  Exotics,  monsters,  had  ,^ 

'*  Rutwehavcnonc,  iiiihi  ,_...._,:    5 

'*  Your  Britons  now,  from  gaikry  lo  pit, 
**  Can  relish  nought  but  sterling  Attic  wii. 
"  Here,  take  my  play,  I  meantitfor  insiruc-' 

•♦  tion  ; 
"  If  rhymes  are  wanting  for  i 
'•  E'en  let  that  nonsense 

"  duction." 
Off  went  the  poet — It  is  now  expwlient 
I  speak  as  manager,  and  your  obedient 
I,  as  vour  cat'rer,  would  provide  you  dishes* 
Dress'd  to  your  palates,  season *d  to  vourwi*hr4* 
Say  but  you're  tir'dwith  boild  and  roast  at  home* 
\Ve  too  can  send  for  niceties  from  Home; 
To  please  your  tastes  will  spare  nor  pains  nor 

money. 
Discard  sirloins,  and  get  you  maccoroni. 
Whate'cr  new  gusto  for  a  lime  may  reign, 
Shakspcareand  beef  must  have  their  turn  agai.i. 
If  novelties  can  please,  to-night  we've  two— 
Tho'  English  both, yet  spare  'em  as  they're  new. 
To  one,  at  least,  your  usual  favours  show; 
A  female  asks  it — c^^.a  mnn  say  No? 
Should  you  indulge  ohI novice  *  yet  unseen. 
And  crown  her,  with  y(Wi  hands,  a  tragic  queen; 
Should  you,  with  smiles,  acoufidcncc  impart. 
To  calm  those  fears  which  sj)cak  a  feeling  heart  j 
Assist  each  strusrgle  of  higrnuous  shame, 
Which  curbs  a  genius  in  us  rood  to  frime: 
With  one  wish  more  her  wholeambitiun  cud»— 
She  hopes  some  merit,  to  deserve  such  friends. 

§  4p.  Epilogue  to  the  santri  1754.  GaRRICK. 

IMtE  poet's  pen  can,  like  a  conjurer's  wand. 
Or  kill  or  raise  his  heroine  at  command : 
And  I  shall,  spirit-like,  before  I  sink,     [think. 
Not  courteouslyenquire,  buttellyou  whalyou 
From  top  to  bottom  I  shall  make  you  stare. 
By  hitting  all  your  judgments  to  a  hair! 
And,  first,  with  you  above  J-;'  ■"  '"•  "'^    '    ■■ 
l^'J'o  th.  fry. 

Good-natur'd  souls,  they  re  reac^  ^    ». 


Mrs.  Graham,  afterwards  Mrs.  Yates,  tbwi  a  new  actrest. 


Tltaugh 


sro 
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Though  twelve  pence  5calyou  there,  :»o  near  the 

tx'ilin<4, 
The  folks  below  can't  boast  a  btttcr  Teeling. 
No  hijjh-bred  prutl'ry  '»  your  ro;:ion  lurks. 
You  boldly  laugh  and  crv,  as  nauirq  works. 

SaysJohn  toToin(ayc'^therc  thev  sittogether. 
As  b.onestBritons  as  e'er  trod  on  Kaiher  ): 
*'  'Tween  yon  and  I,  luv  frir!i(l,  'tis  very  vild, 
**  That  old  Vergtenus  should  have  struck  his 
"  child  'f  [rtileri 

•*  I  would  have  hang'd  him  for't   had  1  been 
**  Andduck'd  that  A  pus  too,  bv  war  otVoolcr." 
Son>eniaidcn-dauie3,whohold  ihi- middle  floor, 
[TV;  il/r  nuddh  f-^allery. 
And  fly  from  naughty  man,  a »  ioriy-four, 
Withtunrd-upeyesapplaud  Virginia's  scape. 
And  vow  they'd  do  the  same  to  shun  a  rape  ; 
S^  very  chaste,  they  live  in  consUmi  ft-ars. 
And  apprehension  strengthens  with  ilieiryears. 

Ye  buci^s,  who  from  the  pit  your  iLrrors  send, 
Yet  love  distressed  damsels  to  befriend  j 
Y«u  think  this  tragic  joke  too  far  was  carried. 
And  wish,to8etallrigiit,thcnia!(l  had  married: 
You'd  rather  see  (ifso  tlie  fates  liad  will'd). 
Ten  wives  bckind,  than  onepoor  \  ir^in  killd. 

May  I  api)roach  unto  the  boxi ",  pray— 
And  there  search  out  ajudk^nient  on  the  play? 
In  vain,  alas!  I  should  attempt  lo  find  it; 
Fine  ladies  see  a  play,  but  never  mind  it. 
*Tis  vxjigar  to  bC'mov'd  by  acted  passion. 
Or  form  opinions  till  tJiey 're  fixM  by  fashion. 

Our  author  hopes  this  fickle  g;o'!(!es5  Mmlc, 
With  us  will  make,  at  least,  nine  ^\.\':<>  aboilej 
To  present  jilcasure  he  contracts  iiis  view. 
And  leaves  his  future  fame  to  time  and  you. 


M' 


^60,    Proloirne  fo  Bi/rlarossa  ;  \7 ■}■'>•   Jf'riftcn 
and  spoken  ii^  il/r.  Garrkk, -'//  ihv  Charac' 
ter  of  a  Counfri/  Boy. 
'EASTER !  mcaster! 
Isnotmymeasterhereamon'.r  eon,  prav? 
Nayspeak— my  measterwrotctbis  tnu  new  play. 
Thx'  actor-folks  are  making  such  a  clatter! 
They  want  the  pro-log— 1  know  nought  o'lhe 

matter: 
He  must  be  thei'e  among  yon — look  nboiit--* 
A  weezen  piile-fac'<i  mon— do  fnid  him  out. 
t*rav,  mester,  come,  or  all  will  fall  to  sheatue; 
Call  Mister — hold — I  must  not  tell  his  neaijie. 
Lai  what  a  crowd  is  here!  what  noise  and 
pother! 
Fine  lads  and  lasses !  one  o-  top  o"  t'other. 

[Pttinthg  to  the  rntrsof  /nf  and  gallery. 
I  coxild  forever  here  with  wonder  gare ; 
I  ne'er  saw  church  so  full,  in  all  my  davs ! — 
Your  servant,  Sirs — wlntdoyou  lamrh  for,  eh  ? 
You  donna  takeme  sure  for  one  o'the  play? 
You  should  not  flout  an  honest  country  lad- 
Yon  think  me  fool,  and  I  think  you  half  mad  : 
You're  all  as  strange  as  I,  and  si  ranger  too; 
And,  if  you  laugh  at  me,  I'll  laugh  at  you. 

[^Luiipbing. 
I  donna  like  your  London  tricks,  not  1 ;  [why: 
And,  since  you've  rais'd  iny  blood/  1*11  tell  yoa 


And.  if  you  wnll,  since  now  I  am  before  \  .\ 
For  want  of  pro-log,  I'll  relate  my  sjury.  ' 

I.csnte  from  couptry  here  to  irv  my  laie. 
And  get  a  place  among  the  rich  and  ercat : 
Jim  troth  I'm  sick  o'  th' joun^oy  I  ha'  tu'cn 
I  like  it  nor— would  1  were  whoame  a'.'.Tin ! 

First,  in  the  city  I  took  up  mv  si«t:ii)»». 
And  got  a  pl.ire  with  oi.e  o'  tb'  c(Kpor;.ti«  : 
A  round  bi^ nmn — he  ate  a  p'a!?:ny  dcil  ; 
Zooks!  he'd  hnv«'  l.eai  fve  ploomcn  at  a  raca 
Rut  long  with  bun  I  could  no;  make  abrule, 
For,  could  von  tbinkt?  heatea  gieat  »cn-loa< 
It  came  from  ///(///•.*-— 'twas  as  big  as  mc; 
He  eall'd  it  helhj-patch,  and  vtip-u-pv^ : 
La!  how  1    star'd! — I  thought — who  knov^ 

but  I, 
For  want  of  monsters,  mJy  be  made  n  j\x  ■ 
Rather  than  tarrv  here  for  orilK"  or  gain. 


I'll  Ijack  to  whoame  and 


fai- 


lapun. 


1  left  toad-eater  ,  then!  scrvd  a  lord,   ^\\  rrrl. 

And  ihey'ire  thev  pro^iis'd — bnt  neVr  ke 

W?rtic  'mon^  the  great  this  ^^^-a mi ng  w 

trade  1$,.  ; 

Thc,ymin<l  no  more  pooT  servants — ih. 

A  ladj  ncKt.who  lik'd  a  smart  yon : 
Hir'd  me  forthwith — but,  troth,  i 
She  turn'd  the  world  top-dov.n,  a< 
She  chang'd  the  day  to  nect,  the  t 
I  was  so  shcam'd  with  all  Iter  fre  .  , 

She  wore  her  geare  so  short,  solow  !)er  stays—  ^ 
Fine  folks  shew  all  fmr  nolhuig,  nrw-a-d;iys !  ■ 

Now  I'm  the  ])oet's  mon— .1  find  wilhwi: 
There's  aorhlngwrtaln-^nay,  wo  eat  by  fits, 
(^ur  meals,  indeed,  areslcmhv — wliatoftlu 
There  arc  but  three  on's — mcaster,  I,  and  e.. 
Did  vou  but  sec  \is  all,  as  I'm  a  sitmer. 
You'd  seareelyvav  which  of  t!;e  three  isthiiMior. 

My  wages  all  (Unend  on  thift  night's  piece  : 
Rut  should  you  hnd  thatall  ourswat).saregcc  / 
'Kfeck,  I'll  trust  no  more  to  nieaster's  brain. 
But  pack  up  all,  and  whistlewhoame  again. 

§.')1.      T!pilnirnr  fo  t/ic  same-,    l?.^-^. .   '^     ' 
iif  Mr.  li'nvdulird,  in  the  Chararttr  t; 
(jr/ittemaii.  CtARR; 

[F.Hfrr — spfniiifif:  v 
'psHAVvI  damn  yoiir  ep^logu^,and  hoji 
•*■      tongue —  "       . 

Shall  we  of  rank  be  told  what's  right  and  wron: 
Had  vou  ten  epilogues,you  should  not  speak'en 
Tho'  he  had  wril'em  all  ill  linguum  Grecui; 
ril  do't,  byall  the  gods!  (you  musleyr-.ise  xw 
Tho'  author,  actor?,  audieuee,  all  nbu>-e  me  I 
f'/'o  tht  (t'nUtJK 
Rehold  a  gentleman! — and  that's  enough! 
I^ugh  if  yo»i  please — I'll  takea  pinch  of ^nui. 
I  come  to  tell  you  (let  it  not  surprise  you) 
That  I'm  a  wit-^and  worthy  to  advise  you. 
How  could  vousnfferthat  samccountrv"  bod  ' 
Thfit  pro-log  speaking  savage,  that  great  looh;. 
To  talk  his  nonsense? — give  me  leave  to  say, 
Twas  low !  damn'd  low,  but  sa\e  file  fellow'-s 
Let  the  poor  denl  eat  j  allow  him  that,    [play  : 
And  give  a  meal  to  mcaster,  mon,  and  cat : 

Rii 
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y  to  tufluon : 
ifl,  ^ 

is  cos'd,   I 
e  myfelf  a  f 


But  whyattackthe  fafhions?  fenfelefsroRiie! 
Wehavc  no  joys  but  wlnt  refulttVom  vogue  : 
The  mode  fhouldall  controul! nay,  ev'ry 

padlon, 
Senfc,  appetite,  and  all,  give  way  to  fufliion 
1  hate  as  much  as  he  a  turtlc-feafl. 
But,  till  the  prefent  turtle-rage 
I'd  ride  a  hundred  miles  to  make 

heart. 
I  have  no  ears  ;   yet  operas  I  adore  ! 
Always  prepar'd  td  die — tojlcep — no  inore! 
Tlie  ladies  toowere  carp'dat,  and  theirdrefs, 
He  wants  them  all  nift'd  up  like  good  queen 

Befs! 
They  are,  forfooth,  too  much  expos'd  and"! 

free :  I 

Were  more  ejcpos'd,  no  ill  effe<5ls  I  fee,  f 
For  more  or  lefs,  'tis  all  the  fame  tome,  J 
Poor  gaming  too  was  maul'd  amongthe  refl, 
That  precious  cordial  to  a  high-life  Ireaft  ! 
When  thoughts  arife,  I  always  game  or  drink. 

An  Knglifli  gentleman  fhould  never  think 

The  reafon  's  plain,  which  ev'ry  foul  might 

hit  on 

What  trims  a  Frenchman,  overfets  a  Briton, 
In  us  reflexion  breeds  a  foberfadnefs, 
WJiich  always  ends  in  politics  or  madnefs  ; 
I  therefore  now  propofe,  by  your  command, 
Tiiat  tragedies  no  more  fhall  cloud  this  land; 
Send  o'er  your  Shakfpeares  to  the  fons  of 

France, 
I,et  t/iem  grow  grave — Vet  vs  begin  to  dance! 
Banifh  your  gloomy  fccnes  to  foreign  climes,^ 
Referve  alone,  to  blefsthefe golden  times,  I 
A  farce  or  two and  Woodward's  panto-  j 

mimes,  J 


^.52.  Occafional  Prologue  to  the  Majk  of  Britan. 
nia  ;  11  ^^.Writtai  and  fpoken  hy  Mr.  Garrick^ 
in  the  Character  of  a  Sailor. jud'dkd^andialking 
to  hiwfelf 

Enters,' Jin gingy'*' Wow  pleafant  a  failor's  life 
paflTes!" 

Well!  if  thou  art,mv  boy, a  little  mellow, 
A    failor,    half-feas  o'er— 's  a  pretty 
fellow.     . 
What  cheer,  ho  ?   Do  1  carry  too  much  fail  i 

{To  the  pit. 

No — tight  and  trim— I  feud  before  the  gale— 

[ He  jlaggers forward,  and  then  flops . 

But  foftly  tho'— the  velfel  feemstoheel 

Steady!  my  boy— Ihemuft  not  (hew  her  keel. 
Andnow,thusballafted— whatcourfetofteer? 
Shall  1  again  to  fea— and  bang  Mounfcer  ? 
Or  flay  on  fliore,  and  toy  with  Sail  and  Sue  > 
Doll  love'em,  boy  f  By  thisright  hand,l  do ! 
A  well-riag'd  girl  is  furely  molt  inviting  : 
There's  nothing  better,  'faith— fave  flip  and 
^  fighting. 

1  muft  away — I  muft 

What!  fhall  we  fons  of  beef. ind  freedom  Itoop, 
Or  lower  our  flag  to  (lavery  and  foup  ? 
What !    fhall  thefe  Parly-voos  make  futh  a 

And  I  not  lend  a  hand  to  lace  their  jacket  ? 


Still  fhall  Old  England  be  your  Fr«ochntto*» 

butt  f — 
Whene'er  he  fhufflcs  we  fhould  alway*  cut. 
I'll  to'em.faith— A vafl— before  I  co- 
Have  I  not  promis'd  Sail  to  fee  the  fhow> 

PuUsMtaplayMi. 
From  this  fame  paper  we  fhall  underfland 
What  work's  to-night— I  read  your  prioCed 

hand. 
Fird  h:t'i  refrefh  a'bit— for,'failh,I  need  it— • 
1*11  take  one  Aigar-plum — [takes  feme  toUu$] 

and  then  I'll  read  it. 

[He  reads  tkt  ploy  •bill  •/  Zara^ 
uhich  was  ailed  that  evemiag. 
"At  tlie  Theatre  Royal,  Drury-lane- 
**Will   be   prefcn-ta.tcd  a  tragedy  calW 

b'arak — " 
I'm  glad  'tis  Sarah — then  our  Sail  may  fe«  "I 
Hr-r namefake's  tragedy:  and  as  for  roe,      \ 
I'll  deep  as  found  as  if  I  were  at  fea.  J 

"To  which  will  be  added — a  new  mafic — " 
Zounds !  why  a  mafk  ?  We  tailors  hate  gii- 

maces  : 
Above  board  all ;  we  fcorn  to  hide  our  facer . 
But  what  is  here,  fo  very  large  and  plain  ? 
"  Bri-tan-nia.'* O,    Britannia  I— good 

again 

Huzza,  boys!— Byth«  Royal  Oeorpe,!  fwf -r, 
Tom  Coxen,  and  the  crew,  fliall  ftraight  b- 

there.  [part. 

All  free-born  fouls  mufl  take  Bri-tan-nia'i 
And  give  her  three  round  cheers,  with  hand 

and  heart  \  [piin/rcff',  he  jlopi. 

I  wifh  you  landmen,  tho*,  would  leave  your 

tricks, 
Yourfat^ions,  parties,  and  damiCd  politics  • 
Awd  like  us  honeft  tars,  drink,    fight,  and 

True  to  yourfelves,  your  country,  and  your 
king! 


^.    ^3.     prologue  to  Comus.     Performed  for  tAf 
Beneft  qf  the  Grveral  Hofpital  at  Batk^   1756  ; 
and  fpoken  by  SUf  Morrtjcn^  in  the  CharaBer  »f 
a  lady  of  Fafhwn.  HoADLlY. 

\She  enters  with  a  number  cf  tickets  in  ktr  hand.] 
XXfELL,  I've  been  beating  upfor  volunteer*, 
VV   ui,t  find  that  charity  has  got  no  ears. 
I  firft  attack'd  a  colonel  of  the  guards- 
Sir,  charity — confidcr  its  rewards; 
With  healing  hand  the  faddefl  fores  it  fltinf, 
And  covers — O  !  a  multitude  of  fins. 
He   fwore  the  world   was   welcome  to  hi? 

thoughts: 
'Twas  damn'd  hypocrify  tohide  0«t'*  faults; 
And  with  that  Hn  his  confcicnce  ne'er  was 

twitted,  . 

The  only  one  Ite  never  had  committed. 

Ncxttomykfiightlp'ead.Hefhookhivhrad, 
Complain'd  the  Itocks were  low.and  li-de  wal 

In  thefe  Bath  charities  a  tax  he  d  fouid 
More  heavy  than  four  fhill  n^s  in  the  T^^^' 
3R  ^""^^ 
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What  with  the  play-houfe,    hof^ital,  and 

abbey,  [fhabby. 

A  man  was  flrippM — unlefsheM  loc^k  quite 
Then  fuch  atrain,and  fuchexpence.to wit ;  '\ 
My  lady,  all  the  brats,  and  coufin  Kit—  I 
He'd  ftcal  himfclf,  perhaps,  into  th-  pit.  J 
Old  Lady  Slipllop,  at  her  morning  cards, 
Vows  that  all  works  o( genus  ihe  regards, 
Raffles  for   Chinefe    gods,    card   houfes, ") 

fhells,  ( 

Nor  rrrudgcs  to  the  mufic,  or  the  bcl  1  s,         r 

But  has  a  llrange  antiquity  to  nafly  J'fitah.    j 

I  hope  your  iordlhip — then  my  lord  re-^ 

plies—  I 

No  doubt,  the  governors  are — very  wife;  [ 
But, for  the  play, hewonder'd at  their  choice.  J 
In  Milton's  days  fuch  (luff  tiiight  be  the  tafle, 
But,  'faith!   lie  thought  it  was  dainn'd  dull 

and  chaile  : 
Then  fwears  he  to  the  charity  is  lieiuty, 
But  can't  in  honour, break  his  evening  party. 

When  to  the  gouty  alderman  I  fued. 
The  nafty  fellow  ('gad)  was  downriL;ht  rude. 
Is  begging  grown  ilie  falhion,  witli  a  j)ox  ! 
The  mayor   fliould  fend  fuch  houfewifes  in 

the  flocks.  [heaft, 

Give  you  a  guinea!    Z ds  ?  replied   the 

*Twould  buy  a  tickstfor  a  turtlc-te.ilt. 
Think  what  a  guinea  a-head  might  let  before 

yc— 
Sir,  mullet — turbot — and  a  grand  JoJinDory. 
I'll  never  give  a  groat,  as  I'm  a  finiici , 
Unlefs  they  gather  't  in  a  diJh — at  dinner. 

I  truft,  by  art  and  more  polite  addrefs. 
You  fairer  advocates  met  more  facccfs ; 
And  not  a  man  companion's  caufe  wiihllood, 
"When beauty  pleaded  iot  inch  gm' t al  oocd, 

§   54^     Proloffut  to  the  Wintnx  Talr^   and  Ca- 
therine   and  Petrucfiio\     1756.     H'rttlen  and 
J'pokcn  hy  Mr.  Garrick. 
rPo  various  things  the  ftage  has  been  com- 
-■■  par'd, 

As  apt  ideas  flrikeeach  humorous  bard 
This  night,  for  want  of  better  fimilc, 
Let  this  our  theatre  a  taver 
The  poets  vintners,  and  tl 
So,  as  the  cant  and  cu/tom  of  the  ti.u.c  is, 
You*rewelcoine,gtm'men;  kindly  welcome, 

ladies. 
To  draw  in  cuftomcrs,  our  bills  are  fpread  ; 
You  cannot  mif»  the   fign,   'tis  Shakfpearc's 

Head.  [vine, 

JFrom  this  fame  head,  this  fountain-head  di- 
For different  palates  fprings  a  ditfcrcnt  wine; 
In  which  no    tricks,    to    Urengthen   or   to 

thin  'em — 
Neat  as  imported — no  Frenchbrandy  in'em 
Hence  for  the  choiccft  fpirits  floAvs  Ch.im 

pagne, 
Whofe  fparkling  atoms  flioot  tliro 
Then  mount  in  magic  vapours  to  ' 

tur'd  brain! 


imorous  naiu  : 

tter  fimilc,  "j 

•rn  be :  > 

he  waiter';  we.  J 


mdyin  em-— 
>Avs  Ch,im-N 
■  [vein,y 
tliro'every  V 
th'  enrap.r 


t  one  cup  of  fack  behind 
lair,  no  more  he'll  roam, "1 
rry  wags,  to  Kalithcap  I 
[fack  at  home,  f 
nd  laugh,  and  give  his  J 


Hence   flow    for    martial    minds    potation* 

ftrong, 
And  fwect  love-potion^forthe  fair  and  young. 
For  you,  my  hearts  of  oak,  for  your  regale, 

[To  the  upper  gallery. 
There's  good  old  Engliih  fiingo,  mild  an4 

ftale:  [fmack? 

bor  high,   luxurious  fouls,  with   lufcious 
There's  Sir  John  Fallhift'  in  a  butt  of  fack  ; 
And,  it  the  ilronger  liquors  more  invite  ye, 
Bardolph  is  ^in,  and  Pillol  aquavit*. 
But  ihould  you  call  for  Faiaaft,  where  to  fin^ 
„  .      ^"n.  [him. 

He  s  rrone  — nor  left  one  cup  of  fack  behind 
Sunkui  his  elbow  chair,  no  more  he'll  roam, ~ 
No  more,  with  men 

come ; 
He's  gone— to  jeft  and        ^..,  _..„  ^. .  ,  ... 
As  for  liie  learned  critics,  graveand  deep, 
Who  catch  i'.twords, and, catching.fallafleep; 
W  ho,  in  the  florins  of  partion,  hum  and  haw! — 

For  fucii  our  nuifter  will  no  liquor  draw 

So  blindly  thoughtful,  and  fo  darkly  read, 
They  talfeTom  Durfey's  for  the  Shakfpeare's 

Head. 
A  vintner  once  acquir'd  both  praife  and  gain. 
And  fold  much  Perry  for  the  bed  Champagne. 
Some  rakes  this  precious  ftutidid  fo  allure, 
Theydrankwholenighis— what'sthat— when 

wine  is  pure?  [Lord." 

"Come,  fjllabmnrer.  Jack."— *'I  will,  my 
"Here's  cream  I— damn'd  line!— iaimenfe! — 

upon  my  word] 
"Sir  William, 'what  fay  you  }''— *«The  beft, 

believe  me."  [me." 

"Tn  this— eh,  Jack  !— the  devil  can't  deceive 
Thus  the  wife  critic,  too,  miftakes  his  wine  ; 
Cries  out,  with  lifted  hands — 'Tis  great  1  di- 
vine! 
Then  jogs  his  neighbour,  as  the  wonders 

ftrikehim; 
This  Shakfpeaie  ?    Shakfpcare  !— O,  thcre'a 

nothing  like  him  ! 
In  this  night's  various  and  enchanted  cup 
Some  little  Perrv'i  mix'd,  for  filling  up. 
The  five  longa(fts,  from  which  our  three  arc 

taken, 
Stretch'd  out  to  fixtecn  years,*  lay  by,  for- 

fuken :  - 
Left  then  this  precious  liquor  run  to  wartc, 
'1  ts  now  confin'd  and  bottled  for  your  talle, 
'Tis  my  chief  wifh,  my  joy,  my  only  plan, 
To  lofe  no  drop  of  that  inunortal  nun  ! 

S55.  Prolo,^ue  to  the  ^/^ifffntice  I  1756.  Spohen 
i>)'  Mr.  Murphy  ^  Author  of  the  Piece^  drejrd  in 
black,  Garrick. 


■DEHoi.D  a  wondor  for  theatric  fiory  I 
'^  The  culprit  (if  this  night  appears  before  ye: 
Before  his  jiidgcsdares  thcfc  boards  to  tread, 
"With  all  his  imperfe«Jtions  on  his  licad  !" 
Prologues  precede  t  he  piece, in  mournful  vcrfe. 
As  undertakers  walk  before  the  hearie  ; 


•The  aillcnof  the  Winter'* Tale,  aswrittco  by  Shakfpcare,  comprehends  Cxtcen  years* 

Whoie 
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Whofe  doleful  march  may  ftrikc  the  hardenM 

mind, 
Andwiike  its  feelings — for  the  dead — behind. 
Trick'd  out  in  blacky  thus  ailors  try  their  art, 
To  melt  that  rock  of  rocks — the  critic's  heart. 
No  a(^ted  fears  my  vanity  betray  I 
I  am,  indeed — what  others  only  play. 
Thusfarmyfclf.Thefarcecomcsxiext  in  view; 
Tho'  many  are  its  faults,  at  lead,  'tis  r»ew. 
Nofmuggled,  pilfer'd  fcenes  from  France  we 

Ihow  ; 
'Tis  Englifh — EngliHi,  Sirs,  from  top  to  toe 
Tho'   coaric  my  colours,   and  my  hand  un- 

(kiird. 
From  real  life  my  little  cloth  is  fill 'd. 
My  hero  isa  youth,  by  fate  defign'd  [mindl 
Forcullinglimpies — butwhofcltage-ltruck  \ 
Nor  fate  could  rule, nor  his  indentures  bind.  J 
A  place  there  i5,wherc  fuch  young  Quixotes  \ 
meet ;  / 

*Tis  call'd  the  fpouting-club — a  gloriousV 
treat!  [Iheet.l 

Where  'prentic'd  kings  alarm  the  gaping  ) 
There  Brutus  ftarts  and  flares  by  midnight 

taper, 
Who  all  the  day  enads — a  wollen-draper. 
Here  Hamlet's    ghoft  (lalks    forth,    withA 
doubled  flit:  [lift!"/ 

Criesout.  with  hollow  voice,  **Lift,  lift,  O  > 
And  frightens  Denmark's  prince — a  youngV 
tobacconift.  J 

The  fpirit  too,  clear'd  from  his  deadly  white, 
Rifes — a  haberdaftier  to  the  rio;ht! 
Nor  young  attornies  have  this  rage  with- 

ftood, 
But  change  their  pens  for  truncheons,  ink 
for  blood  ;  [try's  good  ! 

And  (ftrange  reverfe! ) — die  for  their  coun- 
Through  all  the  townthisfolly  you  may  trace; 
Myfelf  am  witnefs — 'tis  a  common  cafe. 
I've  further  proofs,  could  ye  but  think  I 

wrong  ye — 
Look  round — you'll     find    fome     fpouting 
youths  among  ye. 
To  check  thefe  heroes,  and  their  laurels 
crop  [ftiop ; 

To  bring   them  back  to   reafon — and  their 
Toraife  an  harmlefs  laugh,  was  all  my  aim  ; 
And,  if  I  fliun  contempt— I  feek  not  fame. 
Indulge  thisfirftling,  let  me  but  begin. 
Nor  nip  me— in  the  buddings  of  my  fin  : 
Somehppes  Icherifh,inyour  fmileslread'em; 
Whate'ermy  faults,  yourcaudourcanexceed 
'em. 

§  S^'     Epilogve  to  the  fame\   1756.     Spokm  bj 
'MnClive.  Smart._ 

[Enters,  reading  the  play. bill. 

AVERY  pretty  bill — as  I'm  alive  I 
The  partof-^Nobody — by  Mrs.  Clivel 
,  A  paltry,  fcribbling  fool — to  leave  me  out  I 
He'll  fay,  perhaps — he  thought  I   could  not 

fpout. 
Malice  and  envy  to  the  laft  degree  \ 
J\a4  why  ^-.-»|  wr<jtc  ji  farce  9f  T«rcJt^  as  he. 


:■} 
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And  fairly  ventur'd  it,  without  theaij 
Of  prologue  drefi'd  in  black,  and  face 
mafqucradc; 

0  pit,  have  pity— fee  how  Vm  difmiy'd 
Poor  foul !   this  cantinjj  (lutf  will  never  do, 
Unlefs,  like  Bayes, he  brings  hU  h«ng;man  too* 
But  grantmgthat,  from  thefe  fameobfequiei. 
Some  pickings  to  our  bard  in  black  arife: 
Shoiildyour  applaufe  to  joy  convert  his  fear, 
A;  Pallas  turns  to  feall  LardelU's  bier  1 
Yet 'twould  have  been  a  better  fchcme,  by 

half, 
T' have   thrown  his  weeds  afide,  and  learnt 
with  me  to  laut^h. 

1  could  have  ftiewn  him,  had  he  been  inclin'd/ 
A  fpouting  junto  of  the  female  kind. 
There  dwcllsa  milliner  in  yonder  row,  [(how, 
VVcll-drefi'd,  full-voic'd,  and  nobly  built  for 
VVlio,  when  in  rage  (he  fcoldsat  Sue  and  Sarah, 
Damn'd,    damn'd  dilfemblcrl    thinks  flic's 

more  than  Zara. 
She  has  a  daughter  too,  that  deal* 
And  fings — O   ponder  well— and 

chafe. 
And  fain  would  fill  the  fair  Opheli 
And  ill  her  cock'd-up  hat,  and  gown  of  cam 
let, 

Prcfumeson  fomething* tojuchingthe  Lord 

Hanjlet. 
Acoufintooni2.has,  with  fquintijig  eyes, 
With  waddling  gait,  and  voice  like  Londort 

cries, 
Who  for  theftage,  too  fhortbyhalf  a  flory, 
Adls  Lady  Townly — thus— in  all  her  glory  ; 
And,  while  fhe  's  traverfiug  her  fcanty  room. 
Cries — ''Lord,  my  Lord,  what  can  1  do  at 

home  ?" 
Ir  fliort,  there 's  girls  enough  for  all  the" 

fellowi, 
The  ranting,  whining,  flarting,  and  the 

lous,  [I 

TheHotfpurs,Romeos,Hamlets,indOthcl. 
O  little  do  thefe  filly  people  know 
What  dreadful  trials  actors  undergo. 
Myfelf,  who  moftin  harmony  delight, 
Amfcoldinghere  from  morning  until  rrfght. 
Then  take  advice  by  me,  ye  giddy  things. 
Ye  royal  milliners,  ye  apron'd  kings ! 
Young  men,  beware  and  flvun  ouf  ftippery 

ways. 
Study  arithmetic,  and  burn  yoi: 
And  you,  ye  girls,  let  not  our  t 

Enchant  your  eyes,  and  turn  yoi.i  iu-v.v. ^, 

brain  : 
Be  timely  wife  t  for,  O  I  be  furc  of  this:— 
A  fliop,  with  virtue,  U  the  height  of  blifs. 

$57.     Epiks^  to  the  Reprifcl  \   IT sV     ^poir^ 
by  Mifs  Macklin. 

AYE — nowl  can  with  picafunr  look  »ronnd. 
Safe  as  I  aiu,  thank  Haavcrt,  on  Bnglillr 
ground. 
In  a  dark  dungeon  to  be  ftow'd  away, 
•Midft  roaring-,  thuodVin^,  <l»n*tT,  anff  mr 

3  R  a  Kxpo.'« 
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Expos'dtofir^  and  water,  fwordand  bullet— 
NH<;ht  damp  the  heart  of  any  virgin  jnillet. 
1  dread  tu  think  what  nii«^ht  havecoinc  to  j>afs, 
HadnotthcBritiliilionqueird  the  Gallic afs. 
By  Champignon  a  wretched  victim  led 
To  cloiftc-rM  tell,  or  more  dotcfted  bed, 
My  days  in  pray'r  and  fading  1  had  licat  ; 
As  nun,  or  wife,  alike  a  penitent. 
His  gallantry,  fo  confident  and  cnjjer, 
Hud  prov'd  a  niefs  of  delicate  foup  tMCjgre. 
To  bootlefs  longings  1  had  fell  aniartu  ; 
But, Heaven  be  prais'd, the  Frenchman  caught 

a  Tartar. 
Yet  foft — ourauthor'sfatcyoumud  tl<  crce; 
Shall  he  come  fate  to  port  or  iink  at  lea  ? 
Your  fentence,  fweet  or  bitter,  foft  or  fore, 
Floats  his  frail  bark, or  runs  it  bump  aOiorc — 
Ycwits  above,  reftrain  your  awful  thunder; 
1  n  his  firll  cruize 'twere  pity  he  Ihou  Id  founder, 
ITo  the  gallery. 
Safe  from  your  fliot,  he  fears  no  othei  foe, 
Nogulf  but  that  which  horrid  yawns  below. 

[To  t.W  pit. 
The  braveft  chiefs,  cv'n  Hannibal  and  Cato, 
Have  here  been  tam'd  with — pippin  and  po- 

tatoe. 
Cur  bard  embarks  in  a  more  Chrirtian  caufe, 
I'e  craves  not  mercy, but  he  claims  applaufe, 
Iiis  pen  againft  the  hoftile  French  is  drav\  n. 
Who  damns  him  is  no  Antigallican. 
Indulg'd  withfav'ringgalcs  andfmiling  fkies, 
Hereafter  he  may  board  a  richer  prize. 
But  if  tliis  welkin  angry  clouds  defoi  ni, 

[locking  round  the  lipvfe. 
And  hollow  groans  portend  th'  approaching 

florm  %  [To  the  gallery 

Should  the  defcending  fliow'rs  of  1 

double, 
Andthcfe  rough  billows  hifs,  and  bo 

bubble,  [^Tothefni. 

He'll  launch   no  more  on  fuch  fell  leas  of 

trouble. 


'fir  gtiilery. 
hail  re-i 

loil,  and  I 


^  S%.  Protpgvt  to  the  Author  \    1757.      FoOTE. 
C  F.VERE  tiieir  talk,  who,  in  this  critic  age, 
•^"Withfrelh  materials  furniJh  out  thcflagel 
Not  that  oiT  fathers  drain'd  the  comic  (lore; 
Frcfli  charaflers  fpring  up  as  heretofore. 
Nature  with  njvelt/'does  fiill  abound  ; 
On  ev'ty  fidefrefh  follies  may  be  found. 
But  then  the  tafte  of  every  gueft  to  hit,     T 
To  pleaie  at  once  the  gallery,  box,  and  pit,  > 
Requires,  at  leaft,  no  common  fhare  of  wit.  J 

Thofe  who  adorn  the  orb  of  higher  life, 
Demand  the  lively  rake  or  njodiUi  wife  ; 
"Whilfl  they  who  in  a  lower  cviclemove, 
Yawn  at  their  wit,  and  (lumber  at  their  love. 
If  light  low  mirth  tniploys  the  comic  Jcene, 
Such  mirth  as  drives  from  vulgar  minds  the 

fplccn, 
The  polifli'd  critic  damns  the  wretched  ftuft, 
And  cries — •"Twill  pleaie  the  gaU'rieswcll 

cni  ugh." 
Such  javi.ing  iudgnients  who  ran  reconcile  > 
Since  fops  will  tiuwR,  where  huu.ble  traders 
(iiiiie 


To  dafli  the  poct'8  incffeflual  claim. 
And  quench  his  thirll  for  univerfal  tame, 
rhc  Grecian  fabuliTl  in  moral  lay 
Has  thus  addrcf:>'d  the  writers  of  his  day: 
Once  on  a  time,  a  foii  and  fire,  we're  toll, 
The  (tripling  tender,  and  the  father  old, 
Purchas'd  a  i  ick-als  at  a  country  fair, 
Foeafe  their  limbs,andhav\k  about  thcirwarcy 
But  as  the  (lui^gifh  animal  was  weak, 
Fhey  fear'd,  if  both  Ihould  mount,  hisback 

would  break: 
Up  gets  the  boy,  the  fat  hfi' leads  theafs, 
And  through   the  ga/ing  crowd  attempts  t» 

pafs.  [out, 

Forth  from  the  throng  the  prey  beards  hobble 
And  hail  the  cavalcade  with  feeble  fliout. 
'•This  the  refpcc>  to  rev'rend  age  yoii  fiiow, 
••And  this  the  duty  you  to  parents  owe? 
"He  beatb  the  hoof,    and  you  are  fer  aftride; 
••Sirrah  !  j;ct  down, and  let  your  father  ride. '^ 
As  Grecian  lads  arc  leldom  void  of  grace, 
The  decent  duteous  youth  relign'd  his  place* 
I  hen  a  frtfh  murnuu  through  the  rabble  ran, 
^"y^>g'"^t^^ivcs, widows,  all  attack  the  man. 
'•Sure  never  was  brute  beaft  fo  void  of  nature  ? 
•♦Have  you  no  pity  for  the  pretty  creati'rc  \ 
**To  your  own  bai)y  can  you  be  imkind  ? 
••Here— Suke,  Bill,  Betty— put  the  child  be- 

liind." 
Old    Dapple    next   the    chown's  compaflTion 

claim'd  : 
••'Tis    wonderinent     them     boobies     ben't 

alham'd  I 
••Two  at  a  tivue  upon  tlje  poor  dumb  heart  ! 
••They  might  as  well  have  carried  him,  at 

lealt." 
The  pair,  (Hll  pliant  to  tlie  partial  voice, 
Difmount,  and   bear  the  af» — 1  hen  what  a 

noife  ! 
Huzzas.loud  laughs, low  gibe, and  hitter  joke, 
From  the  yet  liient  fire,  thelc  words  provoke i 
••Proceed, my  boy,nor  heed  their  farther  call; 
••Vain  his  attempts,  who  ((rives  to  pleafe 
them  all." 

^  59.      Prologue  to  the  Trip  to  Paris.     Spoken  h 

Mr  S/iUttr,  at  one  of  his  Benefits.  Fo8te. 
TN  foimer  times  there  livVi  one  Aridotle, 
■^Who,  as  the  fong  lays,  lov'd,  like  me,  his 

buttle. 

To  Alexander  Mngnus  he  was  tutor 

(A'n't  you    (urpris'd  to   hear    the  learned 

Shuter?) 
But  let  that  reli — a  new  talc  I'll  advance  ; 
A  tale? — no,   truth?   mum — I'm  jurt  come 

fiom  France.  .         [matter  j 

From  Pari>>  1  came;  why  1  went  tiiere,  no 
I'm  glad  that  oticc  more  I'nt  on  this  fide  the 

!  water. 

'Twas  to  will  n  large  \^ger  that  hurried  me 
over;  [Dover. 

But  I  v.jlh'd  to  be  off  wjierj  1  came  down  to 
I'io  fv\  allow  fea-watcr  thed«»itors  wilt  tell  ye, 
iBut  the  fijrhi  of  fuch  water  at  onCe  (ill'd  my 

!  bellv  :  . 

Thrv 
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They  who  choofc  It  forphyfic  may  drink  of  the 

Cut  only  to  think  on  't  is  phyilc  for  me  [fca, 

When  I  tirlt  went  on  board,  Lord!  I  heard 

fucli  a  racket, 

Such  babbling  and  fquabbling,  'fore  and  aft, 

thro'  the  packet ; 
Thepaffengersbawling,  thef;iilorsyo-ho-in«f, 
The  fhip  along  daftxing,  the  winds  aloft  blow. 

Some  fick,  and  fome  fweafing,  fome  finging, 
fome  (bricking 
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'Twas  not  their  palaver  could  make  me  «lci«r- 

mine 
ToHay  where  I  found  it  wnnt.inetoeatvrrmin. 
Frogi  in  France  may  be  Hiic,iind  f  heir  Grand 

Monarque  eleven 
I'm  for  beef,  and  King  George,  and  old  En^ 

land  for  ever ! 


§  60;    Epilogue  to  the  Miner ;    1760. 
Vf  CAR  themadmanfionsof  MuorheldsIMl 
^^  bawl 


^^ails  hoilling,  blocks  rattling,  the  yards  and  J  Friends,  fathers,  mothers,  naers,  fonj 


booms  creaking; 
Stop  thejhipl — but  the  tars,  never  minding  our 

cafes. 
Took  their  chaws,  hitch*d  their  trow fers, and 
grinn'd  in  our  faces.  [fliore. 

We  made  Calais  foon,  and  were  foon  fet  on 
And  I  trod  on  French  ground,  where  I  ne'er 
«  trod  before. 

The  fcene  was  quite  chang'd;  'twas  no  more 

yo,  yo-ho.  [no  ! 

"With  damme  J  ack,yes,  boy — or  damme  Tom , 

'Twas quite  t'^therthing,mun,'twa.sall  com- 

plaifance; 
With  cringes  and  fcrapes  we  were  welcom'd 

to  France  : 
Ah^  Monfetr  An<rley — they  cried — be  on  ven  nu, 
Tns  umb/e/rrvatity  Sir,   we  glad  to  fee  you. 
I  ne'er  met  fuch  figures  before  in  my  rambles, 
They  flock'd   round  my  carcafe  like  flies  in 

tlie  fhamblcs: 
To  be  crow  ded  amona:^!  them  at  firfl  I  was  loth, 
For  fear  they  ftiould  feize  me,  andfoiife  me 

for  brotli. 
At  lad,  tho'  they  callM  me  my  Lor  Anglderre, 
(Lord,  had  you   then  feen  but  my  ftrut  and 

my  rtare  '.) 
Wfe^Tvee^  I  cried, rz;r<r then— and  puton  afword  j 
So  at  once  Neddy  Shuter  turn'd  into  a  lord. 
I  e.Npedted  at  France  all  theworldandhisWife, 
But  I  never  was  baik'd  fo  before  in  my  life  : 
I  fliould    fee  wonders  there,   I   was  told    by 
MonfeeVj  >  [queer; 

So  I   did,  1   faw  things  that  were  wonderful 
Queer  ftreets  and  queer  houfes,  with  people 

much  queerer. 
Each  one  was  a  talker,  bn^  no  one  a  hearer. 

I  foon  had  enough  of  their  pallovoufer  ; 
It's  a  fine  plirafe  to  fome  folks,  but  nonfenfe 
tome.'  ['ho\v,. 

All  folks   there  are  drefs'd  in  a  toyfhop-like' 
Ahodge-podginghabit,'twixtfidlerandbeau, 
Such  hats,  and   fuch   heads  too,    fuch  coats 
and  fuch  (kirts —  [Ikirts. 

They  fold  me  fome  ruffles — but  I  found  the 
Then,  as  to  their  dinners,  their  foups,  and 
their  (lewings. 
One  ounc.  of  meat  ferves  for  ten  gallons  of 

brewings  ; 
Fo^afliceorio.  ft  beef  how  my  mind  was  agog! 
Butforbeef  ihe\  I  roduc'dmeafricafee'd  frog: 
Out  of  window  I  tofs'dit,  it  wa'n't  fit  to  eat, 
ThendQwn  flairs  1  jump'd,  and  ran  into  the 
itreet. 


i*rin 
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Shut  up  your  (hops  and  liflen  fo  my  cal 
With  labour,  toil,  all  fccond  means  difpenfc, 
And  live  a  rent  charge  upon  Hrovidrncr. 
Prick  up  your  cars  ;  a  ftory  now  I'll  tell,  ^ 
Which  once  a  widow  and  her  child  befell,  I 
I  knew  the  mother  and  her  daughter  welj:  J 
Poor,  it  is  true  they  were,  but  never  wanted  ; 
For  whatfoe'er  they  afk'dwasal'vaysgranted. 
One  fatal  day  the  matron's  trut  was  tried. 
She  wanted  meat  and  drink,  and  faintly  cried. 

Child.   Mother,  you  cry! 

Mother.   O  child!  I've  got  no  bread. 
Child.  What  matters  that  ?     Why,  Provi- 
dence an't  dead !  [fay 
With  reafon  good  this  child  the  truth  might 
For  there  came  in  at  noon,  that  very  day, 
Brea^,  greens,  potatoes,  and  a  leg  of  mutton,' 
A  better  fore  a  table  ne'er  was  put  on. 
Ay,  that  might  be,yecry,withthofepoorfouU; 
Bin  we  ne'er  had  a  rafher  for  the  coals. 
I  And  d'ye  deferve  it  \  How  d'ye  fpend  your 
I              days  ? 

In  paftimes,  prodigality,  and  plays  ! 
Let'sgofee  Foote'.  0,Foute'sa  preciouslimbi 
Old  Nick  will  foon  a  foot-ball  makeof  himi 
For  foremoft  rows  in  fide-boxes  you  fhovc  ?'  <  " 
Think  you  to  meet  with  fide-boxes  above, 
Where  giggling  girlsandpovvder'd  fops  may" 

fit? 
No,  you  will  all  be  cramm'd  into  the  pit, 
And  crowd  the  houfefor  Satan's  benefit. — 
O  !  what  you  fnivel? — Well, do  fo  no  more- 
Drop,  to  atone,  your  money  at  the  door, 
And — if  1  pleafe— I'll  give  it  to  the  poor. 


§  61. 


Prologue  to  Polly  Hcneycomhe\    1760. 
Garrick. 
ITHER,  in  days  of  yore,  from  Spain  or 
France, 
Came  a  dread  forccrefs,  her  name  Romance, 
O'er  Britain's  iJle  her  wayward  fpelb  Ihe  cart. 
And  Common  Senle  in  magic  cham  boimd  faft. 
In  mad  fublime  did  each  tond  lover  woo. 
And  in  heroics  ran  each  billet-doux: 
High  deeds  of  chivalry  their  Me  deli?Hr, 
Each  fair  a  maid  diftrefi'd.eachfwaina  knight. 
Then  might  Statira  Oroondaie-.  Ice 
At  tilts  and  tournaments,  arm'd  ccp-i-pie. 
She  too,on  milk-white  palfrey,  lancc  in  n.iMd, 
A  dwarf  to  guard  hcr.pranc'd  aboiit  tlie  land. 
Tbis  fiend  to  quell, his  fwordCcrvantesdr«w, 
A  trufty  Spanilh  blade,  Tolcdu  true  j 
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Her  talifraans  and  magic  wand  he  broke  ; 
KnightSjgcnii,  caflles,  vanKh'dinfo  Tinokc. 
But  now,  the  dear  delight  of  later  years, 
The  younger  lillcr  of  Romance  appears : 
Lefs  lolemn  is  her  air,  her  drift  tne  fame. 
And  Novel  her  enchanting,  charming  name. 
Ktfniance  might  ftrike  our  graye  forefathers' 

pomp, 
Put  Novel  for  our  buck,  and  lively  romp  I 
CaiFandra's  folios  now  no  longer  read, 
Sec  two  neat  pocket  volumes  in  their  (lead  ! 
And  then,  fo  fentimental  is  the  ftylc, 
So  elude,  yet  fo  bewitching  all  the  while  ! 
Plot  and  elopement, palfion, rape, and  rapture. 
The  total  fumofev'ry  dear — deir — chapter. 
'Tis  not  alone  tiie  fmall-taik  and  th.-  fniart, 
'Tis  Novel  mort  beguiles  the  female  licart. 
Mifs  reads — Ihe  melts — ihe  fighs — love  deals 

upon  her — 
And  then — alas,  poorgirll— good  ni^ht,pour 
Honour! 
*Th.u3  of  our  Polly  having  lightly  fpoke, 
*Now  for  our  author — but  without  a  joke. 
*Tho'  wits  and  journals,  who  ne'er  ftbt'd"^ 
before,        •  j 

•Have  laid  tliis  bantlir»g  at  a  certain  door,    > 
*Where,  lying  ftore  of  faults,  they  'd  fain  | 
heap  more,  J 

*I  now  declare  it,  as  a  ferious  truth, 
* 'Tis  the  firft  folly  of  a  fimple  youth, 

/Caught  and  deluded  by  our  harlot  pi  i;'s 

*Then  crufh  not  in  the  Ihell  this  infuit  Bayes! 
*5ixert  your  favour  to  a  young  begimicr  j 
*Nor'ufe  theftripling  like  a  batler'd  liuner.** 


§  6a.   Prologue  to  All  in  the  Wrong '.,  1761.  IVrit- 

ten  and  fpokcn  hy  Mr.  FooTE. 
'nro-NiGHT,  be  it  known  to  box,  gall'rics, 
-■■  and  pit. 

Will  be  open  the  original  warehoufc  of  wit  ; 
The  new  manufaclure,  Footeand  Co.  under- 
takers. 
Play, opera,  pantomime, farce — by  the  makers. 
We  (corn,  l)ke  our  brctlircn,  oiu  fortunes  to 
owe  [Rowe: 

To  Shakfpeareand  Southerne,  toOtwayand 
Tho*  our  judgment  may  err,  yet  our  judicc  is 
fliown,  *  [own  ; 

For  we  promife  to  mangle  no  works  but  onr 
And  moreover,  on  this  you  may  firmly  rely, 
If  we  can't  make  you  laugh,  that  we  won't 

make  you  cry  ; 
For  our  monarch,  who  knew  we  were  mirth- 
loving  fovi  Is,  [bowls; 
Has  lockldup  his  lightning,  his  daggers,  and 
RefoLv'd  that  in  bufkins  no  heroes  fhould  (talk, 
He  has  fliut  us  quite  out  of  the  tragedy  walk. 
No  blood,    no  blank   vcrfc— in  (hort  we  're 

undone, 
Unlefsyou'rc  contented  with  frolic  and  fun. 
If,  tir'd  of  her  round  in  theRanelagh  mill. 
There  fhould  be  one  female  inclin'd  to  fit  flillj 


If  blind  to  the  beauties,  or  Tick  of  the  fqiiall 
A  party  (hould  n't  choofe  to  catch  cold  at 

Vauxhall  ;  [thick. 

If  at  Sadler's  fwect  Wells  the  wine  fhould  be 
The  cheefecakes  be  four,  or  Mifs  Wilkinfon 

lick  ,  [in  June, 

If  the  fume  of  thepipe  fhould  provepow'rful 
Or  the  tuniblers  be  lame,  or  the  bells  out  of 

tune  J  FDrury  : 

We  hope  you  will  call  at  our  warenoufe  in 
We've  a  curious  afTortment  of  goods,  1  alTurc 

ye, 

Domeflicandforeign,indeedall  kind  of  wares, 
fcnglKh  cloth,  Irifh  linens,  and  French  pet  en- 

TairS' 
If,  for  want  of  good  curtom,  or  lofTcs  in  trade. 
The   poetical   partners  fhould  bankrupts  be 

made  ;  [ly  in  debt. 

If,  from  dealings  too  large,  we  plunge  deep- 
And  a  whereas  comes  out  in  the  Mufcs'  Gaf 

zctte. 
We'll  onyou,ourafTigns,  for  certificates  call ; 
Tho'   inlolvents,  we're  honefl,  and  give  up 

olir  all. 


} 


^63.   Epiloj^ue  to  the  Liar^    iT^t  »     ittween  Mifs 

Grantham  and  old  IVilding. 
Af.  Cr.  T_I OLD,  Sir  !  [tice  done, 

*^  Our  plot  concluded,  and  (trift  juf- 
Let  me  be  heard  as  counfel  for  your  fon. 
Acquit  I  can't,  1  mean  to  mitigate  ; 
Profcribe  all  lying,  what  would  be  the  fate 
Of  this  and  every  other  earthly  flate  ? 
Confulcr,  Sir,  if  once  you  cry  it  down. 
You'll  (hut  up  every  cof^'ee-houfe  in  town  ; 
The  tribe  of  politicians  will  want  food, 
Even  now  half  famifb'd — for  the  public  good; 
All  Grub-rtrect  miudercrs  of  men  and  lenfc, 
And  every  office  of  intelligence, 
All  would  be  bankrupts, the  whole  lying  race. 
And  no  Gazette  to  publifli  their  difgrace. 
0.  IVild.    Too  mild  a  lentence  !     Mufl  the 
good  and  great, 
Patriots  be  wrong'd.thatbookfellcrs may  eat  ? 
M.  Gr.  Your  patience.  Sir  j  yet  hear  another 
word,  [fword; 

Turn  to   that  hall  where  Juflice  wields  her 
Think  in  n\  hat  narrow  limits  you  would  draw. 
By  this  profcription,  all  the  fonsof  law  : 
For  'tis  the  lix'd  deitrmin'd  rule  of  courts, 
(Vyner  will  tell  you — nay,  even  Coke's  Re- 
ports) 
All  pleaders  may,  when  difficulties  rife, 
To  gain  one  truth  expend  a  hundred  lies. 
0.  Wild,  To  curb  this  pra£iice  X  am  fome.. 
wliat  loth  ; 
A  lawyer  has  no  credit  but  on  oath. 

M.  Gr.  Then  to  the  fofter  fcx  fume  favour 
Leave  us  po(rclIion  of  our  modeft  No  I  [(how  : 
0.  WW.O  freely.  Ma'am,  we'll  that  "allow, 
ance  give. 
So  that  two  Noeb  be  held  aflSniiatlve  : 


♦Thefe  lines  were  added  by  Mr.  Garrick,on  its  being  reported  that  he  was  the  author  of  the 
p"ccci  and  however  hunierousand  poetical,  contain  as  llrid  matter  offad  as  the  dulled  profe. 
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Provided  ever,  that  your  pifli  and  fie, 
On  all  occafions,  fliould  be  decrn'd  a  lie. 

M.  Gr.  Hard  terms  ! 
On  this  rejoinder  then  T  refl  my  caufe  : 
Should  all  pay  homage  to  truth's facred  laws, 
Let  us  examine  what  would  be  the  cafe  ; 
Why, many  a  great  man  wouldbeoutof  place. 

C.  IVdd.  'Twould  many  a  virtuous  charac- 
ter reftore. 

M.  Gr,  But  takeacharaflerfrommanymore. 

0.  IVUd.  Strong  are  your  realbns ;   yet,  ere 
I  fubmit, 
I  mean  to  take  the  voices  of  the  pit. 
Is  it  your  pleafures  that  we  make  a  rule. 
That    ev'ry  liar  be  proclaiiu'd  a  fool. 
Fit  fubjefts  for  our  autlior's  ridicule  ? 


} 


W 


^  64.  Prologue  to  the  Earl  of  TJtx  ;   1761. 

Murphy. 

THENE'Elt  the  brave,  thegen'rous,  and 
thejuft, 

When-'er  the  patriot  finks  to  filcnt  dud, 
The  tragic  mufe  attends  the  mournful  hearfe, 
And  pays  her  tribute  of  immortal  verfe. 
Infpir'd  by  noble  deeds,  fhe  feeks  the  plain, 
In  honour's  caufe  where   mighty  chiefs  are 
llain;  [dead, 

And  bathes  with  tears  the  fod  that  wraps  the 
And  bids  the  turf  lie  lightly  on  his  head". 

Nor  thus  content,  (he  opens  death's  cold 
womb, 
And  burfts  the  cearmeuts  of  the  awful  tomb, 
Tocaft  him  up  again— to  bid  him  live, 
And  to  the  fcene  his  form  and  prefence  give. 

Thus  once-fam'd  Eflex  at  her  voice  ap- 
pears, 
Emerging  from  the  facred  duft  of  years. 

Nordtemitmuch,that\veretrace,to-night, 
A  tale  to  which  you've  IKlen'dwith  delight. 
lk)w  oft,  of  yore,  to  learned  Athen's  eyes 
Did  new  Eledtras  and  new  Phsedras  rile! 
In  France,  how  many  Thebanmonarchs  groan 
For  Laius'  blood,  and  incell  not  their  own ! 
When  there  new  Iplugenias  raife  the  figh, 
Frefh  drops  of  pity  gulh  from  ev'ry  eye. 
On  the  fame  theme  tho'  rival  wits  appear, 
The  heart  dill  finds  the  fympathetic  tear. 

If  there  foft  pity  pour  her  plenteous  (lore. 
For  fabled  kings,  and  empires  now  no  more  ; 
Much  more  Ihould  you  from  freedom's  glo- 

rious  plan. 
Who  ftill  inherit  aU  the  rights  of  man; 
Much  more  (liould  yOu  with  kindred forrows 

glow 

For  yourown  chiefs,  your  own  domcftic  woe; 
Much  more  a  Briti(h  /lory  (hoiild  impart 
The  warmcll  feelings  to  each  Britifli  heart. 


J.  6^.  Proloi;ue  to  the  School  for  1  overs y  1762. 

Written  and  Spoken  by  Mr.  G  A  R  r  i  C  K. 
CuccEss  makes   pople   vain— the  maxim's 
^  true. 
We  all  confefs  it,  and  not  over  new. 


The  vrricft   clown,  who  ftump»  along  ibe 

ftrecti, 
And  doffs  hii  hat  to  each  grave cit  be  meet*. 
Some  twelve-muntlis  hence,   bedaub'd  witii 

livery  lace. 

Shall  thruft  his  fancy  fl  -~' -  •• '""-. 

Not  fo  our  bard — tho't\.  - 

Has,  on  thi :  fickle  fpjt,  .  , 

He  owns  with  gratitude  ih' « 

Has  twice  been  favour'd.ai.' 

Your  gi.a'it  wits,  likcthofcot  ui 

Olympus  high,  and  ftcp  o'er  fpac 

May  uride,  with   feven-lcagucd  bjji.,  isu  .1 

(liore  to  Ihore,  . 

And  nobly,  by  tranfgrcfline,  charm  ye  mof, 
Alas!  ourauthor  dares  not  laugh  at  fchool>— 
Plain'  fenfe   confines  his  humbler  mufc   to 

rules:  [fhort— 

He  fliifts  no  fcene— But  here  I  ftopl  hitn 
<'Not  chimge  your  fccnes?"  faid    I— "I'm 

forryfor 't: 
**My  conftant  friends  above,  around,  below, 
**Have  Englini  taltes,  and  love  both  change 

and  (how  :  [be  flat, 

"Without  fuch  aid  even  Shakfpearc  would 
"Our  crowded  pantomimesare  proofs  of  that. 
"What  eager  tranfport  ftarts  from  ev'ry  eye, 
"When  pullies  rattle,  and  our  genii  fly! 
"When  tincafcades, like  fallingwalers, gleam, 
*«0r  through   the  canvas   burfts    the    real 

ftream  ? 
"While  thirrty  Klington  laments,  in  vain, 
"Half  her  New-river  roll'd  to  Drury-lane. 
"Lord,  Sir !"  faid  I,  "forgallery,  boxes,  pit, 
"I'll  back  my  Harlequin  againOyour  wit." 
Yet  ftill  theauthor.anxious.or  liis  play. 
Shook  his  wife  head— "What  will  thi  critics 

fay?" 
"Asufunl,  Sir— abufeyou  all  they  can!" 
"And  what   the  ladies?— "He's  a  charming 

man  !  [it  "»«»"* » 

"A  charming  piece! — one  fcarce  knows  what 
♦'But   that's   no   matfcr— when  there's  fuch 

fweet  fcenes!" 
Still  heperfifts— and  let  him— if«/r^  now*  — 
1  know  yoor  taftcs,  and  will  indulge  'cm  too. 
Change  you  (hall  have;  fo  fct  you  hearts  at 

eafe : 
Write  as  he  will,  we'll  aa  it— as  you  pleal 

§66.   Prologve  upon  Prolo/rueSt  to  Tkt  Dure  is 
Ilim .     Spjken  by  Mr.  Kin^q,         (1 A  k  R 1 C  K . 

And,  egad,  it  will  do  for  anyotker  play  as  will  tt 
this.  BaVE». 

AN  old  trite  proverb  let  me  quote- 
As  is  your  cloth,  fo  cut  your  coal. 
To  fiiit  our  author,  and  his  f;»rcc, 
Short  let  me  be,  forw.i  \>  fcaictrj 
Nor  would  I  ftiew  it,  hid  1  any, 
The  rca'ans  why  are  ftrong  and  many. 
Should  I  have  wit,  the  piece  has  none,  | 

A  tla(h  in  pan  with  empty  gun,  > 

The  piece  is  furc  to  be  undone.  J 

A  tavern  with  a  gaudy  f>j?n, 
Wliofc  bulh  15  better  than  the  wmc. 
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May  cheat  you  once— Will  that  device. 
Neat  as  imported,  cheat  you  twice  > 
, 'Tis>vron;jto  raife  your  c.xpeitaiions: 
Poets,  be  dull  in  dedications! 
Dulnefs  in  thele  to  wit  prefer — 
But  there  indeed,  you  fcldom  err. 
Jn  prologues,  prefaces,  be  flat ! 
A  fiher button  fpoils  your  hat, 
A  thre<id-bare  coat  might  jokes  efcape, 
Did  not  the  blockheads  Kicc  the  c.ipc 
A  cafe  in  point  to  this  before  yc  ; 
Allow  me,  pray,  to  tell  a  flory. 

To  turn  the  penny,  once,  a  wit 
Upon  a  curious  fancy  hit: 
Hung  out  a  board,  on  which  he  boaflcd. 
Dinner  for  three  pence,  boil'dand  io;iItcd. 
The  hungry  read,  and  in  they  trip, 

With  eager  eye,  and  fm.icking  lip 

"Here,  bring  this  boiPd  and  roalled,  pray — " 
Enter  potatoes,  drefs'd  each  way. 
All  ftar'd  and  rofc.  the  houfe  forfook, 
And  damn'd  the  dinner — kick'd  tlic  cook. 
My  landlord  found,  poor  Patrick  Kelly  ! 
'Ihere  was  no  joking  with  the  belly. 

Thefc  facls  laid  down,  then  thus  I  rcafon, 
Wit  in  a  prologue's  out  of  feafon. 
Yet  liill  will  you  for  jokes  fit  watchiii.!^, 
Like  Cock-lane folks  for  Fanny's  fcratcliing. 
And  here  my  fur.ile's  fo  fit, 
For  prologues  aie  but  ghofts  of  wit; 
Which  mean  to  fhew  their  art  and  fkil!, 
Andfcratch  you  to  their  author's  will. 
In  fhort,  forreifons  great  and  fmall, 
'Tis  better  to  have  none  at  all. 
Prologues  andghofts! — a  paltry  trade — 
Jio  let  'en»  both  at  once  be  laid  I 
Siy  but  the  word — give  your  command?. 
We'll  tie  our  prologue-monger's  hands  t 
Confine  ihcfc  culprits  !     [&i,lding  up  kit  hands] 

bind  'em  tight : 
Nor  girl  can  fcratch,  nor  fools  can  write. 


5  67.   Bpilogue  to  Elvir^  \   I763.     GarriCK. 
T   ADIES  and  gentlemen — 'tis  fo  ill-bred — 
^^  We  have  no  epilogue,  becaufe  I'm  dead; 
For  he,  our  bard,  with  phrcnfy-roUin>;  eye. 
Swears  you  fhant'l  laugh,  when  he  l;as  made 

you  cry, 
At  which  I  gave  hlf  flecve  a  gentle  pull, 
Suppofe   thty  ftiould   not  cry,  and  liiould  be 

dull  : 
In  fuch  a  cafe,  'twould  furely  do  no  harm  ; 
A  little  lively  nonfenfe  tiikcn  warm, 
On  critic  ftom.<chs  delicate  and  queafy, 
'Twill  even  make  a  heavy  meal  fit  eafy. 
The  town  hates epitoguti — It  is  not  true, 
I  anfwcr'd  that  for^ru — and^oM — and^ob — 

[To  Pity  Boxes,  and  Firjt  Gallery 
They  call  for  epilogues  and  hornpipes  tco. 

\^ro  the  upper  Gall. 
iVIadam,  the  critics  fay — to  you  they  're  civil, 
iitrc,  if  they  have  'em  not,  they'll  play  the 

devil. 

•  Gcorg?  Faulkner,  Bookfelicr. 


Out  of  this  lioufe,  fir,  and  foyou  alone. 
They'll  fmile,  cry  Bravo  !   Charming!  — Here 

they  g)oan  : 
A  fingle  critic  will  not  frown,  look  big, 
Harmlefs  and  pliant  as  a  fingle  twig: 
But  crowded  here  thcychange,and 'tis  not  odd. 
For  twigs,  when  bundled  up^   become  a  rod. 
Crirics  to  bards,  like  beauties  to  each  other, 
When  tcte-at(te\.\\c\T  enmity  they  fmother  : 
••Kifs  me,  my  dear — how  do  you? — charm, 

ingcre.iiure  I 
"What  ihape  !  'vhaf  bloom  !    what   fpirit  ia 

each  feature!" 
•♦You  flatter    me."— "'Pon  honour,  no."— . 

"You  do— 
**My  friend — my  dear — fincerely  yours 

adieu  !" 
But  when  at  routs,  the  dear  friends  change 

their  tone  ; 
I  fpeak  of  foreign  ladies,  not  our  own. 
Will  you  permit,  good  firs,  thefe  gloomy  folk 
To  give  all  tragedy  without  one  joke? 
They  gT»yely  tell  us.  Tragedy's  dcfign'd 
To  purge  tlie  pallions,  purify  the  mind  : 
To  which  I  fay,   to  ftrike  thofc  blockheads 

dumb, 
With  phyiic  always  give  a  fugar-plum. 
I  love  thefe  fugar-plums  in  profe  or  rhymes: 
No  one  is  meriier  than  myfelf  fometimps; 
Yet  I,  poor  I,  with  tears  and  conllant  moan, 
Am  melted  downalmoft  to  Ikin  and  bone: 
This  night, in  (igh.s  and  fobs  1  drew  my  breath  ; 
Love,  marriage,  trcafon,prifon,poifi>n, death, 
Were  fcarce  futlicient  to  complete  my  f.ite; 
Two  children  were  thrown  in,  to  make  up 

weight. 
With  all  thefe  fuft''rings,  is  it  not  provoking, 
To  be  denied  at  lafl  a  little  joking  ? 
If  ihcy  will  make  new  laws,  for  mirth's  fake 

bre.ik  .'em  ; 
Roar  put  for  epilogites,  and  let  me  fpeak  'enj. 


^68.     Mr,  F, ore's  Addrrf^  to  the  Public,  after  4 
Profecutton  againJlhimfiraUbel;    }-)(>\. 

Foorr. 
U  USH  1  let  mefearchbcforel  fjic^k  aloud— t 
*  ■*  Is  no  infojnier  ficulkin'j  in  the  crowd  \ 
With  art  laconic  noting  all  that's  faid. 
Malice  at  heart,  indictments  in  liis  head} 
Frepar'd  to  levy  all  the  legal  wur, 
And  roufe  tk*  clamorous  legionsofthe  bar? 
Is  there  none  fuch  ?~Nol  one ; 

nousy 
I  will  a  talc  unfold,  tho*  ftrange, 
The  application  mull  be  made 

At  Athens  once,  fair  queen  of  arms  and  artR, 
There  dwelt  a  citi/.cn  of  moderate  parts  • ; 
Precife  liis  manner,  and  demure  his  looks, 
His  mind  unletter'd,  tlio'  he  dealt  in  books; 
Amoious,tho'  old  ;  tho'  dull,lov'd  repartee^ 
And  penn'd  a  paragraph  moll  daintily  ; 


Vt 


ions  of  the  bar  ? 
:;— then,  M/r^^ 

ige,  yet  true ;  r 
le  by  you.       J 
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He  aim'd  at  purity  in  all  he  faid. 
And  never  once  omitted  eth  or  ed\ 
In  hath,  and  doth,  was  rarely  known  to  fail, 
Him{clf  the  hero  of  each  little  tale ; 
With  wits  and  lords  this  man  was  much  de- 
lighted, [knigKted. 
And  once  (it  has  been  faid)  was  near  being 

One  Ariftophines  (a  wicked  wit, 
"Who  never  heeded  grace  in  what  he  writ) 
Had  mark'd  the  raannersof  this  Grecian  fage, 
And,  tjiiiikinghima  fubjf^ct  For  the  ftage, 
Had  iVom  the  lumbercufrd, with  curious  caie, 
His  voice, his  looks,  his  gefture,  gait,  and  uir, 
Hisatfc6fation,  confequence,  and  mien, 
And  boldly  launch'd  him  on  thecomic  fcene. 
Loud  pealsof  plavtdits  tlirough  the  circle  ran. 
All  felt  tliefalire,  for  all  nevv  the  man. 

Then  Peter — Petros  was  his  claflic  name. 
Fearing  the  lofs  of  dignity  and  fame. 
To  a  grave  lawyer  in  a  hurry  flies. 
Opens  hispurfe,  and  begs  his  bert  advice. 
The  fee  fecur'd,  the  lawyer  flrokes  his  band, 
**The  cafe  you  put  I  fully  underftand  ; 
**Thc  thing  is  plain  from  Cocos'i  reports, 
**For  rules  of  poetrv  a'  n't  rules  of  courts: 
**A  libel  tliis — I'll  make  the  mummer  know 

it."— . 
A  Grecian  conflable  took  up  the  poet, 
Keflrain'd  the  fallies  of  his  laughing  mufe, 
Call'd  harmlefs  humour  fcandalous  abufe: 
The  bard  appeal'd  from  this  fevere  decree 
Th'  indulgent  public  fet  the  pris'ner  free 
Greece  was  to  him  what  Dublin  is  to  me. 


!} 


§  69.   Prologue  fpo ken  hy  Mr  Love  on  the  opening 
oj  the  new  Theatre  on  Richmond  Green  \     176$. 

Garrick. 
'T'HEfhipnowlaunch'dwithneceffariesftor'd, 
'*'  Rigg'd,  mann'd,   well-built,    and  a  rich 

freight  onboard. 
All  ready,  tight  and  trim,  from  head  to  poop, 
And,  by  commiffion,  made  a  royal  floop  ; 
May  Heaven  from  tempcfls,  rocks,  and  pri- 
vateers, 
Preferve  the  Richmond  I Give  her,  boys, 

three  cheers  !  {Three  huzzas  behind. 
Queen  Mab,  our  Shakfpeare  fays,  and  1  be- 
lieve him,  [him: 
In  Heep  haunts  each  vain  mortal,  to  deceive 
As  in  her  hazel-nut  Ihe  lightly  trips. 
By  turns, o'er  eyes, cars, fingers, nofe, and  lips, 
JSach  quicken'd  fenfefuchfweet  enchantment 

feizes, 
We  hear, fee,  fmell,tafte,touch — whatc'erlhe 

pleafcs.  [you'll  fee. 

Look  round  this  hoiife,  and  various   proofs 
Strongglaring  proofs  that  Mab  has  been  with 

me. 
She  caught  me  napping,knew  where  T  was yain, 
And  tickled  ev'ry  fibre  of  my  brain  : 
De^p  in  my  mufing  (deep  as  I  was  able) 
Mtthought  I  fawlier  driving  tow'rdsmytable; 
bhe  whiJk'd  her  chariot  o'er  my  books  and 

fliclves, 
An^  at  my  ftandifli  ftopp'd  her  tiny  elves. 


you 


MipuU 

xt 


"What  areytfu  fcribbling  there  ?~Qu'ick,let 

mc  fee 

"Poh! leave  this  nonrenre,anda1ongwtthme1 
I,rrinning,bow*d — •   *' 
**  Shall  I  nut  crowd  y 
Shefmil'dt  and&ewing 

per,  t<c-iinpCT.** 

**  Oct   into  this,  my  friend,  and  then  kc'U 
I  for  this  frolic  wanting  quick  digcftioo. 
Sent  to  my  tongue,  port  ha{lc,anothcraucAioru 
But, crack!  (he  went, before  that  1  could  afk  itj 
She  in  her  (lage — I,  FaUlaff,  in  the  bafkct : 
She  wav'd  her  wand, then  burfl  in  fitsoflaui^ 

ter, 
To  fee  me  roUing,bounding,tumb1ing  after  t 
And  I  lau^h'd  too— Could  you  of  laughiof 
To  fee  a  nunnow  towing  of  a  whale  ?  t^ail. 
At  laft  we  reftcd  on  a  hill  hard  by, 
With  a  fweet  vale  to  fcAd  the  glutton  eye—. 
*•  I'll  (hew  you  more,*'  fbe  faid,  **  to  charm 

and  move  us;'»  [drove  usx 

And  to  the  gardens,  quick  as  thought,  Ac 
Then,  pointing  to  the  (hade— "Thcrc,therq 

they  are, 
*'  Of  this  mod  happy  ifle  the  happi:ft  pair?** 
O,  may  thofe  virtuous  raptures  never  ceafe. 
Nor  public  cares  difturb  their  private  peacei 
She  fi^h'd — and  like  the  lightning  was  Ihc  fcca 
To  drive  herchariot  o'er  this  fav*  rite  greens 
Straight  to  this  fpot — where  (he  infus'd  fuch 

things  [ki.gi.. 

Might  turn  the  heads  of  twenty  playhoulc 
But  fear  difperfing  all  my  golden  dream. 
And  ]  ju(l  entering  on  this  ♦airy-fchcme; 
With  wildfurprife,  I  cart  my  eyes  about, 
Delufion  ends — and  now  I  wake  to  doubt: 
O,  may  the  dream  be  realis'd  by  you ! 
Your  fmiles  or  frowns  can  make  this  falfeof 

true. 


§  70.  Prolofrue  to  Much  adoahont  Staking^  aSei 
/>y  Commdnd  o/tktir  Majejies,  I765.  iVriurm 
and  f'pokcn  hy  Mr.  Garrick.,  bnnf^  hitJirjL 
Appearance  after  his  litturn/roin  Italy. 

doubt,  joy,  apprchcafion,  almoil 
dumb, 

To  face  this  awful  court,  once  more  I  come; 
Left  Benedick  ^ould  futfer  by  my  fear, 
Before  in*  enters,  I  myfclf  am  here.  ^ 

I'm  toldv  what  flat  tcryto  my  heart?)  that  jrou^ 
Havcwifh'dtofeemcjnay, have prcfsMit too:  \ 
Alas!  'twill  prove  another  AfircA  tf</tf.  J 

!,  like  a  boy  who  long  has  truant  pluyM, 
No  leflbns  got,  nocxercifes  made. 
On  bloody  Alonday  takes  his  fearful  (land, 
y^nd  often  eyes  the  birchcn-fceptr'd  hand, 
'Tis  twice  twelve  years  fincc  lirrt  the  ^a^  I 

trod, 
Enjoy'd  your  fmiles,  and  felt  the  critic's  rod: 
A  very  nine-pin  I,  my  ftage  life  through; 
Knock'd  down  by  wits,*  fet  up  ;)g.iinby  vou* 
In  four-and-twenty  years  the  fpiritj  cool ; 
Is  it  not  long  cnpu^jh  to  p^ay  the  fuuW 

Tp 
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To  prove  it  is»  permit  mc  to  repeat     frficet: 
What  late  I  heard,  in  paQing    throxich  the 
A  youth  of  y  aits,  with  ladicb  by  his  l»d'i, 
Thus  cockM  his  glafs,  and  thro'  it  ihot  my 

pride  : 
*'  'Tis  he,   by  Jove  !   grown  quite  a  clumfy 

fellow, 
*'  He's  fit  for  nothing — but  a  Punchinello!" 
•*  Oyes,forco:nic  fct.'nt:s,Sir  John— nohirther: 
*•  He's  much  too  fat — for  battles,  rapes,  and 

*'  mu!  ther  I" 
Worn  in  tlie  fervice,  you  my  faults  will  fpare, 
And  make  allowance  for  the  wear  and  tear. 

The  Chelfea  penfioner,  who,  rich  in  (cars. 
Fights  o'er,  in  piattle,  all  his  fornur  wars; 
Tho*  pad  thcfervice,  maythe  young  ones  teach 
To  march— prefcnt — to  fire — and  mount  the 

breach.  [grieve 

Should  the  drum  beat  to  /.rms,  at  firli:  he'll 
For  wooden  leg,  loft  eye,  and  arnilcls  fleevc, 
Then  cocks  his  hat,  looks  fierce,  and  fwells 

his  cheft :  [beft." 

•*  Tis  for  my  king  j  and,  zounds  I  Til  do  my 


§71.  Protogne  to  the  Ciandejline Marriage,  1766. 

Garrick. 

poETS  and  Painters,  who  from  nature  draw 
-*^    Their  bcft  and  richeft  ftores,  have  made 

this  law; 
That  eachfhouldneighboiMlyaflift  his  brother, 
And  (leal  with  decency  from  one  another. 
To-night,  your  matchlefs  Hogartli  gives  the 

thought, 
Whichfroni  thecanvastotheftageisbrought; 
And  who  fo  fit  to  warm  the  poet's  mind, 
As  he  who  piftur'd  morals  and  mankind? 
But  not  the  fame  their  charaflersand  fceqesj 
Both  labour  for  one  end  by  diff'rent  means ; 
£ach,  asit  fuits  him,  takes  a  fepVfltc  road, 
Their  one  great  objcift,  marriage  a- la  mode; 
Where  titles  deign  v\ith  citsto  have  and  hold, 
And  change  rich  blood  for  more  fubftantial 

gold  I 
And  honour'd  trade  fromtntVeft  ttjrns  aflde, 
To  hazard  happinefs  for  titled  pride. 
The  painter  dead, yet  ftill  he  charms  the  eye; 
While  England  lives,  his  fame  can  never  die: 
But  he  who  ftruts  his  hour  upon  the  ftagc, 
Canfcarce  extend  his  fame  forhalf  an  age  ; 
Nor  pen  nor  pencil  can  the  aclorfave — 
Tiie  art  and  artift  fhare  one  common  grave. 
O  let  me  drop  one  tributary  tear,       [bier*  ! 
On  poor  Jack   FalftafTs  grave,  and  Juliet's 
You  to  their  worth  muft  teftimony  give; 
*Tis  in  your  hearts  alone  their  fame  can  live  ; 
Still  as  the  fcenes  of  life  will  (hiftaway, 
The  ftron^  imprelTions  of  their  art  decay. 
Your  children  cannot  feci  whatiyou  have 

known;  [own. 

They'll  boaft  of  Quins  and  Gibbers  of  then- 
The  greateft  glory  of  our  happy  few, 
U  to  be  felt,  and  be  approv'd,  by  you. 


^  7i.  Prologue  to  the  Taylors;  1767, 

GARRtCK. 

nPHis  night  we  add  fome  heroes  to  our  (lore, 
•*■    Who  never  were  as  heroes  feen  before  ; 
No  bluft'ring  Romans, Trojans,  Greeks, (hall 

ragej  [^age. 

No  knights  ann'd  cap  api^,  (hall  crowd  our 
Noriliall  our  Henries,  Kdwards,  take  the  field, 
Oppofing  fwordto  fword,andfhield  to  ihield: 
With  other  inftruments  uur  troop  appears  } 
Needles  to  thimbles  fl>all,and  (hears  to  (hears; 
With  parchment  gorgets,  and  in  buckram 

arm'd, 
Cold  blooded  taylors  are  to  heroes  warm'd. 
And  llip-fhod  llide  to  war — No  lions'  glare. 
No  eye-balls  fla(hing  fire  (liall  make  you  (tare; 
Each  outiide(hall  belie  the  (luff  within  : 

A  Roman  fpirit  in  each  Taylor's  fkin 

A  taylor-legg'd  Pompey,Calilus,ftiall  youfee. 
And  the  ninth  part  of  Brutus  (Irut  in  me ; 
What  thougli  no  fwords  wedrcw,  nodagycrs 
YetCAI?  our  warriors  a  quietus  make  [iruke 
With  a  bare  bodkin. --Now  be  dumb  ye  rail  era. 
And  never,  but  in  honour,  call  out  taviors  I 
But  thefe  are  heroes  tragic,  yon  will  cry; 

O,  very  tragic  !  and  I'll  tell  you  why 

Should  female  artifts  with  the  male  combii>^. 
And  mantua-makers  with  the  taylors  join ; 
Should  all,  too  proud  to  work,  their  trades 

give  o'er, 
Not  to  be  footh'd  again  by  fix  pence  more; 
What   honors   would  enfue!— Firil  you,  ye 

beaux, 
At  once  lofe  all  exiftence  with  your  clothes! 
And  you,  ye  fair,  where  would  be  your  de 
This  is  no  golden  age  of  innocence !     [fence* 
Such  drunken  Bacchanils  the  Graces  meet, 
And  no  police  to  guard  the  naked  ftrect: 
Beauty  is  weak,  and  palfion  bold  and  (Irong  — 
O  then — but  modcfty  reftrains  my  tongue. 
May  this  night's  bard  a  (kilful  taylor  be. 
And  like  a  well-made  coat  his  tiagedy  : 
Tho'  clofe,  yet  eafy  ;  decent,  but  not  dull  ; 
Short, but  not  fcanty;  without  butkram,fuU. 


^73.    Epilogue  to  the  Unglijh  Merchant  \  1767. 

Garrick. 

Enter  Lady  Alton  \Mri.  Ahingtm]  in  a  paficn  y 

Spatter  [Mr.  Kingj/ollou/ing, 
L,  Alton.  T'll  hear  no  more,  thou  wretch! 
*  Spa'ter.  Attend  to  reafon ! 
L.  Alton.    A  woman  of  my  rank,  'tis  petty 
t reafon ! 
Hear  reafon,  blockhead!  Reafon!  what  is  that? 
Bid  mc  wear  pattens  and  a  high  crown'd  luif 
Won't  you  begone?  What,  wou'tyou?  What's 
your  view,  [you. — • 

Spatter.  Humbly  to  fcrve  the  tuneful  nine  in 
L.  Alton.  I  renounce  fuch  things;  fftrings: 
Not  Plioehusnow,but  vengeance,  fweepsthQ 
My  mind  isdifcord  all  !  —  I  (corn,  detfft 
All  human  kind — you  more  thunaU  the  reil. 


Mr.  Qtiin  afld  Mrs,  Qibbtir  Both  died  a  little  before. 
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Spatter.  \  humbly  thank  you,  Ma*am— but 

Aveigh  the  matter.  [Spatter! 

L.  Alton.  {  won't  hcnrrcafon!  and  I  hate  you, 
Myfelt   and  ev'ry  thing. 
Spatter.  That  I  deny  ; 
You  love  a  little  mifchief,  fo  do  I ; 
And  mifchief  I  have  for  you, 

L.Alton,  ilow  ?   wlicre?  when? 
Will  youftab  Falbridge? 
Spatter.  Yes,  Ma'am — with  my  pen. 
L.  Alton.  Let  loofe,  my  Spatter,  till  to  death 
you've  flung 'em,  ['em. 

That  green-eyed  monlrer,  jealoufy,   among 
Spstter.Toddih  atall,thefpiritofmytrade  is, 
Men,  women,  children,   purfons,   lords,  and 
There  will  be  danger.  [ladies. 

L.  Alton.   And  there  Hi  all  be  pay — 
Take  my  purfe.  Spatter  1  [Gives  it  Aim. 

Spatter.  In  an  honefl  way. 

[Smilesy  and  takes  it. 
L.  Alton.  Should  my  lord  beat  you — 
Spatter,  Let  them  laugh  that  win: 
For  all  my  bruifes  here  's  gold  beaters  flcin  } 
\_Chinkin^  the  purfe. 
L.  Alton.  Nay,  fljould  he  kill  you  ! 
Spattir.  Ma'am? 
L.  Alton    My  kindnefs  meant 
To  pay  your  merit  with  a  monument ! 
Spatter.  Your  kindnefs,  lady,    takes  away 
my  breath :  [death. 

We'll  Hop,  with  your  good  leave,  on  this  fide 
^.  Alton.  Attack  Amelia,  both  inverfeand 
Your  wit  can  make  a  nettlsof  arofe.  [profe, 
Spatter.   A  ftinging-nettle  for  his  lordftiip's 
bread  : 
And  to  my  ftarsand  daflies  leave  the  refl. 
I'll  make  them  miferable,  never  fear; 
Pout  in  a  month,  and  part  in  half  a  year. 
I  know  my  genius,  and  can  truit  my  plan  ; 
I'll  break  a  woman's  heart  with  any  man. 
L.  /f//on.  Thanks,  thanks,  dear  Spatter!  be 

fevere  and  bold ! 
Spatter.   No  qualms  of  confcience  with  a 
purfe  of  gold. 
Tho'  pil Tries  threaten,  and  tho'  crab-fticks 

fall. 
Yours  are  my  heart,  foul,  pen,  ears,  bones,and 
all.  [£.v//  Spatter. 

Lady  Alton  alone. 
Thus  to  the  winds  at  once  my  cares  I  fcatter — 
O,  'tis  a  charming  rafcal,  this  fame  Spatter! 
His  precious  mifchief  makes  theftormfubfide! 
My  anger,thankmy  ftars!  all  rofe  from  pride! 
Pride  ihould  belong  to  us  alone  of  fafhion; 
And  let  the  mob  take  love, that  vulgar  paf- 
Love,  pity,  tendernefs,  are  only  made  [fion. 
t'or  Poets,  Abigails,  and  folks  in  trade. 
JSome  cits  about  their  feelings  make  a  fufs, 
And  fome  are  better  bred — who  live  with  us, 
Howlow  lord  Kalbridge  is!— He  takes  a  wife. 
To  love,  and  cherifti,  and  befix'd  for  lifcl 
Thinks  marriage  is  a  comfortable  Hate, 
No  pleafure  like  a. varluous  tete-a-tete ! 
Do  ourlordsjuftice,for  Iwoiild  notwrong'em, 
TJiere  arc  not  many  Cuchpooifoulsamong'em. 


Ourtiirtles  from  the  town  will  €y  wlrh  fpccd* 

And  III  foretell  the  vulgar  life  they'll  Uaa. 
With  love  and  cafe  gro.vn  fat,  c hey  face  all 
weather,  [getheri 

And,  furnicr*  both,  trud'^e  arm  in  arm  to- 
Now  view  their  Uock,  now  in  cheir  narUrf 

prattle. 
For  ever  with  thetrchildren  or  theircartle. 
Like  the  dull  milUhorfe  in  one  round  they 

keep; 
They  walk,  talk,  fon<llr,dine,  and  fall  afleep  ; 
"Their  cuftom  always  in  the  afternoon — " 
He  bright  as  Sol, and /he  thcchaflc  ftilt  moon! 
Wak'd  with  her  coffee,  Madam  firft  begini. 
She  i-ubsher  cycs.hib  lordfhip  rubs  his  Ihint} 
She  fips  and  fmirks — *'Next  week'sour  wed- 
ding-day, 
"Married  feven years! — and  every  hourmort 
gay  }  [Taam. 

"True,  Kmmy,"  cries  ray  lord, "the blefling 

lies, 
"Our  hearts  in  ev'ry  thing  fo  fympaihizel*^ 

[Taums* 
The  day  thus  fpent,  my  lord  for  mufic  calls ; 
He  thrums  the  bafe,to  which  my  lady  fqualls  ; 
The  children  join,  which   fo  delight  thcfc 

ninnies. 
The  brats  fecmall  Guaduccics,  Lo%'atini*. 
— What  means   this   qualm  ? — Why,    fure^ 

while  I'mdefpihng, 
That  vulgar  paflion,  Knvy,  is  notrifing! 
O  no  ! — Contempt  is  ftrugglingto  bur(lout<«» 
I'll  give  it  vent  at  Lady  Scalp'em's  rent. 

[Exitkajlily. 

^74.  Epilo.que  tc  Zfttodia  i  1768.  Spoken  by  Mrs. 
Jbingtoti'  Car  RICK. 

She  per ps  through  thecurtaim. 
TTow  do  you  all,  good  folks  J — In  tears,for 
*^     certain  ; 

ril  only  take  a  peep  behind  the  curtain  : 
You  're  all  {o  full  of  tragedy  and  fadnels. 
For  me  to  come  among  you  would  bemadnefs! 
This  is  no  time  for  giggling — wlien  you  'vc 

leifure, 
Call  out  for  me, and  I'll  attend  your  pleafure  ; 
As  foldiers  hurry  at  the  beat  of  drum. 
Beat  but  your  hands,thatinftant  I  will  com*- 
[^Sbe  enters  upon  their  clappii^ 
This  is  fo  good !   to  call  mc  out  fo  fooii — 
The  Comic  Mufe  by  me  entreats  a  boon  ; 
She  call'd  for  Pritchard,  her  firft  maid  of  ho- 

noiu'. 
And  begg'd  of  her  to  take  the  talk  upon  her  \ 
But  flie,  I  am  fure  youMl  nil  beforry  for't, 
Refigiis  her  place,andfoonretire$fromcourt  t 
To  bear  this  lofs  we  courtiers  make  a  (hift. 
When  good  folks  leave  us,  worfe  may  have  a 

lift. 
The  Comic   Mufe,    who  ft    tv'ry  fmile   ij 

grace. 
And  her  ftagc  fifter,  with  her  tragic  face. 
Have  had  a  quarrel— each  has  writ  a  Cifej 
And  on  their  friends  alfemblcd  now  I  vrait. 
To  give  you  of  their  diffrcnce  a  true  flate. 

Melpomene 
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Melpomene  complain?,  ^rh;n  fhc  ipp'Vtrf, 
For  five  good  a£ts,  in  all  her  poinn Of  tcar^, 
To  raife  your  foula,  and  with  your  raptmrs 
wjn^'cm,  '[wring, 'cm- 

Nay,  wet  your  hanvlkercliicfs,  that  you  may 
Some  flippant  hulTey,  like  myfclf,  comes  in; 
Crack  goes  lier  fan,  and  with  a  giggling  grin, 
••Hey!  Pre  ft  o  I   pafsT'— all  topiy-turvy  fee, 
For**ho,ho,  ho '."isclun^'d  to  "he,  hc,he!" 
Weown'dthc  fault, but  'tis  a  fault  in  vogue  ; 
*Tis  tlieirs  who  call  and  bawl  for — I'pilogue; 
O,  fliame  upon  you! — for  the  tinu  to  come, 
Know  better,  and  gomilcrable  hoiae. 
What   fays  our  comic  goddefi  ?-  With  re- 
proaches. 
She  vows  her  filler  tragedy  encroaches ! 
And,  fpite  of  all  her  virtue  and  ambition. 
Is  known  to  have  an  amorous  difpofit:on  ! 
For  in  Falfe  Delicacy— wondrous  fly, 
Join'd  with  a  certain  Irinr.nan— O  He  ! 
She  made  you,  when  you  ought  t«  luigh, 
to  cry.  Ttiier, 

Her  filler's  fmiles  with  tears  flic  tried  to  fino- 
Rais'd  fuch  a  tragi-comic  kind  of  pother, 
Yoa  lau^h'd  with  one  eye,  while  you  ciicd 
with  t'other 


lor  which  I  feel — whatcannotbe  exprefs'd — 
Woidsare  too  weak — my  tears  nmft  fpeaA;the 
^  relh 


i^6. 


Prologue  to  the  Good-natured  Man  ;    176$. 
Johnson. 

pa  EST  by  the  load  of  life  the  weary  mind 
*■    Surveys  the  gen'ral  toil  of  humankind. 
With  cool  fuhmilTion  join>the  lab'ring train, 
And  focial  forrow  lofes  half  its  pain  ; 
Our   anxious  bard  without  complaint  may 

(hare 
This  hurtling  feafon's  epidemic  care  ; 
r.ike  Caifar's  pilot  dignified  by  fate. 
Toft  in  one  common  ftorm  with  all  the  gi  eat  ; 
Diftrcft  alike  the  ftatcfman  and  the  wit. 
When  one  a  Borough  courts,  and  one  the  Pit. 
The  bufy  candidates  for  power  and  fame 
Have  hopes, and  fears,andwi(lRS  juft  the  fame: 
Difabled  both  to  combat  or  to  tly, 
Muft  hear  all  taunts, and  Wear  without  reply. 
Unchtti'd  on   both  loud  rlibblcs  vent  their 

rage. 
As  mongrels  bay  the  Kon  m  a  cage. 
Th'  oft'ended  burjiefs  hoards  his  angry  tale. 


What  can  be   done  ?-rfad  work  behind  the    For  that  bleft  yearwhenall  that  vote  may  rail; 


fcenes ! 

There  colnic  female  fcold  with  tragic  queens ; 
Each  pirtydiff'rcnt  ways  the  foealfails,  ["nails. 
Thefe  (hake  the  daggers,  thofe  prepare  their 
'Tis  you  alone  muft  calm  thefe  dire  mi  (hap 
Or  we  ftiall  ftill  continue  pulling  caps, 
AVhat  is  yourwill  >— I  read  it  in  your  faces 
That  all  hereafter  take  tlu^ir  proper  j-l  ices. 
Shake  hands,  and  kifs,and  friends,  and  burn 

their  cafes. 


} 


5  75.   Epilotrue  fpoken  by  Mrs.  Pritchard,  on  her 

quitting  the  Stage  ;    1768.  CJarkick. 

n  ^H  fc  curtain  dropt — my  mimic  life  is  paft, 
-■•  That  fccne  of  flcepand  terror*  was  my  laft 
Could  I  in  fuch  a  fcene  my  exit  make, 
When  ev'ry  real  feeling  is  awake  > 
Which  beating  here,  fuperior  to  all  art, 
Burfts  in  full  tides  from  a  moll  grateful  heart. 

I  now  appear  myfclf,  diftrefs'd,  difmay'd, 
More  than  in  all  the  characters  I've  play'd  ; 
Inadcd  paflion,  tears  may  seem  to  flow', 
**But  1  have  that  within  that  paflcth  Ihow." 

Before  I  go,  and  this  lov'd  fpot  forlake. 
What  gratitude  can  give,  my  wilhes,  take: 
Upon  your  hearts  may  no  atiliftion  prey. 
Which  cannot  by  the  ftage  be  cha^'d  away  ; 
And  may  the  ftage,  to  pleafe  each  virtuous 

mind. 
Grow  ev'ry  day  more  moral,  more  rcfin'd, 
Refin'dfromgrolPnefs,  not  by  foreign  (kill : 
Weed  out  the  poifon,  but  be  Englifli  Itill ! 

To  all  my  brethren  whom  I  leave  behind, 
Still  may  your  bounty,  as  to  me,  be  kind  ; 
To  me  for  many  years  your  favours  tlow'd, 
Jlifinbiy  receiv'd — on  fmall  dcfert  bcftow'd: 


Their  fchemes  of  fpite  the  poet's  focsdifmifs. 
Till  that  glad  night  when  all  that  hate  may 

hifs.  [coat,'* 

"This  day  the  powder'd  curls  and  golden 

Says  fwclling  Crifpin,    *'begg'd  a  cobler's. 

vote;"  [cries, 

*.'This  night  our  wit,"   the  pert  apprentice 
"Lies  at  my  feet ;  I  hifs  him,  and  he  dies," 
The  great,  'tis  true, 'Can  charm  the  dealing 

tribe  ; 
The  bard  may  fupplicate,  but  cannot  bribe. 
Yet  judg'd  by  thofe  whofe  voices  ne'er  were 

fold. 
He  feels  no  want  of  all-perfuading  gold; 
But  confident  ofpraife,  if  praife  be  due, 
Trufts  without  fear  to  merit  and  to  you. 


$77.    Prologue  to  Falfe  Delicacy  \   1768.    Fpoken 

by  Mr .  'Kivg .  G  a  R  R I C  K . 

T'm  vex'd — quitevex'd — and  you'll  be  vex'd 

*^    — that's  wcrfc [ctirfe. 

To  deal  %vith  ftubborn  fcribblers — there's  the 
Write  moral   plays— the   blockhead! — why, 

good  people, 
You'll  foonexpec^  this  houfc  to  wear  a  ftecplc! 
For  our  fine  piece,  to  let  you  into  facts. 
Fs  quite  a  fermon — only  prcach'd  in  a(^ts; 
Yoti'll  fcarce  believe  me,  till  the  proof  ap- 

pears  ; 
But  even  I,'I'om  Fool, muft  fbed  fon\e  tears: 
Do,  ladies, look  upon  me — nay,nofimpering  j 
Think  you  this,  face  wan  ever  made  for  whim- 

p'ring  ? 
Can  I  a  cambric  handkerchief  difplay,         1 
1  hump  my  unfeeling  breaft, and  roar  away  ?  > 
Why  this  is  comical,  perhaps  youMl  fay.     J 


»  The  laft  fcene  of  Lady  Macbeih. 


Rcf»lving 


»«9 


SookIV.    prologues  and  epilogues. 

Rcfolviiigthis  ftiangeawkward  bard  to  pump,  i  Such  tragical,  comical  folks,  and  fo  fi 

I  aflv'd  him  what  he  meant  ?— He,  fomewhat  I  \yhat  pity  it  was  thit  ihe  (\:n  ii !  not  Ainel 

plump,  [ing — I  Since  ladies,  and  baronet  , 'fquire^ 

New  purs'd  his  belly, and  his  lips  thus  bit-    All  went  to  this  Jubilee 
"I  mud  keep  up  the  dignity  of  writing?*' — 
*'You  may  ;  but  if  you  do, Sir,  I  mufl  tell  ye, 
'•You'll  not  keep  up  that  dignity  of  belly." 


Still  he  preach'd  on — "Bards  of  formerage 
**Held  upabandon'd  pitftureson  the  ftuge  ; 
"Spread  out  their  wit  with  fafcinating  art, 
**  And  catch'd  thp  fancy, to  corrupt  the  heart : 
*'But,happy  change;  in  thefe  more  moral  days, 
**You  cannot  fport  with  virtue, even  in  plays; 
**On  virtue's  lide  his  pen  the  poet  draws, 
**  And  boldly  aflcsa  hearing  for  his  caufe." 
Thus  did  he  prance  and  fwell. — The  man 

may  prate, 
♦And  feed  thcfe  whimfies  in  his  addle  pate. 
That  you'll  proteCl  his  Mufe  becaufe  fhc's 

^ood  t 
A  virgin,  and  fo  chaflc  ! — O  lud  !  O  lud ! 
No  Mufe  the^critic  beadle's  hrth  cfcapes  ; 
Though  virtuous,  if  a  dowdy  and  a  trapes: 
If  his  come  forth  a  decent  likely  lafs. 
You'll  fpeak  her  fair,  and  grant  the   proper 

pafs :  [tences, 

Orfhould  his  brain  be  turn'd  with  wild  pre- 
In  three  hours  time  you'll  bring  him  to  his 

fenfes;  [get  him; 

And  well  you  may,  when  in  your  pow'r  you 
In  that  (hort   fpace,  you  blifter,  bleed,  and 

fweat  him.  [ger; 

Among  the  Turks,  indeed,  he'd  run  no  dan- 
They  facred  hold  a  madman  and  a  flrangcr. 


In  crowds,  as  they  go  for  to  fee  a  new  pUy ; 
And  when  it  was  done — why,   they  all  can 


^78.   Scrub* 
pRoi 


s  Trip  to  the  Jubilee  ;   1769.     Spoken 
by  Mr.  IVefton. 

I   Stratfoid  arriv'd — piping  hot — gen- 

tclfolks 
From  the  rareft  of  fliows.and  mofl  wonderful 

jokes,  [dare, 

YourTimple  acquaintance, Scrub, comes  to  de- 
'Twas  fuller,  by  tar,than  our  Lichfield  great 

fair ;  [ing, 

Such  crowds  of  fine  ladies  ferenadingandiing- 
Such  firing  of  loud  palereroes,  and  ringing — 
To  tell  it  in  London,  mull  fecm  all  a  fable; 


away  I 
Don't  let  me  forget— a  main  part  of  the  fhotr. 
Was  long-tail'd  fine  comets, by  f.'m'd  Angclo. 
Some  turtle  1  got, which  xVicy  cnWA  pajhiptei 
But  honeft  roaft  beef's  thebeft  turtle  /or  mr, 
I  hate  all  ragouts  ;.  aud,  like  a  bold  Briton, 
Prefer  good  plum  pudding  to  aught  I  e'er  bit 

on. 
I  drank  too  (and  now  I  a  poet  mav  be) 
FromacharmingfinecupofthcTntilberrY  tree. 
To  bed  I  muft  go — for  which,  like  a  nmny, 
1  paid  like  my  betters,  no  \tU  than  a  guinea* 
For  rolling — not  fleeping — in  linen  fo  damp^ 
As  ftruck  my  great  toe,  ever  fincc,  with  the 

cramp. 
Thus  tleec'd—in  my  pocket  I  felt  agreatl 
fmarting,  1 

Yet  griev'd  not  when  I  and   the  fplinters  f 

were  parting,  * 

'Twas  worth  ten  times  more  to  hear  fwcet  I 

brother  Martin.  J 

Hefpoke,'till  poor  Scrub  wasjqft  fit, with  one 

eye 
To  laugh,  while  the  other  was  re.idy  to  cry. 
Which  makes  me  now  tell  you,  without  any 

brag,  [wag. 

He's  a  fecond  to  none  but  the  ^^  arwickfhire 
The  Jubilee  over,  I  came  to  this  place, 
To  tell  you  my  ftory,  andfuc  foryour grace: 
You  never  refus'd  it — yet  never  before. 
With  grantu'.gfuchkindnefs,bonnd  gratitude 

more. 
I  live  but  to  own,  with  a  diligent  fpirit, 
Yourfavours  have  ever  outrun  my  (lightmcrit- 


^79.  Prologue  to  DoBor  Lajiin  hit  Charted',  »7^?» 
Spoken  ly  Mr.  Foote.  Garricr. 

VTouR  fervant,kind  mafters,from  bottom  to 
*■  top,  fine.in  hopj 

Be  alTur'd,  while  1  breathe,  or  can  itand^l 
Be  you  pleafcd  to  fm:le,orbe  pleafed  10  grum- 
ble, [humble. 
Be  whatever  you  pleafe,  I  am  ftill  your  molt 
Andyctl  will  tell  it — aswellasi'mable.  [ode;  I  As  to  laugh  is  a  right  only  givfn  to  man, 
Firll,  fomething,  in  lingo  of  fchoolscall'd  an  Tokeepup  thatrighti«imy  pric'  plan 
All  critics,  they  told  me,  allow'd  very  good: 
One  faid — you  may  take  it  for  truth,  i  alfure 
ye,  [Drury, 
*T\vas  made  by  the  little  great  man  of  old 
By  my  brother  Martin  (for  whofe  fake,  d'ye 
hear  ?)  [peare*; 
This  night  I'd  a  mind  for  a  touch  at  Shakf- 
But.honeftly  fpeaking,!  take  more  delight  in 
A  bit  of  good  fun,  than  drums, trumpets, And 

fighting. 
The  proceflion,  'twas  faid,  would  have  been 
a  fine  train,  (rain". 

But  could  not  move  forward— O  la — for  the 


pup 
Fair  ladies,  (lon't  trown;  I  nw  too. 

What's  common  to  man,  mult  bt  vu.   r;i.n  to 

vou.  [curl. 

You  all  have  a  right  your  fwret  mufcles  to 
From  th^.-  old  (mivking  prude  to  the  titt*rii>g 

young  gul; 
And  ever  with  nleafurc  mybrain*  I  couldfpin. 
To  make  you  all  giggle,  and  vovi ,  ye  go.ls.^rin. 
In  liiis  prefent  fununcr,  as  well  as  thepaft. 
To  your  favour  again  w«  prefent  Dr.  Laft, 
Who,   by  wonderful  feats,  lu  the  pupet^  re- 

counted,  [*d. 

From  trudging  on  foot  to  hii chariot  b mount- 


This  alludes  to  Mr.  Wefton*s  defignof  playing  Richard. 


Among  ft 


ELEGANT   EXTRACTS, 


990 

Amongft  tJ»eoUl  Brironswhenwarwas  begun. 
Charioteers  would  flay  ten,  while  the  toot 
could  flay  one.  [Tent, 

Sowhendo^torsonwheelswithdifpatcliesare 
Mortality  bills  rife  a  thoufand  per  cent .  [fin'd  j 
But  think  not  to  phyfic  that  quackery's  con- 
All  the  world  is  a  ftage,  and  the  quacks  are 

mankind : 
There's  trade,  law,  and  ftate  quacks  i  nay, 

would  we  but  feaich, 

Wcfl:ould  find-Heaven  blcfsus!--fome  quacks 

in  the  church  !  [race. 

The  Tlift"  band  and  (lift"  bob  of  the  Mcthodill 

Give  the  balfam  of  life  and  the  linflure  of 

grace ; 
And  their  poor  wretched  patients  think  much 

pood  is  cv  ne  'em, 
Tho*  bliflcrsand  cauflics  arc  ever  upon  'em. 
Asforlawsand  the  liate,if  quackci  y'sa  curfe. 
Which  will  make  the  good  bad,  and  the  bad 

will  mak^worle, 
We  fhould  point  out  the  quack  from  the  re- 
gular brother ;  [ro'iher ! 
They  are  wifcr  than  I  who  can  tell  i-nc  from 
Can  theftage,  with  its  bills,  puti's,  and  pa- 
tients ftand  trial  ?  [Royal  ? 
Shall  we  find  out  no  quacksin  the  Theatre- 
Some  dramatical  drugs,  that  are  putV'd  on  the 

town, 
Caufe  many  wry  faces,  and  fear  ce  will  go  down. 
Nay,  an  audience  fometimes  will  in  quack'ry 
delight,  [one  night. 

And  fweat  down  an  author  fomc  pounds  in 
To  return  to  our  quack — fhould  he,  hclp*d 

by  the  weather, 
Raifelaughterandkindperfpiration  together; 
Should  his  noftrums  of  hip  and  of  vapours 

but  cure  ye, 
His  chariot  he  well  can  deferve,  I  afl'ure  ye  : 
•Tis  eafy  to  fet  up  a  chariot  in  town. 
And  cafler  flill  is  that  chariot  laid  down. 
lie  petitions  by  me,  both  asdodor  and  lover, 
That  you'll]  not  flop  his  whceU,  or  his  cha- 
riot tip  over.  [would  be, 
Fix  him  well,  I  befecch  you  ;  the  worit  on'i 
Should  you  overturn  him, you  n)ayoveifetme. 


§  80.  Epiiogve  to  the  DueUift  i   1773.   Spoken  hy 

Mifs  Barjanti. 
Co,  menof  valour  !  you  diflike  our  play  : 
•^  Nothing  againfl  it  do  the  ladies  lay. 
To  own  they're  pleas'd  the  critics  ever  loth, 
Mutter,"  A  Duellill,  with  fcarce  an  oath! 
**  Tii  like  his  hat  that  was  without  a  feather; 
•*  Duels  and  dammes  always  go  together." 
Old  Tinners,  loving  the  licentious  joke,[flroke; 
May  think  there  wants  too,  here  and  there,  a 
Kound  oaths  and  double  meanings  lircw'd 

between. 
With  them  the  virtues  of  the  comic  fcene, 
And  yet  the  town  in  gen'ral  is  fo  nice. 
It  holds  thefe  virtues  as  a  kind  of  vice: 
From  the  teeth  outwards  chafle,  their  hands 

before  'em, 
1  ike  re^,  even  demi-reps,  are  all  decorum. 


Book  IV. 


The'  grofs  their  thoughts,  fo  delicate  their 

hearing,  [ing, 

They  think  the  veryfla^efliould  fineforfwcar- 
Our  author  therefore  Icrupkd  to  employ 
V'our  vulgar  Damme,  fir  I  and  Damn>c,  boy! 
Nay,  when  by  chance  a  naughty  joke  came 

pat  in, 
He  wrjtpt  it  up.  you  know, in  lawyers*  Latin. 
So  much  refin'd  the  fcene  flnce  former  days, 
WhenCongreve,  Vanbrugh,Wycherly  wrote 

plays, 
*'  The  flage  fo  loofcly  did  Aflrea  tread, 
•*  Slie  fairly  put  all  chara^\crs  to  bed." 
Tho'  now  no  bard  would  venture  to  dcpofit 
A  macaroni  in  a  lady's  clofet  •, 
Led  the  frail  fair-one  he  be  thought  to  ruin, 
**  While  moon  and   ftars alone"    fee    what 

they  're  doing. 
In  the  old  play^i,  gallants  take  no  denial. 
But  put  the  ihugglingaclrefs  to  the  trial. 
Blefs  me  !  I  fluiduer  even  now  to  think. 
How  near  myfelf  may  come  to  danger's  brink  I 
In  modern  plays  mare  fafe  the  female  flation 
SeciTfce  as  our  fad  fclemn  (ituation! 
Norakifh  forward  fpark  dares  now  be  rude. 
The  Comic  Mufe    herfelf's  grown  quite  a 
No  wonder,  then,  if  in  fopure  an  age  fpradel 
No  Congreves  write  for  as  demure  a  uage  ! 

^  8x.   Prologue  to  the  School  for  Rakes  ;       1774« 
Spoken  by  Mr.  King.  G  A  R  R 1  c  ?: . 

T^HK  fcribbling  gentry,  ever  frank  and  free, 
■■•  Tofweeptheftage  with  Prologues,  fix  oa 
A  female  reprelentative  1  come.  [me.~ 

And  with  a  prologue,which  I  call  a  broom, 
To  fweep  the  critic  cobwebs  from  the  room. 
Critics,  likefpiders,  into  corners  creep. 
And  at  ik*w  plays   their  bloody  revels  keep: 
With  fomefmall  venom  clofe  in  ambufh  lie. 
Ready  to  feize  the  poor  dramatic  fly 


oa 

'■} 

'J 


The  weak  and  hcedlefs  foon  become  their 'I 

But  the  flrongblue-bottlc  will  forceits  way,  f 
Clean  well  its  wings,  and  hum  another  day.  J 


Unknown  to  nature's  laws,  we've  here  one 

evil ; 
For  flies,  turn'd  fpidcrs,  play  the  very  devil ! 
Fearing  fome  danger  1  will  lay  before  yc 
A  fliort,  true,  recent,  tragi-comic  flory. 
As  late  I  fauntcr'd  in  the  Park  for  air. 
As  free  from  thought  as  any  coxcomb  there. 
Twofparks  came  up  ;  one  w  hifper'd  in  my  ear. 
He  wasa  critic  ;  then  afk'd  n>e,  with  afneei-— 
Thus  flanding,  flaring — with  a  fwaggering* 

fwing, 
"You've  writ  a  farce?" — "YeSjSirjafoolifli 

thing:" 
"Damn'd  toolifli— You'd  better  mind  your 

a^ing.  King. 
**  *Tis  ten  to  one — 1  fpcak  it  for  your  fake, 
"That  this  famcfaice  will  prove — your  wit's 

laft  Stake."— 
*'lfcribbleforamufenient,boaflnopow'rs." — 
**Wrile   for  your   9wn  amufemen^,  not  for 

ours,'*^ 

Thus. 


1,   I 


BookIV,    prologues  and  EPILOGU  ES. 


Thus  he  went  on;  an4  with  his  plcafant  talk- 

ing. 
I  loft  the  appetite  I  got  with  walking. 
He  lau^h'd— I  bow'd  —but  ere  I  could  retreat, 
His  liifping  friend  did  thus  the  dole  repeat : 
*'Pray,  Sir, — this  Scliool  for  Rakes — the  wo- 
men's play 

**WIjendo  you  give  it   us?" — '<Next  Satur- 
day. 
**I  hope  ypu'Il  both  be  kind  to  her,  at  leaft." 
*'A  fcribbling  woman  is  a  dreadful  bea/l! 
"Then  they're  fougly,  all  the  female  wits— 
**l'll  damn  her  play — to  tluow  her  into  fits. 
"Had  Imy  will,thofeflatternfluttifhdamcs— 
•'Thcy  all  Hiould  fee    the   bottom   of  the 
Thames." 
If  you  arc  here,  good  Sirs,  to  breed  a  riot, 
\_  Looking  about  the  Uoufc' 
Don't  fhew  your  fpite;  for,ifyou  are  not  quiet, 
'Tis  ten  to  one — I  fpeakit  for^oi^r  fake, 
This  School  for  Rakes  will  prove^owr  Wit's 

laft  Stake: 
As  you  [TV  tht  Pit']  fave  me  from  their  tyran- 
nic will, 
You  will  not  let  them  ufe  a  woman  ill. 
Prote^^  her  and  her  brat — the  truly  brave 
Women  and  children  will  forever  fave. 


Our  landlords  are  gamc*cocki,  aod  fiiir  pUf 

but  grant  'em, 
I'll  warrant  you  pallimc  from  each  HltlobM* 

tam.  [foul, 

I.et's  return  to  the  puiu:h— I  hope  from  my 
That  now  the  old   Magpyc  iiuy  fell  you  « 

bowl. 
Wc  have  all  fort$  and  fize>>  a  quick  trade  to 

drive,  ffivet 

As  one  Oiilling,  two  fhilling,  three  niilllirt^. 
In  this  town  of  Siratfoid  we'll  have  each  a^ 

gtedient, 
Befide  a  kind  welcome  from  mc.your  obedient. 
I'll  now  fquecze  my  fruit,  put  lugar  and  rum 

in, 
And  be  back  in  a  moment  IBeU  rinp]   A 

coming,  a  coming,  4  coming  ! 


^82,    Prologue  to  t/ie  Jubilee;   1769.      Spoken  by 
Mr.  King  in  the  Ckara6ler  of  a  Waiter. 

Garrick. 
TTrom  London,  your  honours,  to  Stratford 
■*■  I'm  come:  [Tom; 

I'ma  waiter,yourhonours:  youknowbuftling 
Who,   prcud   of  your  orders,  and   bowing 

before  ye. 
Till  fupper  is  ready,  I'll  tell  ye  a  fiory. 
'Twixt     Houndow   and    Colnbrook,    two 
houfes  of  fame,  [by  name  : 

Well  known  on  that  road,  the  two  Magpyes 
The  oneoflongftanding,  theothera  newone; 
This  boafts  it's  the  old  one,  and  that  it's  the 

true  one. 
Sure   we,  the  old  Magpye,    as    well  as  the 
younger,  [ftronger. 

May  boaft  that  our  liquor  is  clearer  and 
Of  bragging  and  puffing  you  make  but  a  jeft; 
You  talte  of  us  both  and  will  ftick  to  thebeft. 
A  race  we  have  had  for  your  paflime  and 
laughter  ;  [ping  after. 

Young  Mag  ftarted  firft,  with  old  Mag  hop- 
'Tisfaid  the  old  houfe  hathpolfcfs'd  a  receipt 
To  make  a  choice  mixture  of  four,  ftrong,  and 

fweet  J 

A"J ubilee  punch,  which,  right  fkllfully  made, 

Infur'd    the   old    Magpye   a   good    running 

trade  :  [no. 

But  think  you  we  mean  to  monopolize  ? — ^No, 

Weare  like  brother  Afhley, pro  publico  bono, 

Each  Magpye,  your  honours,    will  pick  at 

his  brother,  [each  other. 

And  their  natures  were  always  to  crib  from 

Young  landlords  and  old  opes  are  taught  by 

their  calling  [ing 

To  laugh  at  engrofling — but  pra«5lifefor.«ftall- 


S  S3.   Prologue  to  theCKriJimat  Tde ;   1774, 
Garrick. 
Mufic play Sf  and  enter fcveral  perfont  with  diffierewt 

kinds  of  dijhes. 
Enter  Mr.  Palmer  in  the  CkaraQtr  ofChriJImM'. 

r^  o  on — prepare  my  botmty  for  my  friends, 
^  And  fee   that  Mirth,  with  all  her  crew, 
attends. 

To  the  Audience. 
Behold  a  perfonage,  well  known  to  fame, 

OnceloT'dand  honour'd Chridmas  ism^ 

My  officers  of  Hate  my  tafte  difplay  ;  [name! 
Cooks,  fculHons,   pafiry-cooks,  prepare  my 

way  ; 
Holly  and  ivy  round  me  honours  fpread. 
And  my  retinue  (hew — I'm  not  ill-fed  ; 
Minc'd  pies,  by  v.ay  of  belt,  my  breaft  divide. 
And  a  large  carving-knife  adorns  my  fide, 
'Tis  no  fop's  wc.ipon,  't  will  be  often drawnt 
This  turban  for  my  head— is  coUar'd  brawn. 
Tho'  old,  and  wliite   my  lucks,  my  cheek* 
are  cherry ;  (merry, 

Warm'd  by  good  fires,  good  cheer,  I'm  always 
With  carrol,  fiddle,  dance,  and  plcafanl  laic, 
J  eft,  gibe,  prank,  gambol ,  mummery,  and  aU, 
I  Englifh  hearts  rejoic'd  in  days  of  yore  ;1 
ForncwftrangemodeSjimportcdbythefcorc,  > 
Youwill  notfure  lurnChriftmaf  out  ofdoori  J 
Suppofe  yourfelvcs  well  featcd  by  a  fire, 
(Stuck  clofe,  you  fceramore  warm  than  you 

defire) 
Old  Father  Chriftmas  now  in  all  f  '     '  "■ . 
Begs  withkindheartsyou'lllirtciit 
Clear  well  your  thoughts  from  pe.  1    .      i 

fpleen. 
Hear  my  tale  out,  fee  all  that's  t<^  be  fcen, 
Takecare.mychil  lrcn,that  you  w 
You, Sir,  inblue,  rcdcape,  notqur 
That  critic  there  in  black—follci 
Before  you  frown,  pray  let  the  IhI'. 
You  in  the  ciimfon  capuchin,  I  t,. .  ,  -- ,  1 
Why,  madam,  at  this  time  fo  croli  »ppc*r  I 
you  ?  [band  near  you.  j 

Ejccufe  me,  pray— I  did  not  fee  youf  huf.  J 
DoR't  think,fair  ladies,  I  expert  that  yoi.f  .lo 
Shouldhcaimy  ujc-you've  fometbinije^jji 'f 
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Nor  will  oar  beaux  old  Englifhfarc  eticou- 

ragc ; 
Ko  foreign  tafte  could  e'er  digcft  plum-por- 

ridjie. 
I  have  no  fiiiice  to  quicken  lifclefs  linners ; 
My  food  is  meant  for  honeft  hearty  grinners. 
For  you,  your  fpirits  with  good  ftmnachsl 

bring,  [ring:  I 

O  make  the  neighb'ring  roof  witli  rapture  T 
Openyonrniouths,pray,fwallowevcry thing!  J 
Cr»tics,bew2ire  how  you  our  pranks  defpifc;i 
Hearwelhnytale,oryounian't  tourhinypies;  I 
Theproverb  change-Be  merrybut  not  wife.  J 

^  84.     Prologue  to  the  Maid  of  the  Oaks;  1774. 
iipoAen  by  Mr.  King  in  tlu  Charachr  of  Fame. 

G  A  R  R 1 C  K  . 


TT!CLiKEtoancientFame,alIcyes,toiigues,1 
^         ears,  | 

Sec  modern  FaTne,arm'd  cap-a-pie, appears,  ) 
In  ledgers,  chronicles,  gazettes,  and  gazet 


teers !  J 

My  foaring  wings  are  fine  election  fpceches. 
And  puff's  of  candidates  fupply  my  brecclies. 
■My  cap  is  fatire,criiicifm,  wit — 
Is  there  a  head  that  wants  it  in  the  pit  ? 

[OJferingit. 
Ko  flowing  robe  and  trumpet  mc  adorn  ; 
I  wear  a  jacket,  ;tnd  I  wind  a  horn. 
Pipe,  fong  and  paftoral,  for  five  months  paft, 
PufTd  well  by  me, have  been  the  grncral  tafic. 
Now  Maryboneihines  forth  togaping  ciowdi.; 
NowHighgate  glittersfromherliili  ot  c  louds  ; 
St.  George's  Fields,  with   taftc    and  fafhion 

ftruck, 
Difplay  Arcadia  at  thcDogand'Ouck  : 
And  Driiry  Mifles  here,  •*  in  tawdry  pride, 
•'  Are  there  Palloras  by  the  fountain  (idc." 
To   frowfy   bow'rs  they  reel  lhiou<^h  mid- 
night damps. 
With  Fauns  half  drunk,  and  Dryads  break- 

ing  lamps. 
Both  far  and  near  did  this  new  whimfy  run, 
One  night  it  frifk'd,  forfooth,  at   Iflington. 
And  now,  as  for  the  public  bound  to  cater, 
Our  manager  muft  have  \\\%f«te  champt'tre. 
How  is  the  weather?- Pretty  clear  and  bright. 

Looking  alcut. 
A  ftorm's  the  devil  on  champetrc  night ! 
Lcfl  it  fliould  fall  to  fpoil  the  author's  fcenes, 
J'il   catch   this  gleam,  to  tell  you  what  he 

means : 
He  means  a  fhow  as  brilliant  as  at  Cox's, 
Laugh/or  the  pit,  and  may  heat  the  boxes; 
Song,  chorus,  frolic,  dance,  and  rural  play. 
The  merry-making  of  a  wedding  day. 
Whofc  is  the  piece? — 'Tisall  furmi(e,  fuggef- 
tion —  [qucflion. 

Is*t  his,  or  hers,   oryours.  Sir?   I'hat's  the 
The  parent,  bafhful,  wliimfical,  or  poor. 
Left  it  a  puling  infant  at  the  door  ; 
* Twas  laid  on  flowr's,  and  wrapp'd   in  fan- 
cied cloaks,  -   [Oaks. 
And  on   the  breaJl  was  written —Afa/t/  o'the 


»und — the  girls  ca-^ 

[and  blefs'd  it ;  I 

abc  ! — theyprais'd  > 

I'd,  took  it  in,  and  I 


The  a(flor8  crowded  round — the  girls  ca- 

rcfs'd  it : 
Lord  !  the  fweet  pretty  babe 
The  mafter  pccp'd,  fmil'  " 

dre^^'d  it. 

Whate'er  its  birth,  protefl  it  from  the  curfc 
Of  being  fmother'd  by  a  parifh  nurfe  : 
As  you  're  kind,  rear  it-— if  you're  Cuiious, 

praife  it : 
And  ten  to  one  but  vanity  betrays  it. 


§  85.   Occafional  Prologue,  upcn  Mr.  Lacysjirjl 
Appearance  in  the  Character  of  AUxnncUr, 

Garrick. 

TV  Macedon  when  Alexan3er  reign'd, 
*  And  viflory  after  vi(flory  was  gain'd  ; 
The   Greek    Gazettes  (for  they  had  papers 

there), 
Publifli'da  thoufandfibs— — asthcy  do  here, 
From  them  one  Curtius  wrote  of  Philip's  fon, 
Howlie  did  things — which   never  could  be 

done! 
Unlike  his  copy,  who  will  foon  appear, 
His  mighty  foul  ne'er  knew  the  fmalleft  fear: 
Tho'  laurel-crown'd  our  pale  young  monarch 
comes  [dnmisj 

Trembling  amidfl  his  triumphs,  ftiouts,  and 
Would  give  up  all  his  viO^t'nes,  falfeor  true. 
To  gain  one  greater  conqueft —  that  of  you  . 
**  Lord!"  cries  a  buxom  widow,loud  and  \ 
flrong,  [wrong."  f 

"He's  quite  a  boy  1    to  play   that  part  is  > 
*' Madam,  he's  fix  feet  high, and  cannot  be  I 
too  young."  J 

**  He  looks  fo  n^odcft,  hardly  fpeaks  a  word. 
**  Can  he  with  proper  fpiril  draw  his  (word  ? 
**  A  face  fo  fmooth  \\  here  neither  ragcnor  pride 
**  Fits  not  the  hero .'* —Fronti  nulla Jicl< s . —  [is. 
In  Englifli  thus:  Truft  not  to  looks,  they'll 
cheat  us:  fus  ? 

BouncM  not  Sir  Swagger  lately, as  bc'd  beat 
And  was  not  he,  with  all  his  frowns  and  airs, 
By  one  whofccni'd  all  meekner->,kick'd  down 
MifsB — ,  all  delicacy,  nerve,  and  fcar.fftairs, 
Flop'd  laft  week  with  a  horfe  grenadier  I 
And  our  advent'rer,  tho*  fo  mild  and  civil. 
If  you  once  roufe  him,  plays  the  very  devil! 
"  Indeed!"  cries  niadam,  **Sir,  I'm  nuich 
your  debtor;  [better." 

"  I   fliould  be  glad  to  know  the  young  nun 
Twice  our  young  hero,who  for  glory  tow 'rs, 
In   fields   lefs  dang'rous  tried  his    unknown 

powr's, 
Like  a  young  fwimmcr,  whom  hi:>fcarscom- 

mand ; 
In  fhallowrtreams  firfl  vcntur'd  fron'i  the  land. 
Till, bolder  grown, the  rougher  wave  he  (Icm.., 
Plunges  from  giddy  heights  into  the  Thames. 
F'en  now  he  ftarts  to  hear  the  torrent  roar. 
While  his palefates  (land  frighted  on  thefliorcl 
Soon  will  he  leap  the  precipice — Yo\ir  nod 
Sinks  him,  or  lUts  him  to  u  demi-god. 
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'  ''Keep  it  up  \  keep  it  up !  damiile,  lake  your 

fwjng!  Ukhif*'. 

•«BonTon  IS  lifr.   mvbov:    BonTon'i  il/ 


86.  Prologvefpokcn  by  Mr.  Yates,  on  opening  a 

new  Theatre^  built  for  him  by  the  inhabitants  of 

Birmingham,  !•'  o  O  T  F. . 

'l7ROMftddling,fretting,MonfieurandSignor, 

-*•    And  all  the  dangers  of  the  Italian  (horc  ; 

From   fqiieaking    monaichs  and  chromatic 

queens, 
And  Metafblio's  mix'd  and  mangled  fcenes, 
Where  Falhion,  and  not  Feeling,  bears  the 

fway, 
Whilll  Senfe  and  Nature  coyly  keep  away, 
I  <:ome. — All  hall  tiie  confccratcd  caith,* 
Wliofe  bounteous  bo(om<rave  our  Shakfpeare 

birth! 
Gave  that  great  mafterof  the  fcenic  art 
To  feed  the  fancy,  and  correct  the  heart  \ 
To  check  th'  unruly  paHions'  wild  career, 
And  draw  from  Pity's  eye  the  tender  tear ; 
Of  Folly's  fons  t'  explore  the  ample  train, 
The  fot,  the  fop,  the  vicious,  and  the  vain  ; 
Jlypocrify  to  drag  from  her  difguife, 
And  Afteclation  hunt  through  all  her  lies: 
Such  was  your  bard.  Who  then  can  deem  the 
"The  worthlefsfav'rite  of  an  idle  age  ?  [tlage, 
^)rjudgethatpleafure,withinftrudtionjoin'd, 
Can  foil  the  manners,  or  corrupt  the  mind  ? 
Far  other  thoughts  your  generous  breaft  in- 

fpire, 
Touch'd  with  a  fpark  of  truePromethian  fire: 
Sure  that  the  Arts  with  Commerce  came  to 

earth, 
That  the  fame  parents  gave  thofefiflers  birth, 
Cold  creeping  Prejudice  youdar'd  defpife, 
And  bade  this  Temple  to  the  mufes  rife. 
O  that  my  tongue  could  utter  all  I  feel  ! 
Or  that  my  powers  were  equal  to  my  zeal ! 
Plac'd  by  your  favour,  not  byrigiit  divine,"] 
Th'unworthy  high  prie(tof  thefacred  nine,  V 
Kotaintedincenfelhouldpollutetheirnirine,J 
Kor  aught  be  offer'd  to  the  public  view, 
But  what  was  worthy  them — and  worthy  you. 


^87.  Prologue  to  Bon  Ton  I  1775.  Colman. 
"pASHioN  in  ev'ry  thing  bears fovereign  fway, 
-*•   And  words  and  periwigs  have  both  their 

Each  have  their  purlieus  too,  are  modifh  each, 
In  Hated  di(tri(^ls,  wigsas  well  as  fpeech. 
The  Tyburn  fcratch, thick  club,  and  Temple 

tie  J  [high  } 

The  parron*s  feather-top,  frizz'd  broad  and 
The  coachman's  cauliflow'r,  built  tiers  on 

tiers  ; 
Differ  not  more  from  bags  and  brigadiers. 
Than  great  St.  George's  or  St.  James's  flyles 
xromthe  broad  dialed  of  Broad  St.  Giles. 
What  is  Bon  Ton? — **0,   damme?"   cries  a 

buck,  [luck  : 

Half  drunk--^**a(k  me,  rRydear,and  you  're  in 
'''Bon  Ton's  to  fvvear,break  windowsjbeat  the 

watch,  (catch. 

"Pick  ub  a  uencJi,  drink  healths,  and  roar  a 


Bon  Ton  is  life,  inybov;  Bon 
•*Ahl  I  lovcslifc,  andallthejoyMt  yields* 
SaysMadamcFuHock.w  arm  from  Spital!icld)U 
♦•Bon  Ton's  the  fpacc  'twixt  Saturday  aftd 

Monday, 
"And  riding  in  a  one.horfe  chair  o*  Sunday! 
•*  'Tis  drinking  tea,  on  fummcr  aftcmooni, 
"At  Bagniggc  Wells,  with  china  and  %\\% 

fpoons I 
"  'Tis  laying  by  our  (luffs,  red  cloaki,  sad 

pattens, 
"To  dance  f(7a;//7//ow  all  in  filks  and  fatinil** 
"Vulgar!"— cries  Mifs—"Obfcrvc,in  higher 

life,  fwifet 

"Tlie  feather'd  fpinfter,  and  thrice-feather'4 
"The  Club's  Bon  Ton.    Boh  Ton*ftaco%^^ 

flant  trade 
* 'Of  rout, /.Jfino,  ball,  and  mafqueradc' 
"  *Tis  plays   artd   puppet-lhowi — 'tis  fontc- 

thing  new  ; 
"  'Tis  lofing  thoufands  every  nightat  /«/ 
"Nature  it  thwarts,  and  contradicts  all  reafori, 
"  'Tis  ftiif  French  ftays,  and  fVuit  trhcfl  out 

of  feafon  ! 
"A  rofe,  when  half-a-guinea  is  jhe  price  1 
"A  fet  of  bays  fcarce  biggcrthan  fix  mice  : 
"To  vifit  friends — you  never  wiHi  to  fee  ; 
"Maniage'twixt  thofe  who  never  can  a<'ree. 
"Old  dowagers,  drefa'd,  painted,  patch'd  and 

curl'd— —  ,     . 

"This  is  Bon  Ton, and  this  we  call  the  nmUl** 
"True,"  fays  my  Lord,  "andihou,  my  only 

fon,  Pronl 

"Whate'er  your  faults,  nc*cr  fin  againft  Bort 
"Who  toils  for  learning  at  a  public  fcliool, 
"And  digs  for  Greek  and  Latin,  is  a  fool. 
"French,  French, my  boy,  's  the  thing !  ja/tzt 

prate,  chatter  ! 
"Trim  be  themode»  whipt^fyllabubthc  mat- 
ter !  [pes* 
"Walk  like  a  Frenchman;  fof,  on   Englith 
"Moves  native  awkwardnefs  with   two  left 

legs. 
"Of  courtly  friendfhip  form   a  treacherous 

league,  [intrijoic ; 

"Seduce  men's  daughters,   ^vith  their  wives 
"In  Tightly  femiciicles  roUi 
"Keep  your  teeth  clean- 
talk  fails 
"But  never  laugh,  whatever  ^ 
"Nothin;4  but   nonfenfc  e'er  give    laiij;hicr 

birth,  , 

"That   vulgar  way  the  VUglar  (hew   their 

mirth. 
"Laughter's  a  rude  convulfiort,    fenic  that 

jurtles, 
"Difhirbs  the  cockles,  artd  diftortstlle  mxxU 

clcs. 
"Hearts  may  be  black,  but  all  ftlould  wear 

clean  thccs; 
<  The  graces,  boy!  Thegracesigraces,grarci' 


rs,   Avith  their  wives 
round  ydur  nails      "j 
I— andgrin»iflmall.  f 

iteverjtfft  prevails:  J 


Shukrceare  was  born  in  WarwickfliitT, 


SuJi 
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Such  Is  Bon  Ton!    and  walk  this  city 

through. 
In  building,  fcribbling,  fighting,and  wVfu, 
And  various  other  (hapes,   'twill  raifc  to 

view: 
To-night  our  Baycs,  with  bold  but  carelcfs 

tints. 
Hits  off  a  fketch  or  two,  like  Darly's  prints. 
bhouldcoiinoifTeursallow  his  rough  draughts 

flrike  'em, 
'Twill  be  Bon  Ton  to  fee  'em,and  to  like  'em- 


^  88.  Prologveto  the  Rivals-,  1775.  Sheridan. 
Lntcr  Sarjeant   at  Law^    and  Attorney  following 

and  giving  a  Paper, 
^^j'  TX^HAT's  here  ?— a  vile  cramp  hand  ! 

1  cannot  fee 
Without  my  fpeaacles.  ^«.Hemcanshisfee. 
rs^ay,  Mr.  Serjeant,  good  Sir,  try  again. 

[Gives  money. 
Serj.  Thefcrawl  improves — [more']0  come, 
'tis  pretty  plain. 
Iley  '.how'sthis? — Dibblel—furc  it  cannot  be! 
A  poet's  brief!  a  poet — and  a  fee  ! 

Att.  Yea,  Sir!  tho'_>vi/,  without  reward,   I 
know,  (So,  fo  ! 

"\N''ould  gladly  plead  the  mufes'  caufe — Serj. 
Att.    And   if  the  fee  offends,  your   wrath 
fliouldfall 
On  me. — Strj.  Dear  Dibble,no  offence  at  all. 
Alt.  Some  fbns  of  Phoebus  in  tiie  Courts  we 
meet — 
Sfrf»  And  fifty  fons  of  Phoebus  in  the  Fleet ! 
Att.  Nor  pleads. he  worfe,  who  with  a  de- 
cent fprig 
Of  bays  adorns  his  legal  wafte  of  wig. 

Serj.   Full-bottom'd  heroes  thus  on  figns 
A  leaf  of  laurel  in  a  grove  of  curl  !       j  unturl 
Yet  tell  your  client  tliat,  in  advei  fc  days, 
This  wig  is  warmer  than  abuHi  of  bays. 
Att.   Do  you  liien.  Sir,    my  client's  place 
fupply, 
Profufe  of  robe,  and  prodigal  of  tye 
Do  yen, with  all  thofeblufhing  powers  ofl 
And  wonted  baf})fulhe(itatiiig  grace,  [face,  > 
Kife  in  the  court,  and  flourilh  on  the  cafe.  J 

[Exit. 

Serj.  For  praflice  then  fuppofc — this  brief 

will  (hew  it— 

Me,SerieantWoodward—counfel  for  the  poet. 

Us'd  to  the  ground — I  know  'tis  hard  to  deal 

With  this  dread  Ct^^r^,  from  whence  thcre's/i^ 

afJprai  ; 
No  tricking  here  to  blunt  the  edge  of /a*'. 
Or  danui'd  in  equity — cfcape  hy  flaw  ; 
B  Hi  judgment  ^^stn— your f,nte nee  mu(t  remain; 
No  turit  of  error  lie*— to  Drury-lane  I 

Yet  whenfokind  you  feeni,  'tis  part  difpute 
We  gain  fome  favour,  if  not  cojls  offuit. 
No  fpleen  is  hrre  !    1  fee  no  hoarded  fury  ; 
I  think  I  ncverfac'damildei'jury  !  [portation, 
Si  1  cHc  our  plight ! — whtre frowns  arctranf- 
A  h>fs  the  gi^llow^ — and  a  groan  damnation  I 
But  I'uch  the  public  candour,  without  fear 
My  client  waves  all  nf^td  <J  JiaiUnge  here. — 


No  newfman  from  our  fefTion  is  difmifs'd. 
Nor  wit,  nor  critic,  we  fcratch  off  the  lift  j 
His  faults  can  never  hurt  another's  eafe. 
His  crime  at  worft — a  bad  attempt  to  pleafe  i 
Thus,  all  refpeiling  he  appeals  to  all, 
And  by  the  general  voiec  w'xWfland  or  fait, 

^89.   Epilogue  to  the  fame  \  1775.   ShfriDAN. 
t   A  D 1 E  s ,  for  yon — 1  heard  our  poet  fay , 
*-^  He'd  try  to  coax  fome  moral  from  his  play  ? 
*One  moral's  plain.'criedl/Nvithout  more  fufs; 
♦Man's  focial  happinefs  all  refts  on  us  : 
*Thro'  all  thedrama,  whether  damn'dornoti 
*Love  gilds  i\\cfccne,  and  li/owrn  guide  the  plot, 
*From  ev'ry  rank  obedience  is  our  due  : 
*D'  ye  doubt  >. — the  world's  great  flage  (hall 

prove  it  true.' 
The  cit,  well  (kill'd  to  Ihiin  domcftic  ftrifc. 
Will  fup  abroad;  but firft— he'll aflc  his  wife, 
John  Trot, his  friend, for  once  will  do  the  fame; 
But  then — he'll  juiifep  home  to  tell  his  dame. 

The  furly  fquire  at  noon  refolves  to  rule, 
Andlialf  the  day — Zounds  1  Madam  is  a  fool  \ 
Convinc'd  at  night, the  Tanquiih'dvi.Jlor  fays. 
Ah,  Kate!  you  women  hMvefuck  coxing rvayii 

The  jolly  /<>^fr  chides  each  tardy  blade, 
Till  reeling  Bachus  calls  on  love  for  aid: 
Thenwitheachtoall  he  fees  fair  bumpers  fwim, 
And  kiffcs  Chioe  on  the  fparkling  brim  I 

Nay,  1  have  heard  that  rtatfcmen,great  and 
wife, 
WiW fometimes  counfel  with  a  lady|$  eyes  j 


Is  viewed  the  mifrrJ'Sf  or  is  heard  the  wife. 
The  poorelt  peafant  of  the  poorcfl  foil, 
The  child  ot  poverty,  and  heir  to  toil. 
Early  from  radiant  love's  impartial  light 
Steals  one  fmall  fpark  to  cheer  his  world   of 

night ; 
Dear  fpark  !   that  oft,  thro' winter's  chilling 

woes. 
Is  all  the  warmth  his  little  cottage  knows! 

The  wand'ring  tar— who  not  ioryear$  has 
prefs*d 
The  widow'd  partner  of  his  day  of  reft, 
On  the  cold  deck,  far  from  her  arms  remov'd. 
Still  hums  the  ditty  which  his  Sufan  lov'd  : 
And  while  around  the  cadence  rude  is  blown. 
The  boatfwain  uhiftlcs  in  a  fofter  tone. 

The/o/./i>r,  fairly  proud  of  wounds  and  toil. 
Pants  for  the  triumph  of  his  Nancy's  fmilc; 
But  ere  the  battle,  ftiould  he  lift  hercrie«, 
The  lover  trembles— and  the  hero  dies! 
That  heart,  by  war  and  honour  fteel'd  to  fear. 
Droops  on  a  figh,  and  fickens  at  a  tear  ! 

But  ye  more  cautious— yc  nice  judging  few, 
Who  give  to  beauty  only  bca\ity's  due, 
Tho'   friends   to   Love— /<:  view  with  deep 

regret 
Our  conqueftsmarr'd,  and   triumphs  incom- 

P""'  Till 
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Till  polifh'd  wit  more  laftingcharmsdifclofc, 
And  judgment  fix  the  darts  which  beauty 

throws. 
In  female  breafts  did  fenfe  and  merit  rule, 
The  lover's  mind  would  afk  no  other  fchool ; 
Sham'd  into  fenfe — the  fcholars  of  our  eyes. 
Our  beaux  from^a/Zanirr  would  foon  be  wife; 
Would  gladly  light,  their  homage  to  improve. 
The  lamp  of  knowledge  at  the  torch  of  love  ! 


S90- 


Epilogue  to  'Edward  and  Eleanor  a  ;     1 77  5. 
Sheridan. 
"Y'e  wedded  critics,*  who  have  mark'd  our 
■■•  tale. 

How  fay  you  ?  doesour  plot  mnatureiaW  ? 
May  we  not  boaft  that  many  a  modern  wife 
Would  lofe  her  own  tofave  zhufband's  life  ? 
Would  gladly  die O  monltrous  and   ill 

bred !  [head ! 

There's  not  a  hufband   here  but  fhakes  his 

But  you,  my  gall'ry  fricndsf — come,  what 

fay  you  ?  [too  ! 

Your  wivesare  with  you — (hake  their  noddles 

Above  there— hey, lads!  +  You'll  not  treat 

us  fo^ —  l^Nol 

You  fide  witha5  ? — They  grin  and  grumble. 

Yet  hold — tho'  thefe  plain  folks  traduce 

their  doxies, 
Sure  we  \\ViVt  Eleonoras\v\  the  boxes  ! 

Inhuman  beaux! — whythatill-natur'dfneer? 

What,  then,  you  think  there  is  no  fuch  idiot 

here  ? 

Thereare,nodoubt,tho'rare  to  find, I  know, 

WhocoulJ'lofehufbands,yetfurvivetheblow; 

Two  years  a  wife — view    Lefbia,    fobbing, 

crying  ; 
Her  chair  is  waiting — but  my  Lord  is  dying : 
Preparing  for  the  word,  (he  tells  her  maid 
Tocountermandher  points, and  newbrocade; 
*'For,  O !   if  I  (hould  lofe  the  bejl  ofmtn, 
**Heaven  knows  when  I  fliallfeethe  C/w/^  again. 
"So,  Lappet,  fhouldhe  die  while  I  am  out, 
"You'll  fend  for  me  at  Lady  Bafto's  rout , 
**Thedo£lorfaid  he  might  holdout  till  three, 
"But  I  ha'  n't  fpirits  for  the  Coterie!'' 
Now  change  the  fcene — place  madam  in  the 

fever, 
My  lord  for  comfort  at  xheS^avoir  Vivre  ; 
His  valet  enters — fhakes  his  meagre  head — 
"Chapcau, what  news  ?"—'♦  Ah !  Sir,my  lady 's 

dead!" 
"The  duce  !— 'tis  fudden,    faith— but  four 

days  lick  i 

**Well^  fevcn's  the  main — (poor  Kate!) — ele- 
ven 's  a  nick." 
But  hence  reflexions  on  a  fenfelefs  train. 
Who,  lofl  to  real  joy,  ftiould  feel  no  pain; 
*Mongfl  Britain's  daughters  ftill  can  Hymen's 

light  ["igUt  J 

R.eveal  the  love  which  charm'd  your  hearfsto- 
Shew  beauteous   martyrs,  who  would  each 

prefer, 
To  die  for  hint,  who  long  has  Uv'd  for-^^rj 


} 


Domefiic  heroines,  who  wiih  fondert  care 
Outfmilc  a  hufband's  griefs,  or  claim  a  (hare  ; 
Search  where  the  ranklint?  rvils  mf>ft  thoMn! , 
And  heal  with  cherub. !  i 

Nay,  fuch  bright  V'  , 

Were  not  alone  to  Edward  •>  ua^  .  (.ui.:.:;  n  ; 
Still,    fiill    they  beam    around     Britann    '4 
And  grace  an  Eltoncra  of  our  own.     [tkrune, 

^91.     Prologue  to  BroTanzd.     MutfHT. 
\V^HiLE,inrhefeday8offen'imentandgrace 

Poor  comedy  in  tears  rcfigns  her  place. 
And,  fmit  with  novels  full  of  maxims  crude. 
She  that  was  fiolic  once  now  turn"?  a  prude  ^ 
To  her  great  end  the  rragic  mufe  afpires. 
At  Athens  born,  and  faithful  to  her  fires. 

The  comic  fifter  in  hyfleric  fit, 
You'd  fwear  has  loft  her  memory  of  wit 
Folly  for  her  may  now  exult  on  high  ; 
Feather'd  by  ridicule,  no  arrows  fly  ; 
But,  if  you  are  diftrefs'd  fhc  's  fure  to  cry. 
She  that  could  jig,  and  nick-name  all  heaven's 

creatures, 
With  forrows  not  her  own  deforms  her  feau 

tures ; 
With  fialercflcftions keeps acoiiftant pother; 
Greece  gave  her  one  face,  and  fhc  make* 
So  very  pious,  and  fofuU  of  woe,  [another — 
You  well  may  bid  her,    "To  a  nunnery  go.  * 

Not  fo  Melpomene  ;  to  nature  true, 
She  holds  her  own  great  principle  in  view. 
She,  from  the  firft,  when  men  her  pow'rcon- 

fefs»d,  [breaft. 

When   grief  and  terror  fciz'd  the  tortur'd 
She  made  to  ftrike  Ijer  moral  to  the  mind. 
The  llage  the  great  tribunal  of  mankind. 

Hither  the  worthies  of  each  clime  fhc  draws. 
Who  founded  ftates,  orrefcueddjing  laws  j 
Who,  in  bafe  times,  a  life  of  glory  led, 
And  for  their  coimtry  who  have  loil'd  or  bled. 
Hither  they  come — again  ihcy  breathe,  they 

live ; 
And  virtue's  meed  throughevery:.  *   -. 

Hither  the  murd'rer  comes,  v  .' 

mien,  l.^l... 

And  the  fiend  confciencc  hunts  him  o'er  the 
None  are  exempted;  all  miift  ic-aPiuar, 
And  even  kingsattend  for  jr.  e; 

Here  find  the  day, when  they  il.  .  bufe. 

Is  a  fcene  furnifli'd  to  the  trai;ic  nuife. 

Such  i  s  her  art }  weakcn'd  perhaps  at  length. 
And,  whilefheaimsat  beaut}  , '  '  ""ngth. 
Oh  !  when,  rcfuming  all  her  ', 

Shall  her  trueenergy  alarm  :..-  .:  j,    .' 
This  night  a  bard  (our  hopes  may  rife  to* 

high—  [try)— 

'  Tis  yours  to  judge,  *tis  yours  the  caufe  to 
This  night  a  bard,  as  yet  unknown  to  fanrj". 
Once  more,  we  hope, will  roufc  a.gcnuine 

flame. 
His  no  French  play— tame,  pn!w1»'iT,  dull  bv 

rule  : 
Vigorous  he  comes,  and  wji :: 


•  To  tlie  Pit, 
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Infpir'd  by  him,  he  fhews  in  glarinj;  lif;ht 
A  nation  ftrugglins  with  tyrannic  ini<;ht; 
Oppredjon  rufhing  on  witli  giant  ftridts  ; 
A  deep  confpirucv,  which  virtue  guides; 
Hcroc:;,  for  iVfeJom  who  dare  ftrikc  ihc  blow, 
A  tablature  of  honour,  guilt  and  woe 
If  on  his  canvas  nature's  colours  Ihinc, 
You'll  praife  the  Imnd  that   traced  the  juft 
defign. 


9t. 


Epilogue  by  Mr.  Garrkk^   en  (juiulng  the 

A    VETERAN  fee!  wliofelaft  afl  on  the  (lage 
•**•  Entreats  your  fmiles  for  ficknefs  :tnd  for 

age  ;  [mind  ; 

Their  caufe  I  plead— plead  it  in  heart  and 
A  fellow.fceling  makes  one  wondrous  kind  ; 
Might  we  but  hope  your  /ealwould  not  be  Icfs, 
"When  I  am  gone,  to  patronize  diftrel's, 
That  hope obtain'd  the  wifh'd-forend  fecures, 
To  foothe  their  cares  who  oft  have  lighten'd 

yours. 
Shall  the  great  heroes  of  celeftial  line, 
Who  drank  full  bowls  of  Greek  and  Roman 

wine, 
Ctcfar  and  Brutus,  Agamemnon,  Het5\or, 
Nay,  Jove  himlelf,  who  here  has  quaff'd  his 

ne^lar ! 
Shall  tliey  who   gorcrn  fortune,  cringe  and 

court  her, 
Thirft  in  their  age,andcall  in  vain  for  porter? 
Like  Belifarius  tax  the  pitying  flreet 
With  date  obolum  to  all  they  meet  ?         [gore  ; 
Sha'n't  I, who  oft  have  drcnch'd  my  hand* in 
Stabb'd  many,poifon'd  f^nie, beheaded  more? 
Who  numbers  flew  in  battle  on  this  plain— 
Sha'n't  I,  the  flayer,  try  to  feed  the  llain  ? 
Brother  to  all,  with  equal  love  I  view 
The  men  who  flew  mc,  and  the  men  I  ilew : 
1  muft,  I  will  this  happy  proje*^  Icir.c, 
That  thofe  too  old  to  die  may  live  with  cafe. 
Suppofe  the  babes  I  fmother'd  in  the  Tow'r, 
By  chance,or  ficknefs, lofe  their  ailing  pow  'r, 
Shall  they,  once  princes,  worfe  than  all  be 

fcrv'd—  [ftarv'd  i 

In  childhood  murder'd,  and,  when  murdcr'd 
Matrons  half  ravifli'd  for  your  recreation, 
In  age  fliould  never  want  fomc  confolation. 
Can  I,  young  Hamlet  once,  to  nature  lod. 
Behold,  O  horrible!  my  father's ghoU, 
With  grifly  beard,  pale  cheek,   (talk  up  and 

down, 
And  he,  the  royal  Dane,  want  half  a  crown  ? 
Forbid  it,  ladies  !  gentlemen,  forbid  it  t 
Give  joy  to  age,  and  let  *em  fay-.you  did  it. 
To  you,  yc  gods !  •   I  make  my  laft  appeal ; 
You  have  a  right  to  judge,  as  well  as  feel ; 
Will  your  high  wifdoms  to  our  fchcme  incline, 
That  kings,  queens,  heroes,  gods,  and  ghofts 

may  dine  ? 
Olympus  fhakes  I-.-that  omenallfecures ; 
^l4y  cv'ry  j«y  you  gire  ba  tenfold  yours  ! 


h  93*     Pro/r.que  to  the  Capuchin  \  1776.  Spokai 
hy  Mr.  Foote.  Colman. 


cdiung:*  inai  i  never  mean  ; 
Aticr  I  bring  to  view,  "1 

of  the  child,  'tis  true,  > 

his  cluift'ning  owes  to  you.  J 


n : 

Is,  con-'l 
[trade,  I 
[lock  in  j 


/^HiTics,  whene'er  I  write,  in  ev'ry  (ctnc 

^-^Difcover  meanings  that  1  never  mean 

Wi  .xt'.vrr  chara(l:lcr  I  brinjj  to 

I  am  the  father 

But  cv'ry  babe 

"The  comic  poet's  eye,  with  humorous  air 

"Glancing  fromWalling-ftrtet  to  Grofvcnor- 

fquare. 
"He  bodies  forth  a  light  ideal  train, 
"And  turns  to  fliape  the  phantomsofhibbrain: 
"Meanwhile  your  fancy  takes  more  partial 

aim, 
"And  gives  to  airy  nothing  place  and  name." 
A  linmer  once, in  want  of  work,  went  down 
To  try  his  fortune  in  a  country  town  : 
The  waggon  loaded  with  his  aoods 

vey'd 
To  the  fame  fpot  his  >\holc  dead  fl^ 
Originals  and  copies—ready  made 
To  thc-new  painter  all  the  country  came  ; 
Lord,  lady,  dotflor,  la*vyer,fquire  and  dame, 
The  humble  curate,  and  the  curate's  wife, 
All  alk  a  likencfs — taken  from  the  life. 
Behold  the  canv«fs  on  the*  eafel  ftand ! 
A  pallet  grac'd  his  thumb,  and  brufhes  fill'd 

his  hand  : 
But,  ah  !  the  painter's flcill  they  little  knew, 
Nor  by  what  curious  rules  of  art  he  drew 
The  waggon  load  unpack'd,hisancicnt  (lore 
Furnifli'd  for  each  aface  drawn  long  before 
God,  dan;e,  or  hero,  of  the  days  of  yore 
The  Cxfars,  with  a  little  alteration. 
Were  turn'd  into  the  mayor  and  corporation: 
To  reprcfent  the  redor  and  the  dean. 
He  added  wigs  and  bands  to  Prince  Eugene  : 
The  ladies,  blooming  all,  deriv'd  their  faces 
From  Charles  the  Second's  beauties,  and  the 

Graces, 
Thus  done,  and  circled  in  a  fplendid  frafne. 
His  works  adornd  each  room,  and  fpreadhis 

fame  ; 
The  countrymen  of  tafle  admire  and  flare, 
"My  lady's  leer  I   Sir  John's  majcttic  air ! 
"Mifs  Dimple's  languilh   tool— extremely 

like! 
"And  in  the  flyle  and  manner  of  Vandyke! 
"O  this  new  limner'spi^lurcsalwaysftrikc!" 
Old,    young;  fat,   lean;  dark,   fair*  or  bif 

ur  little, 
"The  very  man,  or  woman  to  a  tittle  !** 
Footc  and  this  linmer  in  fomc  points  agrfe. 
And,  thus  good  Sir.s  you  often  deal  by  nie. 
When  by  tkc  royal  licenfe  and  proteaion, 
I  flicw  my  imall  academy's  collection. 
The  connoidfur  takes  out  his  glafs  to  pry 
Into  each  picture  with  a  curious  eye; 
Turns  topfy-turvy  my  whole  compofition, 
And  makes  mere  portraits  all  my  exhibitiun- 
But  Hill  the  copy's  fo  cxatl,  you  fay  j 
Alasl  the  fame  thin^  happens  ev'ry  day  f 


'} 
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Howmanyamodifhwell  drpfs'Jfopyounacet, 
Exa«^lly  liiits  his  (hapc  in  Monmouth-ftrcct ; 
In  Yorkftiire   "warehoules    and  Cranbourn- 

alley, 
'Tis  wonderful  ho\Sv  fhoes  and  feet  will  tally  ! 
As  honed  Crifpin  underftands  his  trade, 
On  the  true  human  fcale  his  laftr,  are  made, 
The  mcafure  of  each  fex  and  age  to  hit, 
Andcv'ry  flioc,  as  if  befpoke,  will  fit. 
My  warehoufe  thus,  for  nature's  walks  fup. 

plies 
Shoes  for  all  ranks,  and  lafls  of  ev'ry  fize. 
Sit  dill,  and  try  them,  Sirs,  I  long  to  pleafc 

ye- 
llow well  they  fit !  I  hope  you  find  them  eafy : 
If  thefhoe  pinches,  fwear  yon  cannot  bear  it : 
But  if  well-made. -I  wilh  you  health  to  wear 

it. 


He  promifcs,  and  ten  to  one  you  'rebit^ 
To  furnifh  fable,  fcntimcnt,  and  wit. 
I'/e  fecn  his  piece;  the  man  appeal'd  to  me^ 
And  I,  as  Chancellor,  ilHied  my  decree; 
'  r  haj  pafs'd  the  fc.»l»,  thry  Vc  going  10  ft* 
hcarfe  it---  [veife  it. 

But  you  're  the  Houfe  of  Peers,  and  may  re« 


^  94.  rroIoq;ue.  totkeContraH^  i"]-^ 6.  Written  and 

intended  to  have  hem  fpoken  by  Mr.  Foote. 
•T'HE  Contra<5t  is  it  calTd  ? — I  cannot  fay 
-^    I  much  admire  the  title  of  his  play  : 
Contrafl?,  they  tell  me,  have  been  fraught 
with  evil,  [Devil. 

Since  Fauftus  fign'd  his  contrafl  with — the 
Yet,fpite  of  Satan,  all  menwifli  to  make  'em, 
Tho'nineteenout  of  twenty  love  to  break  *em. 
Butchers  and  meal-men,  brewers,  agents,") 
favllors,  [adors,  I 

Pimps,    poets,    placemen,    managers  and  > 
Bawds,  bankrupts,  bookfellers,  are  all  con- 

trustors ;  J 

All  lye,  and  fwear,  and  cheat,  t'  increafe  their  | 

ft  ore, 
Then  die,  and  go — where  Fauftuswent  be- 
fore. 
While  thuso'erall  wefoe  th'  infection  fpread, 
No  wonder  it  fhould  taint  the  marriage  bed  : 
Each  wife  forgets,  each  hulband  breaks  his 

vow ; 
For  what  are  contracts,  what  is  wedlock  now? 
Garrick,  who  long  was  married  to  the  town. 
At  length,  a  f.irtnonable  hufband  grown, 
Forfakes  his  fpoure,bafe  man !  for  truth  to  tell, 
She  lov'd  her  owndear  Davy  wondrouswell ; 
Though  now  he  flights  her,  breaks  from  her 

by  force. 
And  nought  will  fervehimbut  a  full  divorce. 
But,  be  the  fault  in  women  or  in  men, 
1  hanks  to  our  laws!  they  all  may — wed  again: 
Her  faithlefs  fav'ritc  gone,  the  lady's  free 
To  choofe  another,  and  may  fmilc— on  me; 
To  the  Lame  Lover  may  refignher  charms. 
And,  tho'  a  cripple,  take  me  to  her  arms, 
I'll  promife  to  be  conftant,  kind,  polite, 
And  pay  my  duty— ev'ry  other  night  : 
My  dear  lov'd  rib  I  never  will  abandon, 
But  ftandby  her,whilft  I'vec/wf  leg  toftandon. 
IMl  make  a  (o\tn\n contrail y  play  or  p:iy. 
And  hope  we  fhall  not  part  this  many  a  day 
Our  brother  fcribbler  too,  1  greatly  fejr, 
Has  made  a  foolilh  kind  of  conrrafl  here  : 


§  95.     Proloj^ue  to   the  Spleen  or  JJlingtOK  Spa, 

Spoktn  by  Mr.  King  ;  1776.     (lAaaiCK. 
'T'liouc  H  prologues  now  as  bUckbcrries  are 
•*•  plenty,  fiwenly; 

And,  like  them,   mawkl(h  too— nir-'  — "  "> 
Yet  you  will  have  them  when  iheir'! 
And  prologue!  prologue!  Ilill  you 

roar; 
Till  fome  fuchdifaial  phiz  as  mine  comes'l 

on—  1 

Ladies  and  gentlemen,  indeed  there's  none  ;  y 
The    prologue,  author,   fpcakcr — all  arc  I 

dead  and  gone.  J 

Thefe  reafons  have  fume  weight,  and  (loptlic 

rout;  .L^l*^' 

You  clap— 1  fmile — and  thus  go  cringing 
While  living,  call  me  ;  for  your  plcalurc  ulc 


Shouldltipofl!'—!  hope  you'll  then cxcuferoc. 
So  much  for  prologues — and  now  cnier  Fare* : 
Shall  I  a  fccne,  1  lately  heard,  rcheirfe  \ 
The  place, the  Park;  the  dramatit perfona^ 
Two  female  wits  with  each  a  macaroni ; 
"Pr'ythce,  Lord  Fliuifey,  what's  this  thing 
at  Drury-— 

<'This  Spleen?" "Tis  low,  damn'd  'v, 

Ma'i'm,  rilalTure  you."  [evil, 

*'CfJivraif  my  Lor.'—W'c  now   feel   u^  Iu.m 
*'Ncvcr  are  haunted  with  a  vaporilh  d.vjl. 
♦Mr.  pleafure's  round rt-e  whirl  it  tromihobrairi: 
♦•You  rattle  it  away  with,  Seven's  the  main  I 
"In  upper  life  we  have  no  fplcenorgall; 
"And  asfor  other  life—it  is  no  life  at  all." 
What  can  I  f.iy  in  our  poor  bard's  beh^lt? 
He  hopes  that  lower  life  may  make  you  lar.gh. 
May  not  a  trader,  who  Ihall  bulincfb  drop. 
Quitting  at  once  his  old  accultom'd  Ihop. 
In  fancy  through  a  courfeof  pleafuro  run. 
Retiring  to  his  feat  at  lllington  ; 
And,  of  falfe  dreams  of  hapninefs  brim-full. 
Be  at  his  villa  miferably  dull  ? 
Would  not  he  Iflington'sfine  air  forego. 
Could  he  again  be  chok'd  in  Butchcr.row  ; 
In  fliewint;  cloth  renew  his  former  pleafurc 
Surpafs'dbynone— but  that  of  clipping  mca- 
fure? 


Will  he  in  rural  rtiad'-s  find  eafc  .md  quiet  I  • 
O  no  1  he'll  figh  for  Drury  ;  and  fcek  peace  i« 
riot.  '^ 

Nature  of  yore  prevaild  throt».<:h  human  kln«i  j 
To  low  and  mUidlc  life  Ihc's  now  cunfin'd  : 


•  Alluding  to  Mr.  Garrick's  retiring  from  the  Stage. 
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•Twas  there    the  choiceft  dramatias    have 
fought  hpr ;  [peare  caught  her. 

'Twas  there  Molicre,   there  Jonfon,    Shakf- 
Then  let  ourglcaning  bard  with  fafety  come, 
To  pick  up  (Iraws  dropt  from  their  harvett 
home. 


§  96 .      Prologue  introduced  in  the  Prelude  of  New 

Brooms.      Spoken   by  Mr,  King^  at    the  opening 

of  Drury  Lane  Theatre  ;    1776.      G  A  R  R 1 C  K  . 

CcRiBBLERs  are  fportfmcn  j   and  as  fporti- 

men  are, 
Some  hit,  fome  mifs,   fome  poach,  and  fome 

beat  fair, 
Thiswoundsaftragglingbird  ;  that  often  tries 
Butneverkills,hefhoolsandft)uts  both  eyes; 
Idkeoiiitraiird-bands,themarkhe  never  hits; 
He  fcorns  to  fee  the  murder  he  commits  : 
Some    will  whole  covies  take,    nineteen   in 

twenty  ;  [plenty  ; 

And  then  you  fmack  your  lips— for  game  is 
In  (hort,  by  you  their  merits  muft  be  tried  j 
And  woe  to  them  who  are  not  qualified  ! 

Another  fimile  we  mean  to  broach — 
A  new  one  tool-.-thellage  is  a  aagecoach-^ 
A  rtage-coach!  why  ?— I'll  tell  you,  if  you 

a(k  it — 
♦Here  fome  take  places,  and  fome  mount  the 

'  afketf. 
Our  cattle  too,  that  draw  the  ftage  along, 
Are  ofall  forts  and  fizes— weak  and  flrong  ; 
Brown,     grey,  black,   bay,  brifk,   tame, 

blind,  lame, fat, lean, old, and  young! 
If,  as  we  arc  joggingon,  we  fometimes  flop. 
Some  fcold  within,  and  fome  afleep  will 
'     .     t^rop,  [o'top. 

While failors  and  their  doxies  fingandroar^ 
The  coachman  manager  will  fometimes  pleafe 

yt- -  [fqueeze  ye, 

But  fliould  he  fluff  the  coach  too  full,  and 
Youthen  begin  to  fwcar-"Zounds  !  fluit  the 

door;  [more 

**We'recramm'dalready--here's  no  room  for 
•'You'refodamn'd  fat!  Alittlcfarther,  Sir  .. 
«*Yourelbow's  in  mynomach— 1  can't  flir!" 
Hoit!    Hoit!   the  coachman  then  drives  on 

apace, 
And,  fmack  t  with  other  flages  runs  a  race, 
Through  thick  andthinwc  dufh,now  uj),now 

down,  [town; 

Now  rai fc  a  dufl,  now  rattling  through  the 
Now  fir(l,now  laft, now  jolted, crack  !  wc  fall... 
Laugh'd,  pelted,  hooted  at,anddamird  by  all. 
Your  late  old  coaChman,  tho'  oft  fplalh'd  by 

dirf. 
And  out  in  many  a  (lorm,  retires  unhurt; 
Enjoys  your  kind  rcwaVd  for  all  his  pains. 
And  now  toother  hands  refigns  the  reins. 
But  the  new  partners  of  the  old  machine, 
Hoping  you'll  find  itjrnug,and  tight,and  clean. 
Vow  that  with  much  civility  they'll  treat  you. 
Will  drive  you  well,  and  plcala'ntly  will  feat 
you. 


The  road  is  not  all  turnpike — andwhatworfcis. 
They  can't  infureyourwatcl:cb,or  your  pur fes; 
But  they'll   infurc  you,  that  their  bell  en- 
deavour 

Shall  not  bcwantingto  obtain  your  favour: 

Which  gain'd— Gee  up  I  the  oldftage  will' 

run  forever! 
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e— sir  i-»mgic  x^ungic  , 
in  feparate  we  go  ;  ^ 

fhall  each  other  know,r 
above — he'll   pick  his  T 

»gle. 
igle. 


Epilogue  to  the  Runaway  ;   1776. 

Qarrick, 
ST  haflc  from  Italy  arrives  my  lover! 
Shall  I  to  you,  good  friends,  my  fears  dif- 

cover  ?  [mangle. 

Should   forcij;n  modes   his  virtues  mar  and 
And  carafpo/a  prow c— Sit  Dingle  Dangle  j 
No  fooner  join'd  thanfeparate  we  go 
Abroad — we  never 
At   home— 1  mope 

tcttlv  below 
In  fweet  domcllic  chat  we  ne'er  fhall  mingle. 
And  wedded  tho'  I  am,  (hall  flill  live  fingle, 
Howcvscmodilh,  1  deleft  thisplan  ; 
Forme  nbmawkifh  creature, weak  and  wan. 
He  mufl  be  Englifh — and  an  Englifli  taan. 
To  nature  and  his  country  falfe  and  blind. 
Should  Belville  dare  to  twifl  his  form  and 

mind, 
I  Avill  difcard  him-  -and,  to  Britain  true, 

A  Britain  choofe— and  may  be  one  of  you 

Nay,  don't  be  frighten'd  ;  I  am  but  in  jeft  ; 
Freemen,in  love  oruar,fnould  ne'er  be  prcfs'd. 
If  you  would  know  my  utmofl  cxpe<5lation, 
'Tis  one  unfpoil'd  by  travel  I'd  education; 
With  knowledge,  tadc,  much  kindnefs,   and 

fome  whim,  [him. 

Good  fcnfe  to  govern  me— and  let  me  govern 
Great  love  of  me  muft  keep  his  heart  from 

roving; 
Then  I'll  forgivehlm,if  he  proves  tooloving. 
If  in  thefe  times  I  Ihould  be  blcfs'd  by  fate 
With  fuch  a  phoenix,  fuch  a  matchlefo  mate, 
1  will  by  kindnefs,  and  fome  fmalldifcernitig. 
Take  care   that  Hymen's   torch    continue* 

burning.  [down. 

At  weddings,  now-a-days,  the  torch  thrown 
Jufl  iViakes  a  fmoke,  then   (links  throughout 

the  town ! 
No  married  Puritan,  I'll  follow  plcafurc, 
And  even  the  fafliion— but  in  moderate  mea- 
I  will  of  opera  ecflacies  partake,  [furc; 

Tho'  I  take  fpuff  to  keep  my felf  awake: 
No  rampant  plumes  fliall  o'er  my  temples  play, 
Foretelling  that  my  brains  will  fly  away  ; 
Nor  from  my  head  Ihall  (Irange  vageries  fpring. 
To  fhewthe  foil  can  teemwith  ev'rv  thing; 
No  fruits,  roots,  greens,  (hall  (ill  the  ample 
A  kitchen-garden  to  adorn  my  face  !     [fpacc. 
No  rocks   flull  there  be  feen,  no  windmill, 

fountain  ;  [mountain  ! 

Nor  curls,  like  ^uns  fet  round  to  guard  the 
O  learn,  ye  fair,  if  this  fame  madnels  fpreadi. 
Not  to  hold  up,  but  to  keep  down  your  heads! 
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Be  not  mided  by  ftrange  fantafticArt, 

But  in  your  drefs  let  Nature  take  fomc  part : 

Her  (kill  alone  a  lafting  pow'r  infures, 

And  bed  can  ornament  luch  charms  as  yours. 


€  08.  Epilogue  to  Smiramis ;  iT]6.  Sheridan. 
|-^isHEVELL'D  ftiH,  Hkc  Afia's  bleeding 
•»-'  queen, 

Shall  I  with  jefts  deride  the  tragic  fcene? 
No,beauteous  mourners  l—fromwhofc  down- 

caft  eyes 
The  Mufe  has  drawn  her  nobleft  facrificc  1 
Whofe  gentle  bofoms,  Pit/s  a/faw— bear 
The  cryftal  incenfe  of  each  falhng  tear !  — 
There  lives  the  poet's  praifel—no  critic  art 
Can  match  the  comment  of  a  feeling  heart! 

When  gen'ral  plaudits  fpeak  the  table  o'er, 
"Which  mute  attention  had  approv'd  before, 
Tho'  ruder  fpiritsloveth'  accullom'd  jeft 
Which  chafes  forrow  from  the  vulgar  breaft, 
Still  hearts  refin'd  their  faddcn'd  tints  retain— 
The  figh  is  pleafure !  and  the  jell  is  pain ! 
Scarce  have  they  fmiles  to  honour  grace  or  wit, 
The'  Rofciusfpoketheveilehimfelf  had  writ! 
Thus  through  the  time  when  vern*!  fruits 
receive  ,L^^.f.* 

The  crrateful  fliow'rs  that   hang  on   Apn   s 
Tho'  ev'ry  coarfer  ftem  of  forell  birth  [earth. 
Throws  with  the  morning-beam  its  dews  to 
Ne'er  does  the  gentle  rofe  revive  io  loon— 
But  bath'd  in  nature's  tears,  it   droops  till 
noon. 
O  could  the  mufe  one  fimple  moral  teach. 
From  fcenes  like  thefe,  which  all  who  lieard 

might  reach! 
Thou  child  of  fympathy— whoe'er  thou  art, 
Who  with  Aflyria's  queen  haa  wept  thy  part- 
Go  fearch  where  keener  woes  demand  relief. 
Go— while  thy  heart  yet  beats  with  fancied 

grief:  -   , 

Thy  lip  Uill  confcious  of  the  recent  figh. 
The  graceful  tear  ftill  ling'ring  in  thy  eye- 
Go— and  on  real  mifery  beftow 
The  bleft  effufion  of  fiaitious  vvoe  !  — 

So  (hall  our  Mufe,  fupremeof  all  the  Nine, 
Deferve  indeed  the  title  oi— divine! 
Virtue  fhall  own  her  favour'd  from  above, 
And  Fiiy  greet  her  with  a  filler's  love  ! 

i  99.  Prologue,  fpoken  by  Mr.  Palmer,  on  the 
opening  oftheThcatre'Royalinihe  Hay-Market, 
May  IS,  1777-  Colman. 

PRIDE,  by  a  thoufand  arts,  vain   honours 
claims. 
And  givestoempty  nothings  pompous  names. 
Theatric  dealers  thus  would  fam  feem  great. 
And  ev'ry  playhoufc  grows  a  mighty  Itatc. 
To  fancied  heights  howe'er  mock  monarchs 
foar, 

A  manager 's  a  trader— nothing  more 

You  (whom  they  court)  their  cullomers-.-and 

then, 
Weplay'rs— poor  devils!— arc  their  journey- 
men. 
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While  two  great  warchowfcf,  for  winter  u(e 
Eight  months  huge  bales  of  merchandize  pro- 
duce, 
Outwith  the  fwallowcomr  our  fui-Tii/'i  ^  <v«j 
To  (hew  his  tatfeta  and  li 
A  choice  alTortment  of  II ., 
Thefmalleft  habcrdaOier  ot  (null  v^ 
In  Laputa,  we're  told,  a  grave  pr 
A  mighty  fchemer — like  ournew  ditctior-- 
Once   form'd  a  plan— and  'twas  a  deep  oae^ 

Sirs!  — 
To  draw  the  fun-beams  out  of  cucumbers. 
So  whilft  lefs  vcnt'rous  managers  retire. 
Our  Salamander  thinks  to  live  in  fire. 

A  playhouCe quidnunc — and  noquidnuoc*! 

wifcr 

Reading  our  play-bills  in  the  .^dvert^fc^, 
Cries,  *«Hey  !  what's  here  I  In  ih'  Hay-mar- 

ket  a  play, 
"To  fweat  the  public  in  the  midfl  of  Mayf 
"Giveme  frclh  air!" — then  goes  and  pouts 
alone 

In  countrylodgings by  the  two-    ""    "        t 

There  fits,  and  chews  the  cud  ot  1 

Broil'd  in  the  fun,  and  blinded  by  Uk-  -iu.i. 

"Dearec,"  fiiys  Mrs.  Inkle,  '•let  us  go 
"To   th'  Hay-market    to-night  and  fee  the 
(how."  '  [foolc 

"P/ha,  woman  !"  cries  old  Inkle,  "you're  a 
•'We'll  walk  to  Hornfey,  and  enjoy  the  cool. 
So  faid,  to  (iiiilh  the  domellic  (Irife  ^    , 

Forth  waddle  liio  fat  fpoufe,  and  fatter  wjfei 
And  as  they  tug  up  Highgate-hill  together, 
He  cries — •'Delightful  walking! — charming 
weather !" 
Now  with   the   napkin  underneath  the" 
chin, 
Unbutton'd  cits  their  turtle  feafts  begi 
And   plunge  full  nucklc    deep,   through 

thick  and  thin:  , 

Throw  down  filh,  tle(h,fowl,  paftiy,  cuftafd^ 

jelly, 
And  make  a  falmagundy  of  their  belly.  [nKr! 
'•More  China-pepper!  punch,  another  rum- 
••So  cool  and  plealant— eating  in  the  fumwicr!  ' 

To  ancient  geographers  'twas  not  known 
Mortals  could  live  beneath  the  torrid  zone; 
But  we,  though  toiling  underneath  the  line, 
Mufl  make  our  hay  now  while  the   wcafhci's 

fine. 
Your  good  old  hay-maker,  long  here  employ'd. 
The  (un.fhine  of  yoiu- fnuks  who  rtillenjoy'd  J 
The  fields  which  long  hemow'd  will  not  foi- 
fake,  [rakci 

Nor  quite  forego  the  fcythe,  the  fork,  aud 
But  take  the  fiefd,  even  in  the  hottcft  day. 
And  kindly  help  us  to  get  in  our  hay. 


I  the-J 
oughV 
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Prologue  to  the  Spanijh  JUrhr  ;   1777. 

Co  I  MAN. 


NCE  morefirora  Ludgate  hill  behold  1*. 


il 
f^^ii-J 


O  Prig!  i^'j; 

The  fame  lorucc  air, you  fee,  fimecoat,  fame 
A  mercer  (^rnart  and  dapper  all  allow. 
As  ever  at  Hiop.door  (hot  olf  a  bow. 

This 
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-for  I  love  a  little  pnnce — 
gentle  folks,    I've  been  to 


} 


This  fiimmer- 
This  fummer 
France. 
To  niftrk  the  faHiions — and  to  learn  to  dance. 
I,  and  dear  Mrs.  Prijj^,  the  firftof  Ciriices  ! 
At  Calais,  in  the  dilip;ence  took  places; 
Travell'd  through    Boulogne,  Aniicn^,  and 

Chdntilly, 
Al)  in  a  line— as  ftraight  as  Piccadilly  1 
To  Paris  cotne,  their  diefTes  made  me  ftare— 
Their  favVite  colour  is  tlieFrenchqucL'n'b  hair: 
They  're  all  fo  fine,  fo  fhabby,  and  fo  gay, 
Theylook  likechimney-fweeperson  May-day; 
Silks  of  all  colours  in  the  rainbow  there  ; 
A  Jofeph's  coat  appears  the  common  wear. 
Of  fome  1  brought  home  patterns  ;  one,  to- 

night, 
^ye  mean  to  (hew — 'tis  true,  it  is  but  Hight : 
But  then,  for  fummer  wear,  vouknow  that's 

right. 
A  /tttle  weaver,  whom  L  long  have  known, 
Has  work'd    it   up,  and  begs  to  have  it 
Ihewn —  [own. 

But  pray  obferve,  my  friends,  'tis  not  his  J 
1  brought  itover — nay, ifitmifcarries, [Paris.'" 
He'll  cry,  *'  'Tis  none  of  mine — it  came  from 
But  fliould  you  like  it, he'll  foon  let  you  know, 
*Twas  fpun  and  manufa^ur'd  inSoho. 
'T  had  a  great  run  abroad, which  always  yields 
Work  for  our  Grub-ftreet,  and  our  Spital- 
fields.  [beaux, 

France  charms  our  ladies,  na]ced  bard§,  and 
\Vho  fmuggle  thence  their  learning  and  their 

clotlies; 
Buckles  like  gridirons,  and  wigs  on  fprings  ; 
Tetef  buil^  like  towers,  and  rumps  likcpftrich 

wings. 
If  this  piece  pleafe,  each  fummer  I'll  go  over. 
And  fetch  new  patterns  by  the  ftraits  of  Poyer. 


,  at  that  dafhN 

[beware,/ 

ord  had    bcftV 

from  Orofve-v 


*If  Mrs  B.will  rtill  continue  flirting, 

•We  ho})e  Ihell  draw,  or  we'll  undraw,  the 

curtain. — 
"Fine  fatire,  poz  !   in  public  all  abufe  it ! 
'•But,  by  ourfclves,  Jipi.jour  praifewc can't 

refufc  it. 
'*Now,  Lifp,  read  you — there,  at  that  dafh 

and  ftar." — 
"Yes,  Ma'am — A  certain  Lot 
•'Who  lives  not  twenty  miles  fi 

nor-fqtiare; 
"For  fliould  he  Lady  W-  find  willing — 
"Wormwood   is  bitter."— ♦♦O!    thai'j  mc— 

the  villain  ! 
'*Throw  it  behind  the  fire,  and  never  morr 
•'Let  that  vile  paper  comewithin  my  door. 
Thus  at  our  friends  we  laugh,  who  feel  the 
dart ; 
To  reach  our    feelings,  we  ourfcWcs  mufl 

fmart. 
Is  our  young  bardfoyoung,  to  think  that  he 
Can  (lop  the  full  fpring-tidc  of  calumny  ? 
Know^he  the  world  fo  little,and  its  trade  ?— 
Alas!  the  devil's  fooner  rais'd  than  laid. 
So   ftrong,  fo  fwift,  the  moTiflcr  there's  n« 
gagging;  [^^agging. 

Cut  Scandal's  head  off— llill  the  tongue  '\\ 
Proud  of  your  fmiles,  once  lavi(hlybeftow'd, 
Again  ouryoung Don  Quixotetakestheroadj 
To  (hew  his  gratitude,  he  draws  his  pe«. 
And  feeks  this  hydra.  Scandal,  in  its  dent 
From  his  fell  gripe  the  frighted  fair  to  fave— 
Th9*  he  fliould  fall,  th'  attempt  mufl  plctifc 

the  brave. 
For  your  applaufe,  all   perils    he  would 

through. 
He'll  fight— that's  write— a  cavaH^rotrue,' 
'J  ill  cv'ry  drop  of  bjood— that  \  ink— i^ 
fpilt  for  yoij. 


1 101.   Prot\^ue  to  the  School  for  Scandal;    1777. 

Garrick. 
A  spHopL  for  Scandal  1 — Tell  me,  Ibeleech 
*^  you,  [you  ? 

Needs  there  a  fchoolthis  modifli  art  to  teach 
No  need  of  lefTons  now — the  knowing  tljink — 
>ye  might  as  well  be  taught  to  eat  .uid  drink. 
Caus'd  by  a  dearth  offcand.-)j,  fliould  the  va- 
pours [pers; 
Diftrefs  pur  fair-ones,  let  them  read  tjic  pa- 
Their  pow'rful  mixtures  fuch  diforders  hit, 
Crave  what  they  will,  tl-jere's  quantum  fufficit. 
•'Lord!'*   erics  piy  Laciy W'ormwpod  (who 

l^ves  tatUe, 
And  pjLits  much  fait  and  pepp'tr  in  her  prattle) 
Jufl   rifei)  at   noon,  all  nigju  at  card§  when 
thre(hing,  [frcdiing! 

"Strong  tc:}  and  fcandal— blefs  me,   how  re- 
VGiyc  me  the  papers, Lifp — |iow  bold  and") 
free !  .  ^Jipi'  ' 

**Lafl   night    Lord   L.  {^ps.yffz^  caught 

with  Lady  D. 
?f  For  aching  heads,  what  charming /a/t'o/a- 
tiU!  Ififs. 


§  loa.     F.fnlogue  tothr  fame,    1777.  Spoken  hyi, 
Mrs.  Jhingtotij  in  the  Ckarailer  of  lady  Tiatri^ 

COLMAW. 

I    WHO  was  late  fo  volatile  nnd  gay, 
3  Like  a  trade-wind  mufl  now  blow  all  one 

way. 
Bend  all  my  cafes,  my  fttidies  and  my  vow  , 
To  one  old  rufty  weather-cock — my  fpou(e  j 
So  wills  our  virtuous  bard! — the   pycbald 

Hayes 
Of  crying  epilogues  and  laughing  plays. 
Old  bachelors, who  marryfmai  tyoungwives, 
Learn  ffom  our  pl^y  to  regulate  your  lives ! 
Each  bring  his  clear  to  town— all  faults  upon 

her—      '      ■ 
London  will  prov<:  the  very  fonrccof  honour^ 
Plung'd  fairly  in,  likca  cold  bath,  it  lcrve$^ 
When  principles  relax,  to  brape  the  nerves^;* 
Suc"h  is  my  cafe— and  yet  I  mufl  deplore 
That  the  gay  drptm of  difllpatipn's o'er  \ 
And  fay,  ye  fair,  was  ever  lively  wife. 
Born  with  a  genius  fpr  the  highefj  life. 
Like  me  untimely  blafted  in  her  bloom, 
Like  me  condcmn'd  to  fuch  a  difmal  doom  X 

SavA 
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Save  money — when  I  juftknew  how  totoajle'itl 
Leave  London — ^ju(l  as  I  began  to  tafte  it  I 
Mufl  I  then  watch  the  early  crowing  cock,  i 
The  melancholy  ticking  of  a  clock  ? 
In  the  lone  riUlic  hall  for  ever  bounded, 
With  dogs,    cats,   rats,   and  fqvialling  brats 

furrounded  ? 
With  humble  curates  cm  I  now  retire, 
(While  good    Sir   Peter   boozes   with   the 

'fquire) 
And  at  backgammon  mortify  my  foul, 
That  pants  for  loo,  or  flutters  at  a  vole  ? 
Seven's  the  main! — dear  found  ! — that  muft 

expire, 
Loft  at  hot-cockles  round  a  Chriftmas  fire ! 
The  tranfient  hour  of  fadiiontoo  foon  fpent, 
♦'Farewell  the  tranquil  mind, farewell  content! 
"Farewell  i\\c plumed  head— thecufliion'dfeV*-, 
**Xhat  takes  the  culliion  from hi\proper  feat! 
**The    fpirit-ftirring    drum! — cilrd-drums  I 

mean —  ; 

•'Spadille,  odd  trick,  pam,  bafto,  king,  and 
queen !  [throat 

"And  you,    ye  knockers,   that  with  brazen 
''The  welcome  vifitor's  approach  denote — 
"Farewell  !  all  quality  of  high  renown, 
*'Piide,  pomp,  and  circumltance  of  glorious 

town, 
"7areweIH— your  revels  I  partake  no  more, 
"And  Lady  Teazel's  occupation  's  o'er." 
All  this  I  told  our  Bard— hefmil'd,  and  faid 

'twas  clear 
I  ought  to  play  deep  tragedy  next  yeart 
Meanwhile  he  drew  wife  morals  from  his  play, 
And  in  thefe  folemn  periods  ftalk'daway  : 
♦'BleiOt  were  the  fair,  like  you  her  faults  who 
ftopp'd,  [dropp'd! 

^'And   clos'd  her  follies  when  the  curtain 
"]^Io  more  in  vice  or  error  to  engage, 
"Orplay  thcfoolat  large  on  life's  great  ftage!" 


If  want  of  (kill  or  want  of  care  ai 

Forbear  to  hiU — the  poet  cannot 

ByalKlikchiin.muftpiaifeanr,  ,uo4 

At  bed  a  fleeting  gleam,  or  cm  i 

Yet  then  (hall  calm  rcflc^lions  bit i;.  tlw  ni^t^ 

When  liberal  pity  dignified  deli|(ht ; 

When  plealurcfir'd  her  torch  at  virtue*!  6ainr» 

And  mirth  was  bounty  with  aa  humbler  name. 


^  ,103.  Prologue  to  A  fVordto  the  Wife  ^performed 
Jot  the  Benefit  of  Mr.  Kelly's  Family  ;     1777. 

Johnson. 
'T'H  IS  night  prefents  a  play  which  public  rage, 
r-  Qv  right  wr  wrong,  once  hooted  from  the 

ftage.» 
From  zea)  or  malice  now  no  more  we  dread, 
For  Englifh  vengeance  wars  not  toitk  the  dead. 
A  generous  foe  regards  with  pitying  eye 
T^hemanwhpmfajte  has  laid  where  ail  muft  lie 

To  wit  reviving  from  its  author's  dvift 
Be  kind,  ye  judges,  or  ^t  leaft  bejuft  : 
For  no  renew'd  hoftilities  invade 
Th'  oblivious  grave's  inviolable  Hiadc. 
Let  one  great  payment  every  claim  appeafc, 
And  him  who  cannot  hurt  allow  to  pleafc  j 
To  pleafe  by  fcenes  unconfcious  of  offence. 
By  hanplefg  njerriment,  orufeful  fcnfe. 
\yhere  aught   pif   bfight  oj-  fair   the   piece 

difplays, 
Apprpve  i^  9nly-^'t^s  tpo  Ut?  ^0  pr^ife. 


104.  Prologue  to  Sir  Thomas  Overbury  ;  1777. 
Sheridah. 


T^oo  long  the  Mufe,  attach'd  to  regal  ftio*r, 
^  Dcnicb  the  fcene  to  tales  of  humbler  wor; 
Such  as  were  wont,  while  yet  they  chwm'tf 

the  ear, 
To  fteal  the  plaudit  of  a  filcnt  tear  » 
Wlicn  Otway  gave  domcftic  grief  its  part. 
And  Rowe's  familiar  forrow*  toucb'd  the 
heart. 

A  fceptred  traitor,  lafh'd  bv  vengeful  fate^ 
A  bleeding  hero,  or  a  falling  ftatc, 
Arethemcs(tho' nobly  worth  thcclafllc  fong> 
Which  feebly  claim  your   fighs,  nur  claim 

them  long  J 
Too  great  for  pity,  they  infpirc  rcfpcf^. 
Their  deed',  ailonifh,  rather  than  alVcC^  ; 
Proving  how  rare  the  heart  that  woe  can  more. 
Which  rcfaon  tells  us  we  can  never  prove. 

Other  the  fcene,  where  fadly  ftand  confe(( 
The  private  pang  that  rends  the  fuflcrcr'j 

breaft. 
When  furrow  fits  upon  a  parent's  brow,[vovr. 
When  fortune  mocks   the  youthful  lover'* 
All  feel  the  tale — for  who  fo  meanbut  knowt 
W  hat  fathers' furrows  are, what  lovers'  woeif 

Onkindredgroundour  Bard  hisfabric  built. 
And  plac'd  a  minor  there  for  private  guilt ; 
\Micre,  fatal  union!   will  appear  combin'd 
An  angel's  form  and  an  abandon'd  mind ; 
Honour  attempting  palTion  to  reprove,  riovct 
And  fricndfijip   ftruggling  with  unhallovv'tl 

Yet  view  not,  critics,  with  fevere  regard 
The  orphan  off"spring  ot  an  orphan  bard, 
Do6m'd,whilft  he  wrote,  unpitied  to  fuftain 
More  real  mis'ries  than  his  pen  could  feign  I 
Ill-fated  Savage!  at  whufe  birth  was  giv'a 
No  parent  but  the  Mufe,no  friend  but  iTcavenf 
Whofe  youth  no  brother  knew, with  focial  care 
To  footh  his  fuft'rinp,  or  demand  to  fliarcj 
No  wedded  partner  ofhis  mortal  woe. 
To  win  his  (mile  at  all  that  fate  could  do  ; 
While,  at  his  death,  nor  friends  nor  mother's 
Fell  on  the  track  of  his  dcfcrted  bier  !     [tear 

So  pleadi  the  talef  that  gives  to  future  time* 
The  fon's  misfortunes, and  the  uarcnt'scrimci. 
There  ftiall  his  iamc  ^f  own'd  to-night)  fur* 

vive  ; 
Fix'd  by  the  hand  that  bids  our  language  live  f 

§  10;.  Prologue  to  Bcnduca  \  1778-  Gareick. 

To  modern  Britons  let  the  old  appear 
Thi?  n>gh^  'o  xo\xk  'em  for  this  anxious 
yqVJ 


•  Upon  the  firftreprcfcntation of  this  play,  1770,  it  was  datx^ncd,  from  the  yioleiicc  ©fparn-. 
t  Life  qf  Richard  Savage,  by  Dr.  Samuel  Johiifqa,  I  *• 


loos 


ELEGANT   EXTRACTS, 


Book  1V# 


Toraife  that  fpirit,  which  ofyorew hen  rais'd, 
Made  even  Romans  tiemblewhile  thcyprais'd: 
To  roufe  that  fpirit,  which  through  every  age 
Haswak'd  the  lyre,and  warra'd  th'hiftorian's 

page; 
That  daunt lefs  fpirit,  which  on  Crelfy's  plain 
Rufh'd  from  the  heart  through  ev'ry  Britifh 

vein: 
Nerv'd  fev'ry  arm  the  numerous  1 
Whilft  Edward's  valour  /hone 

ftar, 
Whofe  beams  difpersM  the  dark 
Whate'er  the  craft  or  number  of  his  foes, 
Ever  from  danger  Britain's  glory  rofe  : 
To  the  mind's  eye  let  the  fifth  Harry  rife, 
And  in  that  vifion  boafling  France  defpife; 
Then  turn  to  later   deeds  your  lires   have 

wrought,  [fought 

When  Annarul'd,  and  mighty  Marib'rough 

Shall  Chatham  die  and  be  forgot  ?  * — O  no! 

"Warmfromitsfourcelet^rateful  forrow  flow ; 

His  matchlefs  ardour  nr'd  each  fear-ftruck 

mind,  [pin'd; 

His  genius  foar'd  when  Britons  droop'd  and 
Whilfteach  State  Atlas  funk  beneath  the  load, 
Hisheart,unfhook, with  patriot  virtueglow'd  ; 
Like  Hercules,  he  freed  'em  from  the  weight, 
And  on  his  (boulders  fix'd  the  tottering  ftate ; 
Hisflrcngth  the  monflers  of  the  land  defied,  1 
To  raife  his  country's  glory  was  his  pride,  I 
And  for  hcrfervice,  as  he  liv'd,  he  died.  J 
O  for  his  powers,  thofe  feelings  to  impart, 
Which  rous'd  to  aflion  every  drooping  heart ! 
NoWjWhile  the  angry  trumpet  founds  alarms, 
Andall  the  nation  cries,  **Toarms,toarms!" 
Then  would  his  native  ftrength  each  Briton 

know. 
And  fcorn  the  threats  of  an  invading  foe: 
Hatching  and  feeding  every  civil  broil, 
France  looks  with  envy  on  our  happy  foil 
"Whenmifchicfson  the  wing  fhe  cries  forwar, 
Jnfults  diftrefs,  and  braves  her  conqueror. 
But  Shakfpeare  fung — and  well  th 

he  knew, 
O  hear  his  voice  I  that  nought  fh 
«']f  England  to  itfclf  do  reft  but 


)nqueror. 
this   land*^ 
[us  rue,  I 
lall  make  T 
true."     J 


f  1 06 .   Prologue  to  the  Princefs  of  Parma  ;    1778. 

C  U  M  B  K  R  L  A  N  D  . 

•pRK   dark   November,   with   his  dripping 
■^  wings, 

Shtits  out  the  cheerful  face  of  men  and  things. 
You  all  can  tell  how  foon  the  dreary  fcenc 
AfFeits  your  wives  and  daughters  with   the 

fpleen. 
Madam  begins — **Mydcar,  thcfeodiousrains 
*'Will  bring  on  all  my  old  rheumatic  pains  j 

**In  fifty  places  it  came  iulaft  night — 

*'This  vile  old  crazy  manHon'.s  fuch  a  fright! 
♦*What's  to  be  done  ?" — **In  very  truth,   ijiy 
"I  think 'twere  beiterfortis  to  remove,  "[lovcj 
Thisfrtif^,  ifas  it  chance  that  gentle  fpoufe 
Bears  but  a  fecondiut'reil  in  tlie  houfe. 


The  bill  is  pafs'd— no  fooner  faid  than  done— 
Upfpringsthc  hen.bird,and  the  covey'sgonc: 
Then  hey  for  London!  there  the  game  begins; 
Bouquets,  and  diamond  flars,  and  golden  pins, 
A  thoufand  freakifh  wants,  a  thoufand  fighs, 
A  thoufand  poutings,  and  ten  thoufand  lies ; 
Trim,  and  new-rigg'd,and  launch'd  for  plca- 

fure's  gale, 
Our  madam  comes,  her  goflings  at  her  tail ; 
Away  they  fcan\per  to  prefent  their  faces 
At  Johnfon's  citadel,  for  fide-box  places. 
He  to  their  joint  and  fupplicating  moan 
Prefents  a  face  of  brafs,  a  heart  of  ftone  ; 
Or,monarch.like,while  their  addrefsisftating. 
Sends  them  a  *'w<o"  by  his  lord  in  waiting. 
Returning  thence,  the  difappointed  fleet 
Anchors  m  Tavillock's  fantaftic  ftreet; 
There  under  Folly's  colours  gaily  rides, 
Where  Humour  points,  or  veering  paffion 

guides. 
In  vain  the  fteward  racks,  and  tenants  rave. 
Money  flie  wants,  and  money  fhe  will  have. 
Meanjvhilc,  terrific  hangs  the  unpaid  bill. 
Long  as  from  Portman-fquareto  Ludgate-hill. 
The  'fquire.exhaufted,  in  defponding  plight. 
Creeps  to  his  chambers  to  avoid  the  fight, 
Or  at  the  Mount  with  fome  o\d/aarier  chimes. 
In  damning  wives,  and  railing  at  the  times. 
Such  is  the  Icene  ! — If  then  we  fetch  you  down 
Amufements  which  endear  the  fmoky  town, 
And   through  the  peafant's  poor   but  nfeful 
We  circulate  the  produce  of  your  lands;  [hands 
In  this  voluptuous  diffipated  age. 
Sure  there  's  fome  merit  in  our  rural  ftagc.f 
Happy  the  call,  nor  wholly  vain  the  play. 
Which  weds  you  to  your  acres  but  a  day. 


§  107.     Epibgve to  Percy  \   1778.  Garrick. 
T  MUST,  will  fpeak — I  hope  my  drefsand  air 
*-  Announce  the  manof  faftiion,not  the  play'r. 
Tho'  gentlemen  are  now  forbid  thefcenes. 
Yet  I  have  rufii'd  through  heroes,  kings,  and 

queens; 
Refolv'd,  in  pity  to  this  polifh'd  age. 

To  drive  thefe  bal  lad  heroes  from  the  ftagc 

**To  drive  the  deer  with  hound  and  horn, 

*'Earl  Percy  took  his  way; 
**The  child  may  rue  that  is  unborn, 

'•The  hunting  of  that  day." 
A  pretty  bafis  truly,  for  a  maudlin  play  I 
WhaH  I  fliall  a  fcribblintj,fcnfelcfs  woman  dare 
To  offer  to  your  taftes  luch  taftlefs  fare  ? 
Is  Douglas  or  is  Percy,  fir'd  with  paffion, 
Ready,  for  love  or  glory,  death  to  dalh 
Fit  company  for  modern   ftill-life   men 

fa/hion  ? 
Such  madnefs  will  our  hearts  but  fli 


ion,  1 
li  on,  I 
n  off 

lightly 


graze ; 
We  've  no  fuch  frantic  nobles  now-a-days. 
Could  we  believe  old  ftorics,  thofe  ffrange 

fellows  [lous — 

Married  tor  love,  could  of  their  wives  be  jea- 


•  Lord  Chatham  died  May  ii,   1778.        f  This  Prologue  was   fpokcn  at  the  private 
Aeatre  01"  Mr.  lianbury,  of  Kclmarfh,  in  Norihainptonihire,  V^'^^t 


BoOKlV.    PROLOGUES  andEPILOGUES, 


l«oj 


il-'JA°lt:}l'°,:V^'°''r'"^  ".'!"  «  "orC'.    Unfinin,',!  here  an  cpigr.«  i.  I.M 

And  thtre.  a  mjmue.niakcr'i  bill'unpaid  i 


The  vulgar  fouls  thoughtcuckoldoma  curfel 
Moft  wedded  parrs  had  then  one  purfe,  one 

mind, 

One  bed  too— fo  prepofteronfly  join'd  ! 
From   fuch    barbarity    (thank    Heaven  I) 

we're  refin'd. 
Old  fongs  their  happinefs  at  home  record, 
From    home  they  fep'rate   carriages  ab-  I 
horr'd—  [my  lord,  f 

One  horfe  ferv'd  both— my  lady  rode  behind  J 
'Twas  death  alone  could   fnap  their  bonds 
afund«r :  [der. 

Now  tack'd  fo  (lightly, not  tofnap'sthe  won- 
Nay,  death  itfelf  could  not  their  hearts  di-1 
vide,  [pride  ;  I 

They  mix'd  their  love  with  raonumefrtal.f" 
For,  cut  in  ftone,  they  ftill  lay  fide  by  fide.  J 
But  why  thefe  Gothic  anceftors  produce? 
Why  fcour  their  rufty  armours  ?  What's  the 

ufe? 
'Twould  not  your  nicer  optics  much  regale, 
To  fee  us  beaux  bend  undercoats  of  mail : 
Should   we  our  limbs  with  iron  doublets! 
brnife,  [fhould  ufe!  I 

Good  Heaven!  how  much  court-plaifterwe  f 
We  wear  no  armour  now — but  on  our  Ihoes.J 
Let  notwith  barbarifm  true  tafle  be  blended j 
Old  vulgar  virtues  cannot  be  defended  ; 
Let    the   dead  reft — we    living    can't   be 
mended. 


^ 


Here  new-born  plays  forcuftc  the  loiin*.  jp. 

p  la  ufe,  r* 

Thcre,dormant  patterns  He  for  fulurt  gauze  t 
A  moral  elfay  now  is  all  her  care  ; 
A  fatirencxt,  and  then  a  bill  of  fare  i 
A  fccnc  fhc  now  orojccts.and  now  a  difli ,  Tfifl,. 
Here»s  Aft  the  fTrtt-and  hcrc-Rcmove  wiu; 
Now  while  this  eye  in  a  fine  phrenfy  rolls. 
That    foberly  caiU  up  a  bill  for  coals  ; 
Black  pms  and  daggers  in  one  leaf  fhe  flickf. 
And  te;irs,  and  thread,and  bowls,and  thimbles 

mix. 
Sappho,  'tis  true,  lonff  vcrsM  in  epic  fong. 
For    years  efteem'd    all  houfchold  audia 

wrong ; 

When,  dire  mi fhapltho' neither  fi  Ctn 

Sappho  herfelf,  and  not  Ikt  M  ' 

The  virgin  Nine  in  terror  fly  th.  >  ,„  ,,    * 
And  matron  Juno  claims  «lcfpotic  pow'r't 
Soon  Gothic  hags  the  claflic  pile  o'enurn, 
Acaudle.cup  fupplants  the  facred  urn; 

their  rage» 

they  rend  the 

page 


Nor  books  nor  implements  cfcape 
They  fpike  the  ink.ftand,  and  th< 

page : 
Poems  and  plays  one  barbarous  fate  partake;! 
Ovid  andPlautusfufferattheftake:  fcakc.  I 


§  loS. 


Epilogue  to  fatal  Falfehcod ;    1779. 
Sheridan. 


} 


TTNHANDme,  gentlemen,  by  Heaven,  I  fay, 
^  I'll  make  a  ghoft  of  him  who  bars  my  way. 
[Behind  tkefcenes. 
Forth  let  me  come — a  poetafter  true. 
As  lean  as  envy,  and  as  baneful  too; 
On  the  dull  audience  let  me  vent  my  rage. 
Or  drive  thefe  female  fcribblers  from  the  Itage 
For  fenfe  or  hi(tory,we  've  none  but  thefe, " 
The  law  of  liberty  and  wit  they  feize  ; 
In  tragic — comic — paftoral — they  dare  to 

pleafe. 
Each  puny  bard  muftfurelyburft  withfpite 
To  find  that  women  with  fuch  fame  can  write : 
But  O,  your  partial  favour  is  the  caufc. 
Who  feed  theirfollies  with  fuch  full  applaufe; 
Yet  ftill  our  tribe  fhall  feek  to  blaft  their  fame, 
And  ridicule  each  fair  pretender'aaim  ; 
Where  the  dull  duties  of  domeftic  life 
Wage  with  the  Mufe's  toils  eternal  ftrife. 

What  motley  cares  Gorilla's  mind  perplex. 
While  maidsand  metaphors  confpire  to  vex  ! 
In  ftudious  difhabille  behold  her  lit, 
A  letter'd  goflip,  and  a  houfewife  wit ; 
At  once  invoking,though  for  different  views. 
Her  gods,  her  cook,  her  milliner,  and  mufe  ; 
Rourtd  her  ftrcw'd  room  a  frippery  chaos  lies, 
A  chequer'd  wreck  of  notable  and  wife  { 
Bills,  books,  caps,  couplets,  combs,  avari(?d 

mafs, 
Opprefs  the  toilet,  and  obfcurc  the  glafs  j 


And  Ariftole's  only  ti^v'd— to  wrap  plum- J 
Yet  fliall  a  woman  tempt  the  tragic  fccue? 
Anddare—buthold— Imudrcprcfsmyfpleenj 
1  fee  your  liearts  arepledg'd  to  her  applaufe. 
While  Shakfpearc's  fpirit   fcems  to  aid  her 

caufe, 
Well  pleas'd  to  aid— fince  o'er  his  facred 
A  female  hand  did  ample  trophiesrear. 
And  gave  the  gentleft  laurel   that 

ftiipp'd  there. 


facred  1 
ir,  [bier  I 
is  wor-  f 


§\0().  Prologueto  the  Fathers  \  1779.  Garrick* 
■yi7  H  EN  from  the  world  departs  a  fon  of  fame, 
"  "   His  deeds  or  works  embalm  ills  precious 

name  ; 
Yet,  not  content,  the  public  call  for  art, 
To  refcue  from  the  tomb  his  mortal  part  ; 
Demand  the  painter's  and  the  fculp tor's  hand, 
Tofpreadhismimicfornithroughout  the  land) 
A  form,  perhaps,  whichliving  wasne^lectcd. 
And,  when  itcould  not  feel  refped,  r^ipe^led. 
This  night,  no  buft  or  pidure  claims  yo«r 

praife  ; 
Our  claim's  fuperior — we  his  fpirit  raife; 
From  Time's  dark  rtore-houfc  bring  a  long- 
loft  play, 
And  drag  it  from  oblivion  into  day. 

But  who  the  author?  Need  I  ni""*  »'"•  "  'f , 
Whom  Nature  prompted  as  his  :  ? 

Truth  fmil'J  on  Fancy  for  each  \\t .  -  ^  .t 

ftory. 
Where  characters  liv«,  a£l,3nd  Hand  before  y»^ 
Suppol'ctliefe  chara6^ers,variou»asthcy-] 
The  knave,  the  fool,  the  worthy,  wife, 

fair, 
For  an(l  u<^ainft  the  author  pleading  at  > 


icy-rcl 
f,  ai..]  I 
[b.      \ 


1C04 


ELEGANT    EXTRACTS.       Book  IV, 

The  feafon's  pleafurcs  too  delay  their  hour, 
And  winter  revels  with  protracted  po  v'r  : 
Then  blame  not,  critics,  if  thus  latc>ve  bring 
A  \>  inter's  draina ;  but  reproach — the  fprinj. 
What  prudent  cit  dares  yet  the  feafon  truft, 
Bafk  in  his  whifky,  and  enjoy  the  duft  ? 
Hous'd  in  Clieapfide,rcarce  yrt  the  c::«yer  fpark 
Achieves  tiic  bunday  triumph  of  iIk  Park  ; 
Scarce  yet  you  fee  him,  dreading  to  be  late. 
Scour   the   New-Road,    and  dafli    through 

Grofvenor-gate. 
Anxious — and  fearful  too — his  fleed  to  (how, 
The  hack'd  Bucephalus  of  Rotten-row  ; 
Carelefs  he  fecms,  yet  vigilantly  lly, 


Firft  pleads  Tom  Jones — grateful  his  heart 

and  warm —  [from  harm  } 

•'Brave  gen'rous   Britons !   fhield   this  play 

*'My  beft  friend  wrote  it ;  (hould  it  not  fuc- 

cccd,  [bleed  ;" 

•'Tho'  with  my  Sophy  bleft — my  heart  will 

Then  from  his  face  he  wipes  the  manly  tear. 

•*Couragc    my    maftcr!'*    Partridge     cries, 

••don't  fear:  [frown, 

*'Should    Envy's  ferpents  hifs,    or    Malice 

•'Tho'  I'm  a  coward,   zounds!    I'll  knock 

*em  down." 
>Iext,fweet  Sophiacomes — fhe  cannot  fpeak — 
Her  wifhes  for  the  play  o'erfpread  her  check; 
Jn  ev'ry  look  her  fentimentsyou  read. 
And  more  than  eloquence  her  blufhes  plead. 
>»ow  Blifil  bows— with  frailes  his  falfe  heart 
gilding—  [Tielding."* 

■MIe  was   my  foe — I  beg  you'll    damn   this 
•'Right!"    Thwackum  roars,    *'no   mercy, 
Sii-5,  1  pray  ;  [play." 

•'Scourge   the  dead  author,  thro*  his  orphan 
••What  words!"   cries  Parfon  Adams  ;  *'fie, 

fie  !  difown  'em  ! 
•'Good  Lord  I — de mortuis nil  nijibonum  .*  ['em? 
•Mf  fuch  are  Chriftian  teachers,  who'll  revere 
•'If  thus  they  preach,  the  devM  alone  fhould 

hear  "em." 
>Jow  Slipflop  enters — **Tho'  this  fcriv'ning 

vagrant 
**Slated  my  virtue,  which  was  ever  Jlaqranty 
••Yet,  like  black  Tkello,  I'd  bear  fcorns  and 
•'Slip  into  poverty  to  th' very  hips,    [whips, 
••T'  rxuit  this  play — mayit  t/^cri-fl/^  in  favour, 
••And  be  its  fame  immortaliz' d  for  ever  ! 
tSquirc  Weflern,  reclingwith  Odlober  mellow, 
••Tally-o-boys! — Yoicks! — Critics,hunt  the 

fellow  ! 
•'Damn  'en  I  thefe  wits  are  varmint  not  worth 
breeding:  [ir»g  ?" 

•'What  good  e'er  camcof  writing  and  of  read- 
Kext  comes,  brimfull  of  fpite  and  politics, 
His  fifter  Weftern-— and  thus  deeply  fpcaks  : 
••Wits  are  arm'd  pow'rs;  like  France  attack 
the  foe  ;  [^blow." 

"Negotiate   till  they  fleep-  then  ftnke  the 
Allwort  hy,laft, pleads  to  yournobleftpairions: 
•'Ye  gen'rous  leadcrsof  thctaftcsandfafhions, 
•'Departed  (jcnius  left  his  orphan  play 
•♦To  your  kind  care— what  the  dead  wills, 

obey : 
*'0  then  refpefl  the  father's  fond  bequefl, 
•'And  make  hiswido\V  fmile,  his  fpirit  reft  1" 


loble  r 


§  no. 


Prologue  t$  the  hUniaturt-Piciure  ;  1780. 
Sheridan. 

CHiLL'n  by  rude  gales,  while  yet  rcluftant 
May 
Withholds  the  beauties  of  the  vernal  day  ; 
As  fome  fond  maid,  whom  matron  frowns  re- 
prove, 
Sufpends  the  fmilc  her  heart  devotes  tolovei 


Woos  the  ftray  glance  of  ladies  paiTing  by  ; 
While  his  off-heel  infidioully  afide, 
Provokes  the  caper  which  Ijc  feems  to  chide. 
Scarce  rural  Kenfington  due  honour  gains. 
The  vulgar  verdure  of  her  walk  remains. 
Where  white-rob'd  mifTes amble  two  by  two. 
Nodding  to  booted  beaux — "Howdo.howdor" 
With  gcn'ral  queftions,  that  no  anfwcr  wait, 
"How  vadljrfull?  A'n't  you  come  vaftly  late? 
••Isn't  it  quite  charming?  Whendo  you  leave 

town  ? 
"AnU  you  quite  tir'd  ?  Pray,  cai»  we  fet  you 

down  ?" 
Thefe  fuburb  pleafures  of  a  London  May, 
lmperfcd\  yet,  we  hail  the  cold  delay  : 
But  if  this  plea's  denied,  in  our  excufc 
Another  ftill  remains  you  can't  refufe; 
It   is   a  lady   writes — and  hark — a  nobh 
Mufe ! 

But  fee  a  critic  darting  from  his  bench 

"A  noble  author  ?'•  Yes,  Sir,  but  the  play  's 

not  French  ; 
Yet  if  it  were,  no  blame  on  us  could  fall ; 
For  we,  you  know,  muft  follow  fafliion's  call: 
And  true  it  is,  things  lately  were  in  train 
To  woo  the  Gallic  Mufe  at  Drury.lane  ; 
Not  to  import  a  troop  of  foreign  elves, 
But  treat  you  with  French  actors — in  our- 
felves :  [^fpcak 

A  friend  we  had,  who  vow'd  he'd  maJcc  us 
Pure  flippant  French — byrontracl — inaweeki 
Told  us  'twas  time  to  (tndy  wh;it  was  go«d, 
Polifli,  and  leave  off  being  underftood  : 
That  crowded  audiences  we  thusmight  bring 
To  Monfieur  P.irfons,  and  Chevalier  Kingt 
Or  fhould  the  vulgar  grumble  now  and  then. 
The  prompter  might  tranflate — for  country 
gentlemen.  [finger,  after ; 

Straight  all  fubfcrib'd — kings,  gods,  mutes, 
A  Flanders  figurc-danccr  our  contraftor. 
Bi:t  here  i  grieve  to  own,  tho'  't  be  to  you. 
He  aited — ecn  as  moft  contraftors  do, 
Sold  what  he  neverdealt  in  ;  and,  th'  amount 
Being  firft  difcharg'd,  fubmitted  his  account. 
And  what  th'  event  ?    Their  induflry  was  fuch, 
Dodd    fpoke  good  Flemilh,     Bannifler   bad 

Dutch  I 
Then  the  rogue  told  us,  with  infulting  cafe, 
So  it  was  foreign  it  was  fure  to  pleafc  x 


1*  Th?  late  Henry  Fielding,  Efq.  author  ©f  the  play. 
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3ooKlV.    PROLOGUES  AND  EPILOGUES. 


Beaux,  wits  applaud,  as  fadiion  (bould  com- 
mand, 

And  milFcs  laugh — to  feem  to  underftand 

So  from  each  clime  our  foil  may  fomcthing 

ain  ; 
Manhood  from  Rome,  and  fprightlinefs  from 

Spain  ; 
jH>me  Riiillan  Rofcius  next  delight  the  age, 
And  a  Dutch  Heincl  (kate  along  the  flage. 
Exotic  fopperies,  hail !   whofe  flatt'ring  fmilc 
Supplants  the  fterner  virtues  of  our  ifle  ! 
Thus  while  with  Chinefe  firs  and  Indian  pines 
Ournurs'ries  fvvarm,  ihe  Britifti  oak  declines: 
Yet  vain  our  Mufe's  fear — no  foreign  laws 
We  dread,  while  native  beauty  pleads  our 
caufe :  [higher 

Whileyou  too  judge, whofe  fmilesare  honours 
Than  verfe  fliould  gain,  but  where  thofe  eyes 

infpire. 
But  if  the  men  prefume  your  pow'r  to  awe, 
Retort  their  churlifh  fenatorial  law  : 
Tliis  is  your  houfe — and  move — the  gentle- 
men withdraw: 
Then  they  may  vote  with  envy  never  ceafing, 
Yourlnfluctue  hasincreas'd  and  isincreafing: 
But  there,  I  truft,  the  refolution  's  finilh'd  ; 
"Sure  none  will  fay — it  ought  to  be  diminifb'd. 


} 


^  XII.  Epilogue  to  the  fame]   1780. 

Jekyll. 
HThe  men,  like  tyrants  of  the  Turkifli  kind, 
-*■  Have  long  our  fex's  energy  conhn'd; 
In  f  ulUdrefs  black, and  bows, and  folemn  Italk, 
Have  long  monopoliz'd  the  Prologue's  walk; 
But  flill  the  flippant  Epilogue  was  ours. 
It  aflc'd,  for  gay  fupport,  the  female  pow'rs ; 
Itafk'd  a  flirting  air,  coquet  and  free, 
And  fo,  to  murder  it,  they  fix  on  th". 

Much  they  miftakc  my  talents — I  was  born 
To  tell,  in  fobs  and  fighs,  feme  tale  forlorn; 
To  wet  my  handkerchief  with  Juliet's  woes, 
Or  turn  to  Shore's  defpair  my  tragic  nofe. 

Yes,  gentlemen,  in  education's  fpite. 
You  ftili  (hall  find  that  we  can  read  and  write; 
Like  you,  can  fwell  a  debt  or  a  debate, 
Can  quit  the  card-table  to  fteer  the  ftate, 
And  bid  our  Belle  Alfcmblce's  rhet'ric  flow, 
To  drown  your  dull  declaimers  at  Soho  ! 
Methinks  e'en  now  1  hear  my  fex's  tongues, 
The  ftirill,  fmart  melody  of  female  lungs  I 
The  ftormofqueftion,  the  divifioncalm, 
With  "Hear  her  !    hear  her!   Mrs.  Speaker, 

Ma'am  I 
"O  order!  order!"  Kates  and  Sufans  rife, 
And  Marg'ret  moves,  and  Tabitha  replies. 

Look  to  the  cainp — Coxheath  and  Warley 
Common 
Supplied,  at  Icaft,  forev'ry  t«nt  a  woman  ; 
The  cartridge-paper  wrapp'd  the  billet-doux, 
The  rear  and  piquet  form'd  the  rendezvous  ; 
The  drum's  flern  rattle  (hook  the  nuptial  bed, 
The  knapfack  pillow'd  Lad^  SturgcorCi  head  ; 
Love  was  the  watch-word,  till  the  morning  fife 
Rous'd  the  larae.Major  and  his  warlike  wife. 


Look    to   the  lUse— tonight's    ciac&pW 
draws 
A  female  Dramatifl  to  grace  the  caufe 

So  fade  the  trimnnln  ut  ntrj.nni  fi.,.,,.  nj^ol 
And  would  vu  •*«• 

Merc  fliould  vc  . 

To  mend  our  c\;iillitiiti*;ii.il  couii.Jiwii. 
The  men  invade  our  right*,  llic  mimic  rlv<»t 
lifp  andfUck.r.aneCvi't  cr.aiurn  likcuurrdveA* 
Rouge  more  than  wcdu,  fiuiiH-r,  flounce,  a»l 

fret, 
And  they  coquet,  good ^oJ 
They  too  arc  coy,  and,  r 
Theirs  is  a  coyncfi  in  a  liie-c-uti. 
Yes,  ladies,  yes,  /  ci>u'd  a  tale  urfold, 
I'Vov I d  ha rrinv  vj}  your— cuth'ioni — wv 
VdTtyour  combined  curfs,  andj^eeze — _ 
At  griefs  and  grievances,  as  1  could  u..i.   c... 
Butyi/cA  eternal  blazon  mujl  not  fucak  ; 
Belides,  the  Houfe  adjourns  lomc  day  next 

week. 
This  fair  committee  fliall  detail  the  rcfl ; 
And  then  let  monfters,  if  they  d^e,pratj!. 

^112.    Prologue  to  Fatal  CuTioftty\  ii%u 

CoLMAV. 

T  oNG  Hnce,  beneath  this  humble  roof,  this 
^  play,  ,     ^ 

Wrought  by  true  Englifli genius,  fawthe  day. 
Forth  from  this  humble  roof  it  fcarcc  iut 

Itray'd  ; 
In  prouder  tJieatres  't  was  never  play'd. 
There  you  have  gap'dand  doz'do'er  many 


a  piece. 


Patch'd   up  from  France,    crflolen  from  L 

Rome  or  Greece,  [fleece,  f 

Or  made  of  flireds  from  ^hakfpeare's  golden  J 
There  fcholars  fin:ple  nature  caft  afide, 
Have  trick'd  their  heroes  out  in  clafl^c  pride  ; 
No  fcenes  where  genuine  paflion  runs  to  wade. 
But  all  hcd«;'d  in  by  fluubs  of  r-"  .<•'„  t  ,\\c\ 
Kach  tragedy  laid  out  like  ^ai  : », 

One  circling  gravel  markk  Its :.  :nd«. 

Lillo's  plantations  were  oiforrjl  grov^ili — 
Shakfpeare's  the  fame — great  nature'?  hand  in 

both  \  ,  ,, 

Give  me  a  tale  the  paflions  to  controul,     ) 
♦•Whofe  flighted  word  may  harrow  up  tb« 

foul !" 
A  magic  potion,  of  charm'd  drugs  commtkt. 
Where  pleafurc  courts,  and  honour  cornea 

betwixt  1 
Such  are  the  fcenes  that  we  this  night  renM^ 
Scenes  that  your  fathers  were  well-pleasMm 

view.  [prenl^ 

Once  we  half-paus'd— and,  while  cold  fetl^ 
Strive  with  faint  ftrokes  to  foftcn  down  tfw 
Butfoon,attir'dinall  its  native  wo<s,  Ct^lc; 
The  fhade  of  Lille  to  our  fancy  rofc : 
Check  thywejkhand, it  faid,orfeem'dto fay— 
Nor  of  its  manly  vigour  rob  my  play  I 
From  Britirti  annals  I  th-"   '■    '•—  . 
And  Briiirti  hearts  fhail  too. 

Pity  (hall  movetheirfoiii  ,         .  if» ; 

And  terror  takes  no  IdTon  from  ili*feba»ls. 


,oofi 


ILEGANT   EXTRACTS, 


Book  l^j 


Speak  to  thtirio/cmsy  to  ihehfeclirgs  tnift, 
You'll  find  theii"  {cniencc  generous  andju/i. 

§113.     Prologue  to  the  Birth-Day^    Aug.  la, 
1783-  CoLMA    . 

"IITHEN  fate  on  fomc  tremendous  a£l  feeins 
^^  bent, 

And  nature  labours  with  the  dread  event, 
Portents  and  prodigies  convulfc  the  earth. 
That  heavesandftrug^les  with  the  fatal  birth, 
In  happier  houn  are  lavifli  blejjings  given, 
And  pour'd  in  floods  to  mark  the  hand  of 

Heaven. 
In  a  long  feries  of  bright  glories  dreft, 
Britons  mufl  hail  this  day  fupremely  blefl. 
Firft  on  this  day,  in  liberty's  great  caufe, 
A  Brunfwick  came  to  guard  our  rights  and 

laws: 
On  thisgreat  day,  our  glorious  annals  tell, 
By  Britifli  arms  the  pride  of  Cuba  fell  ; 
For  then,  the  Moro's  gallant  chief  o'erthrown, 
Th'  Havanna  faw  his  fate, and  felt  her  own  : 
Thefelf  fame  day,  the  fame  aufpicious  morn, 
Our  elder  hope,  our  Prince^  our  George  was 

born : 
Upon  his  natal  hour  what  triumphs  wait ! 
What  captive  treafures  crowd  the  palace-gate! 
What  double  joys  the  royal  parents  claim. 
Of  home-felt  happinefs  and  public  fame! 
Long,  very  long,  great  George  !  proteft 

the  land. 
Thy  race,  like  arrows  in  a  giant's  hand  ! 
For  ftill  tho' blights  may  nip fome infant rofe, 
And  kill  the  budding  beauty  ere  it  blows. 
Indulgent  Heaven  prolongs  th' illuftrious  line, 
Branching  like  th'  olive,  cluft'ring  like  the 

vine: 
Long,  very  long,  thy  courfe  of  glory  run, 
A  bright  example  to  thy  royal  fon  ! 
Forming  that  fon  to  grace,  like  thee,   the 

throne. 
And  make  his  father's  virtues  all  his  own! 

5x14.  Prologue  to  The  EleHion  of  the  Managers ; 
1784.  CoLMAN. 

■*0 u R  ST  be  the  vcrfe,how  well  foe'cr  it  flow, 
^  "That  tends  to  make  one  worthy  man 
my  foe ; 
•*Giv^es  virtue  fcandal,  innocence  a  fear, 
**Or  from  the  fofr-eyed  virgin  fleals  a  tear!" 
Thus  fun^  fwcet  Pope,  the  vigorous  child 
of  fatire  ;  [nature. 

Our  Bayes  lels  j^enius   boafts,  not  lefs   good 
No  poifon'd  fli.itt  he  darts  with  partial  aim, 
Folly  and  vice  are  fair  and  general  game; 
No  tale  he  echoes,  on  no  fcandal  dwelU, 
Nor  plants  on  one  fool's  head  the  cap  and  bells; 
He  paints  the  living  manners  of  the  time. 
But  lays  at  no  man's  door  reproach  or  crime. 
Yet  fome,  with  critic  nofe,and  eye  too  keen, 
$cent  double   meanings  out,  and  blaft  each 
fcene :  rianip. 

While  Iquint  fiifpicion  holds  her  ireaclierous 
fear  mouldn  bafe  coin,  and  malice  give  the 
Jlarip. 


Falfehood'svilc  glofs  converts  the  very  Bible 
Tojcandalum.  magnatum^  and  libel.  [told. 

Thus  once,  when  fick,Sir  Gripu5,as  we're 
In  grievous  ufury  giown  rich  and  old. 
Bought  a  good  book  that,  onachriftian  plan^ 
Inculcates  The  Whole  Duty  of  a  Man. 
To  every  fin  a  finner's  name  he  tack'd. 
And  through  the  pariOi  all  the  vices  track'd? 
And  thus,  the  comment  and  the  text  enlarging. 
Crowds  all  his  friends  and  neighbours  in  the 
margin.  ['fquire ; 

Pride,  was  my  lord,  and  drunkennefs,   the 
My  lady,  vanity  and  loofe  defire; 
Hardnefs  of  heart  no  mifery  regarding, 
Was  overfeer — luxury,  churchwarden, 
All.allhedamn'd;  and,  carrying  the  farce  on. 
Made  fraud  the  lawyer — gluttony, the  parfon. 
'Tisfaid,  when  winds  the  troubled  deep  de- 
form, fftorm : 
Pour  copious  ftreams  of  oil,  'twill  lay  the 
Thus  here, let  mirth  and  frank  good-humour's 
_^  balm  [calm  ! 
Make  cenfure  mild,   fcorn  kind,  and  anger 
Some  wholefome  bitter  if  the  bard  produces, 
*Tis  only  wormwood  to  corre^  the  juices. 

In  this  day's  conteft,  where,  in  colours  new. 
Three  play-houfe  candidates  are  brought  to 

view 
Our  little  Bayes  encounters  fome  difgrace ; 
Should  you  reject  him  too,  I  mourn  hi 
He  can  be  chofen  for  no  other  place,  [cafe- 


his  I 
:— J 


S  "5- 


Prologue  to  Two  to  One  ;   1784; 

COLMAN. 

'TTo-NiGHT,  as  heralds  tell,  a  virgin  mufe, 
■*•  Anuntrain'dyouth,anew  advcnt'rer,fucs; 
Green  in  hisone-and-twenty,  fcarceofage. 
Takes  his  firft   flight,  halffledg'd,  upon  tlie 

ftage. 
Within  this  little  round  the  parent  bird 
Hath  warbled  oft ;  oft  patiently  you  heard  ; 
And  as  he  flrove  to  raife  his  eager  throat, 
Your  kind  applaufe  made  mufic  of  his  note. 
But  now,  with  beating  heart  and  anxious  eve. 
He  fees  his  vent'rous  youngling  ftrive  to  fly  : 
Like  Dxdalus,  a  father's  fears  he  brings, 
A  father's  hopes,  and  fain  would  plume  his 

wings.  [vain! 

How  vain,   alas,  his  hopes  •  his  fears  hovr 

'Tis  you  muft  hear,  and,  hearing,  judge  the 

ftrain. 
Your  equal  jufticc  finks  or  lifts  his  name  ; 
Your  frown 's  a  fentence,your  applaufe  is  fame. 
If  humour  warms  his  fcenes  with  genial  fire. 
They  '11  cv'en  redeem  the  errors  of  his  fire  ; 
Nor  Ihall  Aiilead — dead!  to  the  bottom  drop. 
By  youth's  enliv'ning  cork  buoy'd  up  at  top. 
If  charaflcrsaremark'd  with  cafe  and  truth, 
Pleas'd  with  his   fpirit,  you  '11  forgive  his 

youth. 
Should  fireand  fon  be  both  withdullnefscurft. 
"And  Dunce  the  fecond   follow   Dunce  the 

firft,"  [mock. 

The  ftiallow  ftripling's  vain  attempt  you  '11 
And  damn  him  lor  a  Chip  of  the  old  BLck. 

j  116, 


BookIV.    prologues  and  epilogues. 


§  ii6.   Prologue  occafiorted  by  the  Death  of  Afr, 
Heiiderfon\   1785.  MuRPHY. 

"P  R  E  fiftion  try  this  night  her  magic  ftrain, 
■■-'  And  blend  myfterioufly  delight  with  p.Vin  ; 
Ere  yet  flie  wake  her  train  of  hopes  and  fears 
For  Jaffier's  wrongs  and  Belvidera's  tears, 
Will  you  permit  a  true,  a  recent  grief 
To  vent  its  charge,  and  feek  that  kind  relief? 
How  fhall  n<^  feel  the  taleof  feign'ddiftrcfs, 
While  on  the  heart  our  ownaffliaions  prefs ! 
When  our  own  friend, when  Henderfon  expires, 
And  from  the  tomb  one  parting  pang  requires ! 
In  yonder  Abbey  fhall  he  reft  his  head, 
And  on  this  fpot  no  virtuous  drop  be  flicd  ; 
You  will  indulge  our  grief: — thofe  crowded 
rows 
Shew  you  have  hearts  that  feel  domeftic  woes ; 
Hearts  that  with  gen'rous  emulation  burn, 
To  raife  the  widow,  drooping  o'er  his  urn ; 
And  to  his  child,  when  reafon's  op'ning  ray 
Shall  tell  herit'^tPOTfiieloft,  this  truth  convey  : 
Her  father's  worth  made  each  good  man  his 

friend ; 
Honour'd  through  life,  regretted  in  his  end! 
And  for  his  relatives,  to  help  his  (tore, 
An  audience  gave, when  he  could  give  no  more. 
Him  we  all  mourn,  his  friends  dill  heave 
the  figh, 
And  ftill  the  tear  ftands  trembling  in  the  eye. 
His  was  each  mild,  each  amiable  art, 
The  gentleft  manners,  and  the  feeling  heart; 
Fair  fimplc  truth ;  benevolence  to  all ; 
A  gen'rouswarmthjthatglow'datfriendfhip's 

call  ; 
Ajudgmentfure,while  learning  toil'd  behind; 
His  mirth  was  wit;  his  humour,  fenfe  reHa'd  ; 
A  foul  above  all  guile,  all  meaner  views  ; 
The  friend  of  fciencc,  friend  of  ev'ry  mufe  ! 
Oft  have  I  known  him  in  my  vernal  year — 
This  no  feign'd  grief — no  artificial  tear! 
Oft  in  thisbreaft  he  wak'd  the  Mufes'  flame; 
Fond  to  advife,  and  point  my  way  to  fame. 
Who  nioft  (hall  praife  him,  all  are  ftill  at  ftrife ; 
Expiring  virtue  leaves  a  void  in  life. 

A  void  our  fcene  has  ielt : — with  Shak- 
fpeare's  page 
Who  now,  like  him,  fliall  animate  theftage? 
Hamlet,  Macbetli,  and  Benedick,  and  Lear, 
Richard, and  Wolfey,pleas'deach  learn'd  ear. 
If  feigning  well  be  our  confumniatc  art,  ^ 
How  great  his  praife,  who,  in  lago's  part,  \ 
CouUl  utter  thoughts  fo  foreign  to  hislieart!  J 
FalftatF,  who  fliookthis  houfe  with  mirthful 

roar. 
Is  now  no  counterfeit — he'll  rife  no  more  ! 
'Twas  Henderfon  the  drama  to  pervade. 
Each  padion  touch,  and  give  each  nicer  (hade. 
When  o'er  thefe    boards  the  Roman  Tather 

pafs'd — 
But  I  forbear — that  effort  washis  lali.! 
The  iMufe  there  faw  his  zeal,  tho'rack'dwith 

pain,  . 

While  the  (low  fever  ambu(Ti'd  m  each  vein. 
She  fought  the  bedwhere.pale  and  wan,he  lay, 
An4  vainly  tried  to  chafe  di[e;ife  away; 


tod7 

^.af«| 


Watch'dcvVy  look.anrfn--^-' » 

And  gently,  as  he  liv'd,  t 

Wild  withhcr  griefs,  fhc  ;,    .     :.., 

throng. 

With  fullen  (ound  as  the  hearfe  mov'd  aloag  t 
Through  the  dim  vaulted  ailci  (be  led  the  way. 
And  cave  to  genius  paft  his  kindred  clay  ; 
Heard  the  la(t  requiem  o'er  his  relics  cold. 
And  with  her  tears   bcdcw'd  the  hallow'd 

mould. 
In  faithful  vcrfe,  there,near  the  lonely cdJ^ 
The  fair  recording  epitaph  may  tellj 
That  he,  who  now  lies  mould'ring  into  duff. 
Was  good,  was  upright,  generous,  and  }\kA% 
By  talents  form'd  to  grace  the  poet's  layij 
By  virtue  form'd  to  dignify  his  days. 


$117.     Epilogue   intended  to  be  fpoken   by  Mr, 

Shttter,  in   the    CharaSler  of  a  Sckodmafifr^ 
with  a  Rod  in  his  Hand. 

"IXThen  vice  and  folly  are  a  nation's  bane, 
^^   When  poets  write,  and  parfons  preach 

in  vain,- 
When  fatire's  (ling  and  moral  precepts  fail. 
Then  threats  and  rougher  methods  ran  ft  pre- 
vail, [nanv. 
Behold  a  fcheolmafter  —  Ticklebreech   by 
Who  comes  a  headftrong  people  to  reclaim  ; 
To  lafli  thofe  foibles  now  foco:  ..vd. 
And  once  more  pi  ace  fair  Virtu  ^nt. 
This  magic  rod, tho'  nought  bui  .....j..-,  »uod. 
With  wonders  ftrange  to  mention  is  endued. 
If  to  that  part  of  man  we  all  deride 
'Tis rightly  handled,  and  with  ftcill  applied, 
'Twill  make  a  lawyer  honcft  'gainrt  his  will. 
The  doctor  fave  the  patient  he  would  kill; 
The  ftatcfman  too,  that  Atlas  of  the  ftatc, 
Who  toils  and  l\v eats,  and  bends  beneath  t^e 

weight 
Of  places,  pen(ions,  (inecures  and  fees, 
At  the  firft  ftroke  will  find  immediate  eafc  t 
With  joy  he  'II  caft  the  pond'rous  load  afide. 
And  at  the  helm  tak%  honour  for  his  guides 
Relieve  the  indigent  without  a  bribe, 
And  fpurnatfycophants,  that  f  -  --«--. 

The  modern  Bobadil,  who  in  • 

Thefeatshedid  whcnonpioud  i.j .- , 

How  twenty  Frenchmen  at  a  time  he  iiew » 
♦•Twenty  more  -kill  'cmj  twenty  more -kill 

'em  too  !" 
When  in  th»  field  his  looks,  hiUW 
And  his  own  ihadow  makca  hi:. 
But  if  the  force  of  thi'*  lame  i 
His  courage  ftraight  will  Ica.^  . 

heels, 

Mount  to  his  heart,  his  martial  boromwann. 

And, like  brave  Frulfia, the  ¥fli.  trm. 

Next,  to  the  male  coquet  I  tk, 

Whofc  head,  and  hean,  and  net .  v.;  aii^e  arc 

weak  ;  ^^i*P^ 

Who,  like  that  curious  mafk  which  Alup 
The  fox  admii'd,  yet  roournd  the  waat  at 

brains  ; 

Wh» 


betnfv 
■udly 


100$ 


ELEGANT 

Sir 


Who  pH«s  lus  {lafs  and  grinning  crie« 

Peter,  [creature ! 

•*Thcrc'safinegirU  Gad*s  curfe!  a  charming 
**Whateyes,what lips'  and  then  licr  fhapeand 
••She  muft  be  mine, egad, at  any  rate,"  tgait! 
Thiswand.ifonce  it  touch  thecoxcomb'stail, 
.1  do  afTure  him  ne'er  was  known  to  fail  ; 
He  '11  own  its  charms  furpafs  hii  falts  and 

drops, 
"For  into  men  it  changes  fools  and  fops  ; 
Makes  'em  look  wife,  fay  little, and  do  more  ; 
All  which,  I  'm  fare,  they  never  liid  before. 

In  good  queen  Befs's  happy  golden  reign, 
The  Britifh  fair  their  virtues  did  maintain  ; 
But,(hamcto  tell, how  dreadful  tlicreflcvftion! 

The  fex  is  now  fo  bad  to  want  correction 

But  hold,  methinks  from  yonder  box  I  hear 
My  Lady  Dainty  thus  exprcfs  her  fear: 
•*Lord ;  fure  the  filthy  fellow  does  not  mean 
•*To  turn  us  up  ;  he  won't  be  fo  obfcene  : 
•**rilgo  thisinftant,  and  afk  Mr.  Rich, 
•*How   he  dares   fuffer  this    rude    Tickle- 
breech — '* 
Xadics,  be  calm,  this  needlefsragc  fufpend, 
And  take   good  cuunfel  as  from   friend  to 
friend :  [birch, 

If  you  would  fhun   acquaintance  with  the 
Shun  cards  on  fabbath-day,  and  go  to  churchj 
This  vicious  appetite  no  longer  feed. 
Be  virtuous  all,  be  Britilh  dames  indeed. 
And  now,  my  pupils,  what  you  have  learnt 
this  night 
Go  teach  to  others,  and  you  '11  then  do  right ; 
Be  you  to  them  the  fame  indulgent  tutor, 
And  come  next  year  to  fee  your  friend  Ned 
ShuUr, 


§  iiS.     Prologue  to  MahcmeU 
nro  point  what  lengths  credulity  has  run, 
^   What  counfels  ftiakcn,  and  what  ftates 

undone; 
What  hellift  fury  wings  th'  cnthufiafl's  rage. 
And  makes  the  trouble  dearth  one  tragic  ftage  ; 
Whatblafphemies  impofture  dares  advance. 


EXTRACTS,      Book  IV, 

Hooded  and  train'd   like  hawks  th'  enlhu- 

fialls  fly. 
And  thf  pried's victims  in  theirpouncesdic. 
Like  wjielps  born  blind,  by  mother-church 

they  're  bred, 
Nor  wake  to  Hght,  to  know  ihemfel  vcs  miflcd  i 
Murder's  the  game — and  to  the  fport  un- 

preft, 
Proud  ot  the  fm,  and  in  the  duty  bleft, 
The  layman's  but  the  blood-hound  of  the 

pried. 
Whoe'er  thou  art,that  dar'il  fuch  themes  ad 

vance. 
To  pried-rid  Spain  repair,  orflavifh  France: 
For  Judas'  hire  there  do  the  devil's  talk. 
And  trick  up  flavery  in  religion's  mafk. 
England,  dill  free,   no  furer  means  requires 
To   fink  their  fottifh  fouls,  and  damp  their 

martial  fires.  [owe ; 

Britons,  thefc  numbers  to  yourfelves  you 

Voltaire  hathdrength  todiool  in  Shakfpeare's 

bow  : 
Famfe  led  him  at  liis  Hippocrene  to  drink. 
And  taught  to  write  with  nature,  as  to  thinkc 
With  Englidi  freedom,  Endilhwit  he  knew. 
And  from  the  unexhaufted  dream  profufely 

drewj 
Chcridi  the  noble  bard  yourfelves  havemadr. 
Nor  lei  the  frauds  of  France  deal  all  our  trade: 
Now  of  each  prizethc  winner  has  the  wearing, 
E'en  fend  our  Englifii  dage  a-privateering  : 
With  your  commiflion  we  '11  all  our  fails  un. 

fold,  [gold. 

And  from  their  loads  of  drofs  import  fomc 


Ignorance ; 


And  build  what  terrors  on  weak 
How  fraud  alone  rage  to  religion  binds. 
And  makes  a  panda:monium  of  our  minds  ; 
Our  Gallic  bard,  fired  with  thefe  glorious 

views, 
Fird  to  this  crufade  led  the  tragic  mufe ; 
Her  pow'r  through    France    his  charming 

numbers  bore,  [fore. 

But  Francewasdcaf— for  all  her  prieds  were 
OnEnglifh  ground  die  makes  a  firmer  ftand, 
And  hopes  to  lufFer  by  no  hodile  hand. 
No  clergy  here  ufurp  the  free-born  mind, 
Ordain'd  to  teach,  and  not  enflave  mankind  ; 
Keligion  here  bids  Perfecution  ccafc. 
Without,  all  order,  and  within,  all  peace  ; 
Truth  guards  her  happy  pale  with  watchful 

care, 
And  frauds, tho'  pious, find  no  entrance  there. 

Religion,  to  be  facrcd,  mud  be  free  ; 
Mcnwillfufpef\— where  bi^'ots  keep  the  key. 


plarv 


^119.  Prologue  to  the  Jcabus  IVifr. 

Ll.OYD. 

'T'HE  Jealous  Wife  !  a  comedy  !  poor  man  ! 
*  A  charming  fubjecl!  bat  a  wretched  plai 
Hislkittidi  wit,  o'erleaping  the  due  bound. 
Commits  flat  trefpafs  upon  tragic  ground. 
Quarrels,  upbrai(lings,jealoufies,  andfpleen 
Grow  too  familiar  in  the  comic  fccne. 
Tinge  but  the  language  with  heroic  chime, 
'Tis  paflion,  pathos,  character,  fubliuie  ! 
What  round  big  words  had  fwcll'd  the  pom- 
pous fcene, 
A  king  the  hud)and,  and  the  wife  a  qtieen  I 
Then  might  didraiitionrcnd  her  graceful  hair. 
See  fightlefs  forms,  andfcream,  and  gape, and 
flare.  [troul, 

Drawcanfir  Death  had  rag'd  without  con. 
Here  the  drawn  dagger,  there  the  poifon'd  bow  I 
What  eyes  had  drcam'd  at  all  the  wliiningwocl 
What  hands  had  thundcr'd  at  each  Ah  I  and 
OKI  [fends. 

But  peace !   The  gentle  prologue  cudom 
Like  djumand  fcrjeant,to  beat  up  for  friends, 
At  vice  and  folly,  each  a  lawful  game. 
Our  author  flics  but  with  no  partial  afnu 
He  read  the  manners,  open  as  they  lie 
In  nature's  volume  to  the  general  eye. 
Books  too  he  read,  nor  blulh'd  to  ufe  th«ir 

ftore— 
He  does  but  what  his  betters  did  before. 

ShaLfpeare 


BootlV.    PROLOGUES  AN»  EPILOGUES. 


t^^ 


Shakfpeare  has  done  it,  and  the  Grecian  ftage 
Cai  ght  truth  of  ch:ira6^er  from  Homer's  page. 

If  ill  liis  fcenes  an  honert  fkill  is  fliown, 
And, borrowing  little,  much  appears  his  own; 
If  whata  marter's  happy  pencil  drew 
He  brings  more  forward  in  dramatic  view  ; 
To  your  decifionhe  fubmits  his  caufe, 
Secure  of  candour,  anxious  for  appl«ufe. 

iUit  if,  all  rude,  his  artlefs  fcenes  deface 
The  fimple  beauties  which  he  meant  to  grace; 
If,  an  invader  upon  other's  land, 
He  fpoil  and  plunder  with  a  robber's  hand, 
Dojufticeon  him — as  on  fools  before —  [more. 
And  give  to  blockheads  pad  one  blockhead 


§  120.     Prologue  to  Runvamede. 
TJEFORE  the  records  of  renown  were  kept, 
-'-'  Or  theatres  for  dying  heroes  wept, 
The  race  of  fame  by  rival  chiefs  was  run, 
The  world  by  former  Alexanders  won  : 
Ages  of  glory  in  long  ordcrroll'd, 
New  empires  rifing  on  the  wreck  of  old  : 
Wonders  were  wrought  by  nature  in  her  prime, 
Nor  was  the  ancient  world  a  wildernefs  of  time. 

Yet  loft  to  fame  is  virtue's  orient  reign  ; 
Tlie  patriot  liv'd  tlie  hero  died  in  vain. 
Dark  night  defcendcd  o'er  the  human  day, 
Andwip'dthe  glory  of  the  world  away  : 
Whirl'd  round  the  gulf,  theafts  of  time  were 
Then  in  the  vafl;  aby fs  for  ever  loft.         [toft, 

Virtue  from  fame  disjoined  began  to  plain 
Her  votaries  few  and  unfrequented  fane. 
Her  voice  afcended  to  almighty  Jove  ; 
He  fent  the  Mufes  from  the  throne  above. 

The  bard  arofe ;  and,  full  of  heavenly  fire. 
With  hand  immortal  touch'd  th'  immortal 
Heroic  deeds  in  ftrains  heroic  fung,  [lyre  ; 
All  earth  refounded,  allheaven'sarches  rung: 
The  world  applaud  what  thevapprov'd  before, 
Virtue  and  fame  tookfep'rate  patlisno  more. 

Hence  to  the  bard,  interpreter  of  heaven. 
The  chronicle  of  fame  by  Jove  is  given; 
His  eye  the  volume  of  the  paft  explores. 
His  hand  unfolds  the  everlafting  doors; 
In  Minos'  majefty  he  lifts  the  head, 
Judge  of  the  world,  andfov'reign  of  thcdead; 
On  nations  and  on  kings  in  fentence  fits. 
Dooms  to  perdition,  or  to  heaven  admits; 
Dethrones  the  tyrant  tho'  in  triumph  hurl'd. 
Calls  up  the  hero  fromtW  eternal  world, 
Surrounds  his  head  with  wreaths  that  ever 
bloom,  [tomb. 

And  vows  the  verfe  that  triumphs  o'er  the 

While  here  the  Mufes  warbled  from  the 
fhrine. 
Oft  have  you  liften'd  to  the  voice  divine. 
A  namelefs  youth  beheld,  with  noble  rage, 
One  fubject  ftilla  ftranger  to  the  ftage  ; 
A  name  that  'smufic  to  the  Britifh  ear: 
Anamethat'sworfliipp'dinthe  Britiftifphere, 
Fair  Liberty  !   the  goddefs  of  the  iOe, 
Whoblefles  England  with  a  guardian  fmlle. 

Britons!   a  fcene  of  glory  draws  to-night ! 
The  feathers  of  the  land  arife  to  fight  j 


The  Icgiilators  and  the  chiefs  of  ol  ' . 
The  roll  of  patriots  and  the  Ixtion.  h      !, 
Who  greatly  girded  w:tluiir(;vc.:'...    i  hicW. 

At  ftoried  Rn';- '•• ■•   '  ■      •, 

Did  the  gran!  ,rtw. 

And  found  th- 

Our  anther,  trembling  for  I  nifr, 

Hopes  in  the  fav'ritc  theme  a  r 
li\  while  the  talc  the  theatre . 
Your  hearts  applaud  him,  h  your 

hands  ; 
ProudonhiscountryNcaufetc.  ime. 

And  add  the  patriot's  to  the  i-.. .j. 

S  i«r.  Prctoguetotkellcirefs.   FlTZPATRtCr. 

As  fprightly  fun-beams  gild  the  i  ■ 
■^^    When   lowVing    tcnipcls   Ci 

away. 
So,  when  the  poet's  dark  horizon  clears, 
Array'd  in  fmiles,  the  En'-'.,  -m     mu,,-  ,•  <. 
She  of  that  houfe  the  li 
Whofe  brilliant  fpeaker.    .  cmes 

they  will; 
Still  varying  topics  for  her  fportive  rhymes. 
From  ail  the  follies  of  thcfe  fruitful  ti:ne»j 
Uncheck'd  by  forms,  with  flippant  hand  may 

cull — 
Prologues,  likep?ers,  by  prlv  .11— 

In  folemn  ftrain  addrcf*  tli'aii  .:, 

The  legal  judges  of  dramatic  vvlt. 
Confining  ftill,  with  dignified  drcorum, 
Their  obfervatlons — to  the  ;  • 

Nowwhencachba^tchelora . 
(That  fweet  exemption  from 
Wlien  laws  are  frain'd  vith  a 
Oflight'ning  burdensonthc  ;:, 
And  Hymen  adds  one  folid  comfuri  ttwrc. 
To  all  thofe  comforts  he  con'.'err'd  brforc  ; 
To  fmooth  the  rough  li)  ame. 

Our  bard  has  chofcu — a  .  : 

As  wealth  in  wedlock  i  ie 

The  imperfeCVions  of  a  h 
This  temptingtitle  he,  I 
May  heighten  beauties — and  cor.cr 
Thus  Sixty's  wrinkles,  vicw'd  ihK 

tune's  glafs. 
The  rofy  dimules  of  Sixteen  fiirpaf.^ : 
Themodern  fuitor  grafps  his  f ,  t  '. 

Overlooks  her  perfon,   and.tdi': 
Leers  on  her  houfes  with  an  < 
O'er  her  rich  acres  heaves  an  i. 

His  heart  felt  pangs  through  j.  -a:r, 

ber  vents,  , 

And  runsdiftradcd  for— her  thaee  per  cents. 

Will  thus  the  poet's  mimic  I'  '     '    '^    \ 
The  bridegroom  critic  to  he:  nd. 

Who  claims,  alas!   his  nicer  t :.    ;, 

The  lady's  portion  paid  in  ftcrimgwu? 
On  your  decrees,  to  fix  her  future  fate. 
Depends  our  Heirefs  for  her  whole  eftate  i 
Rich  in  your  fmiles,flic  charms  th'  aduuring 
town ;  '  .' 

A  very  bankrupt,  ftiould  you  chance  to  frowm 
O  may  a  verdict  given  in  your  .:pplaufe 
Pronounce  the  profp'iousiffueofher  caufe, 
.X  Cotuinm 


to  Id 


ELEGANT     EXTRACTS. 


Book  1  \' 


Contirm  the  name  an  anxious  pavrnt  gave  her, 
And  prove  her  Htircfi  ot  the  public  favour! 


,} 


^121.  Proloi;ue  to  the  Ambttiovi  Steti-motktr. 

ROWE 

TF  dying  lover?  yetdeferve  a  tear; 
•^  ff  a  fad  rtory  of  a  maid's  dcfpair 
Yet  move  companion  in  the  pitying  fair  , 
This  duy  the  poet  does  his  arts  employ," 
The  foft  accelfes  of  your  fouls  to  try. 
'Norlettjie  ftoic  boafthis  mind  unniov'd<    *] 
Thebtutephilorophcr,whone'erhasprov'd  \ 
T  he  joy  of  loving  and  of  being  lov'd  ;         J 
V/i)o  fcorns  his  human  nature  to  confefs. 
And,  driving  to  be  more  than  nuin,  is  lefs. 
Nor  let  the  men  the  weeping  fair  accufe, 
Thofe  kind  protestors  of  the  tragic  nuife, 
Vvhofe   tears  did   moving  Otwny's  labours 

crown, 
Andmade  the  poorMonimia's  grief  (heir  own: 
Thofe  tears  their  art,  not  weaknefs,  has  conO 
feft,  [tafte,  J 

Their  grief  approv'd  the  niccnefs  ot  their  )- 
And  they  nept  mofl,  becaufe  they  judg'd  | 
the  bed.  J 

O  could  this  age's  writers  hope  to  find 
An  audience  to  compaflion  thus  inclin'd, 
The  ftage  would  need  no  farce,  nur  fongj  nor 

dance, 
Norcap'ring  Monfieur  brought   from  active 

France; 
Clinch,nnd  hi*  organ-pi j»e,hisdogsand  bear, 
To  native  Barnet  nught  again  repair, 
Or  breathe, wit hCaptain  Otter, Banklideair 
Majcftic  tragedy  fhoiild  once  again 
In  purple  pwmp  adorn  the  fwellinj';  fcene  ; 
Her  fenrcf\lhould  ranfack  all  the  ancient") 

/lore, 
The  fortunes  of  thr ir  'oves  and  armsex  plore,  \ 
Such    as   might  grieve  you,   but    fhould  I 
pleafe  the  more.  J 

What  Sh.Skfperirc  durft   not,   this  bold  age 

fhould  do, 
And  famous  Creek  and  Latin  beauties  fhcw  : 
Shakrpcare,  v  hofe  genius,  to  itfelf 
Could  m^nin  cv'r>  height  of  nature 
And  copir-d  all  but  woman  that  he 
Thofe  ancient  heroine*  your  concern   fhould 

nv^ve. 
Their   grief  ^nd  anger  much,  but  mofl  their 

KiVe  : 
For  in  fh'  account  c"  evVy  age  we  find 
The  beft  andf.iireflof  that  fex  were  kind 
To  pity  always,  and  to  love  inclin'd 
AfTcrt,  ye  fair  ones,  who  in  judgment  fit, 
Your  ancient  empire  over  love  and  wit ; 
Reform  your  fenfe,and  teach  the  men  t'obev: 
They  '11  leave  their  tumbling,  if  you  lead  the 

way, 
«c  but  what  thofe  before  to  Otway  were  t 
O  were  you  but  as  kind  I  we  Know  you  are 
ai  fair^ 


ar,1 
lirj 


lies  incw  : 
a  law,  1 
c  draw,  \ 
faw.       J 
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^113,     Epilogue  to  tkf  fame.  K  O  W  B . 

'T'HE  fpleen  and  vapoutk,   and  this  doleful 
A  play. 

Have  mortified  mcto  that  height  to-day, 
That  I  am  almoll  in  the  mortal  mind 
To  die  indeed  and  leave  you  all  behind. 
Know  then,  fince  I  refoive  in  peace  to  part, 
I  mean  to  leave  to  one  alone  my  he:ui : 
(Laft  favours  will  admit  of  no  partage, 
I  bar  all  fharing,  but  upon  the  flagc) 
To  one  who  can  with  one  alone  be  bleft, 
The  peaceful  monarch  of  a  fingic  bread  : 

To  one But, oh!  how  hud 'twill  be  to  rind, 

That  Phoenix  in  your  fickle,  changing  kind  ! 
New  loves,  new  intereds,  and  religions  nevv^ 
Still  your  fantallic  appetites  purfuc. 
Your  (ickly  fancies  loath  what  you  polfofs, 
Andev'ryrefllefsfool  would  change  his  place. 
Some, weary  of  their  pcaceand  quiet  grown,  ] 
Want  to  be  hoilted  up  aloft,  and  fliown  ;       I 
Whilfl  from  the  envied  height  the  wife  get  [ 

fafely  do\\  n.  J 

We  fi^  your  wav'ring  temper  to  our  dofl, 
Since  all  our  pains  and  care  to  pleafe  is  loft. 
Millie  in  vain  fiipi  orts  with  friendly  aid 
Her  fifler  Poetry's  declining  head  : 
SIicw  hut  a  mimic  ape,  or  French  buflToon, 
You  to  the  other  houfe  in  flioalsare  gone 
And  leave  us  here  to  tune  our  crowdsalone 
MuftShakfpearc, Fletcher, and  laboriousBeu, 
Be  left  for  Scaramouch  and  Harleqviin  } 
Allow  you  ^Mf'  iiicunltant,  yet  Ms/hangc, 
For  fenfe  i^flill  the  fame,  and  ne'er  can  change. 
Yet  even  in  that  vou  vary  as  the  reft, 
Andev'ry  day  mcw  notions  are  profefl. 
Nay,  there  's  a  wit*  has  found,  as  1  am  told, 
New  ways  to  heaven,  defpairing  oftlic  c)ld  : 
He  fwears  he  '11  fpoil  the  clerk  and  frx ton's 

trade,  [made: 

Bells  fliall  no  more  be  rung,  nor  graves  be 
The  hearfe  and  (\r.  no  longer  be  infafliion, 
Since  all  the  faithful  may  expe/t  tranflation. 
What  think  you  of  the  projed  ?  I'm  for  trying, 
I'll  lay  afide  thefe  foolifh  thoughts  of  dying, 
Preferve  my  youth  and  vigour  for  the  tlage. 
And  be  Iranflated  in  a  gopd  old  age. 


} 


\  n4.      Pro/fl(rur  to  thi  Tndcr  Hujhandy  or  the 
AccompiJh:d  Fvols.  A  U  !>  I S  O  N . 

JN  the  firit  rife  and  infancy  of  fat  C", 
'*'  When  fools  were  many,  and   when  plays 

were  fcarce. 
The  raw  unpra«Jtis'd   author  could  with  eafc 
A  yotmgandifu'xpcriei.c'd  audience  pleafe  : 
No  Tingle  character  had  e'er  been  fhown, 
But  the  wholcherd  of  fopswereall  their  own* 
Rich  in  originals,  they  fet  to  view, 
In  ev'ry  piece,  a  coxcomb  that  was  new. 

But  now  o\)r  Britifli  theatre  can  boafl 
Diolls  of  all  kinds,  a  vafl  i  nthinking  lioft  1 
Fruitful  of  folly  and  of  vice,  it  fhews 
Cuckolds, and  ciis,and  b4wds,andpimps,  and 


Af^ll. 


Rouf^ 
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iiti 


Koiigh  country-knights  arc  found  of  evVy 
Of  every  taJhion  gentle  fops  aj>j)car;      [(hire, 
And  punks  of  diff'renf  chaiaaers  we  niect, 
As  frequent  on  the  Itage  as  in  the  ftreet : 
Our  modern  wits  are  foi  c'd  to   pick  and  cull, 
And  here  and  therc^by  chan(ie,^ieanupafuoi: 
Long  ere  they  Hnd  the  neceffary  fpark, 
They  fearch  the  town  and  beat  about  the  Park: 
To  all  his  niort  frequented  haunts  refort, 
Oft  dog  him  to  the  ring,  and  oft  to  court, 
As  love  of  pleafiue  or  of  placj  invites  ; 
And  fometinies  catch   him    takin;-  fnuff  at 

White's. 
Howe'er,  to  do  you  right,  the  prefent  age 
Breeds  verykopeful  monftcrs  for  the  ftage; 
That  fcorn  the  paths  their  dull  forefathers 

trod, 
And  won't  be  blockheads  in  the  common  road. 
Do  but  furvey  this  crowded  houfe  to-night : 
. Here's  rtill  encourageaient  for  thofe  that 

write. 
Our  author,  to  divert  his  friends  to-day, 
Stocks  with  variety  of  fools  his  play  ;     [new. 
And,   that  there  may  be  fomething  gay  and 
Two  ladies  errant  has  expos'd  to  view  : 
The  tirft  a  danUel  travelled  in  romance  ; 
The    other   more  refin'd,    ihe  comes    from 

France. 
Refcue,  like  courteous  knights,   the   nymph 

from  danger;  [Granger. 

And  kindly  treat,  like  well-bred  men,   the 


^  125.     Epih^ue  to  the  fame.  STEELE. 

"jXRiTONS,  who  conftantwar,with  faftiousi 


rage, 


Let  thofe  tkrifi  "     " 

Manners,  or  fp' 

Let  tlu-m  learn  >^..,  ..,.„,.,.....  ,^,,.  ..j,^ 

find,  , 

And  Englifh  be  the  Inngiuge  of  nunkittd. 


For  liberty  a^ainft  each  other  wage,  j 

Fromforeign  infultsfavethisEnglilh  ftage.  J 
No  more  th'  Italian  fqualling  tribe  admit, 
In  tongues  unknown;  'tis  popery  in  wit. 
The  fongs  (themfelves  confefs)  from  Rome 
they  bring,  [fing. 

And'tishigh-mafs,  foraught  you  know,  they 
Hulbands,  take   care,  the  danger  may  come 

nigher. 
The  women  fay  their  eunuch  is  a  friar. 

But  is  it  not  a  ferious  ill  to  fee 
Europe's  great  arbiters  fo  mean  can  be  ; 
Paflive,  with  an  affe-ited  joy  to  fit, 
Sufpend  their  native  tafte  of  mauly  wit ; 
Negleft  their  comic  humour,  tragic  rage, 
For  known  dcfe<Sts  of  nature  and  of  age  ? 
Arife  1  for  fliame !  ye  conquering  Britons,  rife  \ 
Such  unadorn'd  etfcMiiinacy  defpife; 
Admire  (if  you  will  dote  on  foreign  wil) 
Not  what  Italians  ling,  but  Romans  writ. 
So   (hall  le(s  works,  fuch  as  to-night's  flight 

A.t  your  command,  with  judice  die  away  ; 
Till  then  forgive  your  writers,  that  can'f^ 
bear  I 

Vou  (houldfuch  very  Tramontanes  appear,  | 
Ihe  nations, which  conteuui  you,torcvere.  J 
Let  Anna's  foil  be  known  for  all  itscharmsj 
As  faui'd  for  lib'rul  fciences  ai  aria^  : 


§   ia6.     Lpibgue  la  the  Gamfji)" 
c 
i  one  cdndemn'd,  and  ready 

For  his  oHVm""-  -  •''    ' 


A 

Docs,  ere  he  di 

Then,  like  the  , 

So  I  (tho' doubtful  longwhitii  k 

Whether  the  hangman'*,    or   i 

noofe), 
Condemned,  good  people,  as  you  fee,  for  life. 
To  play  that  tedious,  -  —-'     -  -  uue,  a  wife. 
Have  but  one  word  oi  ve  to  fay. 

Before  the  doleful  can ,  liteawav. 

You  roaring  boys,  who  know  ihc  midnight 
cares 
Of  rattling  tatts,  ye  fons  of  hopes  and  fears; 
Who  labour  hard  to  bring  your  ruin  on, 
And  diligently  toil  to  be  undone ; 
Yoa  're  fortune'sfportingfaotballsatthebeft. 
Few  are  his  joys, and  fmall  the  gamefter's  reftr 
Suppofe  then  fortune  only  rules  the  dice. 
And  on  the  fquare  you  play  ;  yet  who,  that't 
Would  to  the  credit  of  afaithlefsmaiu  [wife, 
Truft  his  good  dad's   hard-gotten  hoarded 

gain? 
But  then  fuch  v.ultures  round  a  table  wait. 
And  hov'ring  watch  the  bubblc'slickly  Ibte; 
The  young  fond  gambler,  covetous  of  move. 
Like  i5ifop's  dog,  lofcs  his  certain  (lore. 
Then  the  fpunge,   fquecz'd  by  all,   grows 

dry — and  now. 
Completely  wretched,  turns  a  (harper  too  ; 
Thefe  fools,forwant  of  bubbles  too,playfair»* 
And  iofe  to  one  another  on  ilie  fquare  : 
So  whore's  the  wealth  from  numerous  cull^' 

they  glean. 
Still  fpend  on  bullies,  and  grow  poor  a;;:iin. 
This  itch  for  play  ha>  likcwife  fatal  been, 
And  more  than  Cupid  drawn  the  ladies  in  : 
A  thoufmd   guineas  for  ballet  prevails, 
A  bait,  when  cadi  runs  low, th»(     '  '        '  \\i\ 
And  when  the  fair-one  can't  tii  i/ 

Hi  fterling  coin,  does  (lerling  h 

In  Viiin  we  Ubour  todi 
Norfong  nor  dance  can  bi 

here, 
You  fly  this  place  like  an 
To  vonder  happy  quarter  of  the  town 
Yon  crowd, and  yourownfav'iitcdaj: 
WeVclike  old  iniftreflcs,  you  love  t! 
And  hate  us  only  'caufc  we  once  diil 
Nor  can  wc  hnd  how  olfc 'tis  wedcK 
Like  Tantalus,  *midft  plenty  thus  to  tUiva. 


erlinglu......  ,..,. 

divert  your  car?,     "I 
>ribe  your  prcfcnce  I 

aninfe^liotltah-;     J; 


'7.  • 


^127.     Prologue  to  Tancred  aiuy>' 

r>oi.D  is  the  man,  who  in  this  ni^-i  ..i,v 
^  Prefiunes  to  tread  the  chafte,  cuVrefted 
(tage. 

3  T  2  Now, 


icia 


ELEGANT    EXTRACTS,      Book  IV. 


Now,  with  gay  tinfcl  irts  we  can  no  more 
Conceal  the  want  of  natu;e*s  fterlinffore: 
Our  fpells  a'evaiiilhM,brokeourmaf;ic  wand, 
That  Ui'd  to  watt  you  over  fea  and  land  : 
Before  your  liglit  the  fairy  people  fide; 
The  demons  fly—the  gholt  iif.-lfis  laid. 
In  vain  of  martial  fcenes  the  loud  alarms ; 
The  mighty  J'lompterthund'ringout  toarms, 
The  playhoufe  pofTc  clattering  from  afar; 
Theclorc-wedp'd  battle,  and  the  din  of  war. 
Now  e'en  the  Senate  feldomwe  convene; 
The  yawning  fathers  nod  behind  the  fciMie. 
Your  tafte  rejects  the  glitl'ringfalfc  fublime, 
To  fi^h  in  metaphor,  and  die  in  rhyme; 
High  rant  is  tumbled  from  hisoalleiy  throne  : 

Defcription,  dreams nay,  fimil'js  are  gone. 

What  fliall  we  then?    to  pleafe  you   how 

devife  \ 
Whofejudgment  fits  not  in  your  cars  and  eyes. 
Thrice  happy  1  could  we  catch  great  Shakf- 

peare's  art, 
To  trace  the  deep  reccfles  of  the  heart ; 
His  fimplc,  plain  fublime  ;  to  which  ib  given 
To  ftrike  the  foul  with   darted  flame  from 

heaven : 
Could  we  awake  foft  Otway's  tender  woe  ; 
The  pomp  of  verfe,  and  golden  linesofRowe! 
We  to  your  hearts  apply  ;  let  them  attend : 
Before  their  filcnt,  candid  bar  we  bend, 
if  warm'd  they  liften,  'tis  ournobleft  praife  : 
Ifcold,  they  wither  all  the  mufe's  bays. 


^128.     Epilogue  to  the  famr.     ThomsOv. 

Cramm'd    to  the    throat  with  wholefome 
moral  (tuff; 
Alas  !  poor  audience  !  you  have  liad  enough. 
Was  ever  haplefs  heroine  of  a  play 
In  fuch  a  piteous  plight  as  ours  to-day  ? 
Was  ever  woman  fo  by  love  betray'd  ? 
Match'd  with  two  hufljands,  and  yet— die  a 

maid! 
But,blefsme! — hold — what  founds  arethefc 

I  hear  ?— 
I  fee  theTragic  Mufe  hcrfelf  appear ! 

[The  back  Jcene  openSy    and  d;/i:^'7rri   a  ro- 
mantic ^/van  landfcape^fnm  which  Sii^r/-^ 
mundafin  the  chara{lerp/' thcTrat^ic  Mu/'e, 
advances  Jlowly  to  mujic^    and  /peaks  the 
JoUotuing  lines  .* 
Hcnccwith  your  flippant  cpilogne,that  tries 
To  wipe  the  virtuous  tears  trom  Britifli  eyes ; 
That  dares  my  moral,  tragic  fccne  profane, 
With  flrains — at  belt,  unfuiting,  light,  and 

V  vain. 
Hence  from  the  pure,  unfullied  beams,  that 

play 

In  yon  fair  eyes,  where  virtue  (hines — Awayl 

Brilons  to  you,fromchafleCa(talian  groves, 

Wh:re  d<\clt  the  tender,  oft  unhappy  loves  ; 

Where  (hades  of  heroes  roam,    catl)  migiity 

name, 
And  court  my  aid,  to  rife  again  to  famer 
To  you  I  come ;  to  freedom's  noblell  feat ) 
And  iu  Britannia  fix  my  U(l  retreat. 


In  Greece,  and  Rome,  I  watch'dthc  public 
weal  ; 

The  purple  tyrant  trembled  at  my  fteel; 
Nor  did  I  Icfs  o'er  private  forrows  reign. 
And  mend  the  melting  heart  with  Ibfterpain. 
On  France  and  you  thcnrofe  my  brightening 

(lar 
With  focial  ray— The  arts  are  ne'er  at  w 
O  !  as  your  fire  and  genius  (tronger  blaze  ; 
As  yours  arc  gen'rous  freedom's  bolder  lays; 
Let  not  the  Gallic  taftc  leave  yours  behind, 
In  decent  rp.anners  and  in  life  refin'd  ; 
BaniOi  the  motley  mode,  to  tag  low  verfe. 
The  laughing  ballad  to  the  mournful  hearfe. 
"When  thro'  five  ads  your  hearts  have  learnt 

to  glow, 
Touch'd  with  the  facred  force  of  honed  woe, 
O  keep  the  dear  imprcfTion  on  your  breaft. 
Nor  idly  lofe  it  for  a  wretched  jell! 


^  h^.    Epil/igue  to  Zara.      Aaron  Hit  l. 
TT  ERE, take  a  i'urfeit,rirs,of  being  jealous, 
■*^  And  fhun  the  pains  that  plague   thofc 

Turkifli  fellows  : 
Where  love  and  death  joined  hands,  their  darts 

confounding ! 
Save  us,  good  heaven  I  from  this  new  way  of 

wounding! 
Curs'd  climate  ! — where,  to  cards,a  lonc-lcft 

woman 
Has  only  one  of  her  black  guards  to  fummon  t 
Sighs,  and  fits  mop'd,  with  her  tame  bealt  to 

gaze  at  : 
And  that  cold  treat  is  allthegamefheplaysat? 
For — (hould  (he   once  fome  abler   hand  be 

trying, 
Poignard's  the  word  !    and  the  firft  deal  is— 

dying  ! 
'Slife  !   fliould  the  bloody  whim  get  round 

in  Britain, 
Where  women's  freedom  has  fuch  heights  t» 

fit  on  ; 
Daggers, provok'd;would  bring  on  defolation, 
And  murder'd  belles,  unpeople  half  the  nation! 
Fain  would  I  hope  this  play  to  move  comw 

pa(fion — 
And  live  to  hunt  fufpicionout  of  fafi)ion.-^ 
Four  motives  (Irongly  recommend,  to  lovers, 
Hateof  this  weakne(s,t hat  our  fconedifcovers* 
Fird  then — A  woman  will  or  won't — de- 
pend OP.  't  :  [on*t. 
If  flic  will  do 'it,  (lie  will — and  there's  an  end 
But,  if  (he  won't — fince  fafe  and  found  your 

truft  is, 
Fear  is  alfront,  and  jealoufy  injufticc. 
Next,  Ht  who  bids  his  dear  do  what  fht 

pleafcs, 
Blunts  wedlo(k'sedge,and  all  its tortur'-eafcsfl 
For — not  to  feel  your  fuft'rings,  is  the  fame 
As  not  to  futter — All  the  difl^rcnce — name. 
Thirdly — The  jealous  hulband  wrongs  his 

honour  ; 
No  wife  goes  lame,  without  fome  hurt  upon 

her  i 

An«l 
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And  the  malicious  world  will  ftill  begucfling. 
Who  oft  dines  out  diflikes  her  own  cook's 
drefling. 
Fourthly,  and  laftly — toconcludc  my  lec- 
ture, [her. 
If  you  would  fix  th'  inconftant  wife — rcfpecl 
She  who  perceives  her  virtues  over-rated. 
Will  fear  to  have  th'  account  more  juftly 

ftated : 
And,   borrowing  from  her  pride  the  good 

wife's  feeming. 
Grow  really  fuch— to  merit  your  cfteeming. 


JO  II 


§  130.     Prologue  to  t/te Bankrupt.     FooTE. 
VOK.  wit's  keen  latire,   and   this  laughing 
^  ftage, 

What  theme  fo  fruitful  as  a  Bankrupt  age  ? 
For  not  confin'd  to  conmierce  is  the  curfe, 
The  head  is  near  as  empty  as  the  purfe  j 
Equally  funk  our  credit  and  our  wit. 
Nor  is  the  fage  more  folvent  than  the  cit: 
All  thefe — but  foft,  ere  thus  abroad  we  roam. 
Were  it  not  prudent  firll  to  look  at  home? 
You,  gentle  Sirs,  have  given  me  credit  long. 
And  took  my  word  for  many  an  idle  fong ; 
But,  if  exhaufted,  I  give  notes  to-day —     "j 
For  wit  and  humour,  which  I  cannot  pay,  > 
I  muft  turn  bankrupt  too,  and  hop  away  :  J 
Unlefs,  indeed,  I  modilhl)'^ apply 
For  leave  to  fell  my  works  by  lottery,  ['em, 
Tho'  few  will  favour,  where 's  no  calh  to  free 
Poor  hopes, that  way  topartwith  mymufeum! 
My  0I4  friend  Smirk, indeed,  may  lend  his  aid, 
And  fell  by  au(flion  all  my  (lock  in  trade  ; 
His  placid  features,  and  imploring  eye, 
May  tempt  perhaps  the  tardy  town  to  buy  ; 
His  winning  manner,  and  his  foft  addrefs, 
To  other  falesof  mine  have  given  fuccefs. 
But,  after  all,  my  ever-honour'd  friends. 
On  you  alone  my  fate  this  night  depends, 
I've  fought  fome  battles,  gaiiVd  fome  vicVries 
And  little  thought  a  culprit  to  appear  [here, 
Before  this  houfe  ;  but  if  rcfolv'd  you  go 
To  find  me  guilty,  or  to  make  me  fo, 
To  grant  me  neither  wit,  nor  taRe,  nor  fenfe. 
Vain  were  my  plea,  andufelefs  my  defence. 
But  ftill,  I  will  not  fteal,  I  will  not  beg, 
Tho*  I've  ^  pafTport  in  this  wooden  leg; 
But  to  my  cot  contentedly  retire, 
And  Hew  my  cabbage  by  my  only  fire. 
Mean  time,  great  Sirs,  my  femence  yet  un-"| 
known,  I 

E'en  as  your  jufticebeyourcandourfhown,  > 
And,  when  you  touch   my  honour,  don't  | 
forget  your  own.  J 


§  131.  Epilogue  tothe  Toy-Shop.  R.  Dodsley. 
'\\Te.ll,  heaven  be  praib'd  !  this  dull,  grave 
*'  fermon's  done,  [one). 

(Ivor  'faith  our  author  might  have  call'd  it 
I  wonder  who  the  dev'l  he  thought  to  pleafe! 
Is  this  a  time  of  day  for  things  like  thelc  ? 
Good  fenfe  and  honeft  fatlre  now  offend  ; 
W$'re  grown  too  wife  to  l«arn,  too  proud  to 
ipiend  i 


And  fo  divinely  wrapt  in  fong»  and  ttiiict. 
The  next  wife  age  will  allbe— fidlert'  foot* 
And  did  he  think  plain  truth  would  favour 

find  i 
Ah,  »tis  a  fignhc  little  know*  mankind  f 
To  pleafe,  he  ought  to  huvc  a  fong  ordaace. 
Tlie  tunc  from  Italy,  the  caper  France  : 
Thefe,  thefe  might  charm— Bui  hope  todo'C 

with  fcn(c, 
Alas !  alas !  hovi  vain  is  the  pretence  t 
But,  tho'  we  told  him— 'Faith,  'twill  never 

do— 
Phol  never  fear,  he  cried,  tV-'  ,'fi«new: 

The  whim  perhaps  may  j  ;  (he  wit 

And, tho' they don'tappiu^,:..^.,  ^ypenniu 
If  neither  this  nor  that  will  intercede, 
Submiflive  bend,  and  thus  for  pardon  pleadi 
**Ye  gen'rous  few  I  to  you  our  author  foes, 
"His  firft  effay  with  candour  to  excufe: 
*'  'T  has  faults,  he  owns;  but,  if  they  are  but 

fmall,  [all.- 

"He  hopes  your  kind  applaufe  will  hidcthena 

^132.     Prologue  to  Mr.  Andrews*  Comedy  •f 

Better  Late  than  Sner.  Duke  o/* Leeds. 
/^  u  s  T  o  M  conunandi  a  prologue  to  each  plaf , 
^   But  cuftom  hath  not  told  us,  what  to  lay  t 
No  form  prefcrib'd,  'tis  difficult  to  find 
How  to  conciliate  the  public  mind. 
The  bafhful  bard— the  modcft  mufc*«  feirf. 
So  long  have  jingled  in  your  patient  eari. 
That  now,  perhaps,  you  Ml  fcarce  VQUchfafe 

toftay 
To  hear  both  their  apology — and  play. 
No  I  "Better  fure  on  him  at  once  tocall, 
With — '  Sir,  if  frighten'd  tims,  why  write  at, 

all? 
We  're  not  reduc'd  yet  to  a  trembling  pen  I 
Zounds !  bards  will   crowd    usfoon,  like— 

gentlemen." 
Something  like  thij,I  heard  a  ft  lend  once  fay, 
Wlio  wifh'd    (poor  foul)    to   hear    a    new 

launch'd  play : 
Box'd  fiujg  at  firft,  completely  to  his  mind. 
With  only  one  grave  auditor  behind. 
Ere  the  third  uti  had  ftni^iglcd  to  its  end. 
In  reel'd  three   critics,    each  the  authQr*a 

friend — 
On  praife  determin*d— wit  confirmed  by  winei 
Each  And!    and  Iff    was  chafte— corrcd— 
damn'd  fine  I 

To  tafte  fo  mark'd  my  friend  r^ ' - 

way ;  • 

Butfqueez'd,  thump'd,  kickc 
Till  by  repeated  plaudits  grown  lo  lore, 
Nor  flelh  nor  blood  could  bear  one  commetit 
more.  [need. 

Such  boift'rous  friends  they  forely  CAimol 
Who  wilh  by  merit  onlv  '.-'.'  ' 

To-night  weortcr  to  th<- 1 

A  character,  you'll  own;. , ., 

From  Dod^or's  Commons  wc  the  model  Uraw, 
A  promilin^  eleve  of  civil  law  ; 
And  civil  lure  that  law  which  can  pro%'iJe 
Or  (ftiouldiKcJ  be)  iclcaic  you  from  a  biidr.* 

1  luw 


1^4^ 
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Thrice  blefs'dthenK5nGon,w  ho, mipite  of  Uls, 
Alive  or  dead,  you  iiiU  can  hkvc  your  wills 
Much  could  i  uff'er  in  uur  autlio;'s  caufej 
Nay,  prove  his  tint   great  objcvlc — your  ap. 

plaufe: 
But,  left  dull  fricndfhip  rhouia  \.':>   ':.'iua:;1 

I'll  Hop — betoie  the  prolOj'jne  grows  too  [ 
And flktter  Lute  iian  Never, hold  ir.y  tongue.  J 

f  133.     Epilogue  to  thffamr,     Andrews. 
'T'KE  drama  done,  and  all  its  int'iclt  over, 
-*•   Content  thchun>und,andrecurc  tlie  loverj 
Our  timid-  bard,  who  dreads  the  critic  ire. 
And  thinks  my  little  tongue  can  never  tire, 
Would  have  me  rc-alFume  the  wig  and  gown, 
To  plead  his  goofc-quill  cauie  before  the  town. 
"Lord,  Sir,"  fays  I,  "fomc  better  counfel 

bring, 
"For  females  in  a  wig  are  not  the  thing. 
"Your  bearded  Barriftcr,  if  fmartly  made,  is 
•*A  iurer  advocate  among  the  ladies." 
"Madam," he  cried,  *'or  periwigg"d,or  bare, 
•*So  you  but  talk,  1  never  need  tlefpair." 

Suppofc,  ye  fair,  as  I'm  fo  fmootli  a  prater, 
I  take  a  line  more  confonant  to  nature  ; 
Give  up  the  vain  attempt  your  hearts  to  warm, 
And'gainft  the  men  with  female  weapon  arm. 
Oft  have  the  wits,  unmindful  whom  they 
ve.x, 
Expos'd  the  foibles  of  the  fofter  fcx, 
Laugk'd  at  their  drefs,  thcirwellOiap'dcoik, 

their  feathers. 
Their  f!€adybloom,unchangingin  all  weather  ; 
Swore  locks  were  grey,  that  leem'd  a  cornel > 
brown,  [own. 

And,  tho'  all  paid  for,  deem'd  them  not  theii 
Why  not  retort  ?  avenge  th'  infultcd  fair, 
Ajid  fhew  thefe  men  what  wondrous  things 

they  are. 
Now   don't  be    frighten'd — poor    eccentric 

elves! 
I  only  fliewwhatmofl:  you  like — yourfelves. 
How  !  tremble  at  a  Woman  !  fljamc  betide  ! 
Tho'  I  look  fierce,  like  you — I'nKill  outfide: 
Vet  e'er  my  efforts  your  attention  call 
To  that  dear  portrait  which  Ihould  hit  you  all. 
Let  mc  delineate  what  was  once  a  beau. 
The  liand-box  Billy  of  fome  years  ago. 

Sweet  image  of  mamma  incv'ry  feature; 
The  youth  came  forth,  a  mofl  delicious  crea- 
ture,  [hoop, 

"With  full  drcfs'd  fkirts,  not  quite  unlike  a 
Hat  under  arm,  iine  button,  and  gilt  loop — 
Stiff  iiock,longfwordflill  dangling  in  theway, 
He  fonietimcs  ventur'd  to  atir(Unight  play  : 
Tripp'd  through  the  lobby,  mod  completely 

curl'd  ; 
Nor  did  a  paw-paw  thing  for  all  the  world  ! 
Thus  he  difcours'd  :  "Sir  Dilbtrry,  ods  fo, 
"D«ar,  dear  good  lack!   have  you  a  place 

below  ? 
•'Dem  it,  don't  crowd  fo,  fellow! — O,  how  i 
fhockingi       ^  [(locking." 

*'Hc  's  fpoU'd  my  hair,  and  dirtied  ail  my 


,  I  Such  was  the  fmart  our  gr^ndraaramai  woul4 
I  praife, 

Rather  unlike  the  fmart  of  prcfcnt  days  : 
for  I  defy  all  hiftory  to  fhew 
One  tiling  in  nature  like  a  modern  beau  ; 
Hat  flouch'd,    (hort  flick,    knee-trapping*, 

th;a  bring  back 
The  memory  of  renown'd  Sixteen  String  Jackj 
Eternal  boots,  and  collar  you'd  fuppofc 
Cut  in  kind  contad  with  his  buckfhip'snofe. 
Thus  trimly  deck'd,  each  night  among   the 

doxies 
He  florms  the  lobby,  and  afTails  the  boxes ; 
With  gait  and  manner — fomethinginthiswiiy, 
Proves  his   rare  tafle,  and  dcfcaals  on  the 

play— 
"H(re,box-keeper  1  why  don't  the  rafcalcomcJ 
"Halloo — Tom  Gcrkin  !    t;^in  you  give   u» 

room  ? 
"What's   this?— The  farce— Macbeth— an 

opera  > — O  ! 
"Came  ont  laft  fcafon — flupid  fluff— damn' J 

"^low : 
"Zounds,    let  's  be  off!"— "Z ds,  be  » 

little  calm>rr !" 
"Who's   that  —  the  Jordan?" — "No,  yoj» 

fool— R.  Palmer." 
Tlius  fome  are  f'  und,  by  ev'ry  a«5l  revealing 
Peifed  indifference  to  (unic  and  feeling. 
To  fnch  our  play  not  fues — but  you,  ye  fair. 
Ye  wife,  v  hum  nature  form'd  witii  happicc 

cai  e, 
VVTiofe  tenuer  bofoms,  tho'  by  pafTions  rent, 
Kiel  t!  e  'oft  virtues  in  their  full  extent, 
^'l^erifhoui  author's plan.which aims  toprove. 
Life's  belt  exertions  Ipring  from  virluouk  love. 

§  134..  Verfrt  written  tobc  fpokenby  Mrs.  Siddons^ 

at  her  Bemjitf  April  27,  1795        ROCERS. 
YES.'ristiiepulfeof  lifel  my  fears  were  vain* 
^   \  wake,  I  breathe,  and  am  my fc If  again. 
Still  in  this  nether  world  I  no  feraph  yet  I 
Nor  walki  my  fpirit  when  the  fun  is  fet. 
With  tionbltd  Hep  to  hauntthc  fatal  board, 
Where  1  died  lafl — by  poifonor  the  fword  ; 
And  blanch  each  honcft  cheek  with  deeds  of 

night. 
Done  here  fo  oft  by  dim  and  doubtful  light. 

To  drop  all  metaphor,  tlut  little  bell 
C'all'd  back  reality,  and  broke  the  fpell. 
Noheroineclairasyour  tcarswith  tragic  tone  ; 
A  very  woman — fcarce  relhains  her  own  I 
Can  fhc,with  fi«Stion,  charm  the  cheated  mind, 
When  to  the  grateful  is  the  part  aflign'd  ? 
Ah,  no  !  fhe  f  corns  the  trappings  of  her  art ; 
No  theme  but  truth,   no  prompter  but  the 
heart. 
But,  ladies,  (iiy,  mufl  I  alone  unmafk; 
1»  here  no  other  ac'hefs,  let  me  afk  ? 
Believe  me,  thofe,  who  befl  the  beart  dlffccl 
KnoweVery  woman  fludics  flagc  effcfl: 
She  moulds  her  manners  to  the  part  fhe  fills. 
As  inflini^t  teaches,  or  as  humour  wills  ; 
And,  as  the  grave  or  gay  her  talent  calls, 
ACU  in  the  drama,  till  the  curtain  falls. 


2ookIV.    prologues  and  epilogues 

little  bread  with    triumph 


Firfl,  how  her 
fweHs, 

When  the  red  coral  rin?;s  its  filvcr  bells ! 
To  play  in  pantominic  is  titen  the  rage 
Along  the  carpet's  many  coloured  rta;:jc  ; 
Or  iiip  her  merry  thoughts  Avith  loud  cndca 

vour, 
Now  here,  now  there— in  noife  and  mlfchief 
ever! 
A  fchool-girl  next,  (he  curls  her  hair  in 
papers, 
And  mimics  father's  gout,  and  mother's  va- 
pours ; 
Difcards  her  doll,  bribes  Betty  for  romances. 
Playful    at  church,    and    feriuux  when    (he 

dances ; 
Tramples  alike  on  cnfl.jms  and  on  toes. 
And  uhifper^  all  (Iv,-  iiears  to  all  ihe knows; 
Terror  of  caps  and  wigs  and  fobcr  notions! 
A  romp  !  tliat  lortgr/i  oi perpetual  motions  ? 
^     ■  Till    tani'd    and   tortux'd  into  foreign 

graces, 
She  fports  her  lovely  face  at  public  places  ; 
And  with  blue  laughing   eyes,   behind  her 

fan, 
Firft  a«^ts  her  part  with  that  great  aftor  man. 
Too  foona  flirt ;  approach  her  and  fhe  flies, 
Frowns   when  purfued,  and  when  entreatt  d 

fighs  ! 
Plays  with  unhappy  men  as  cats  with  mice  ; 
Till  fading  beauty  hints  the  late  advice. 
Her  prudence   dictates  what  her  pride  dif- 

dain'd. 
And  now  flie  fues  to  (laves  herfclf  had  chain'd! 
Then  comes  that  good  old  chara6ter,a  wife. 
With  all  the  dear  diftra<Sting  cares  of  life  ; 
A  thoufand  cards  a-day  at  doors  to  leave, 
And,  in  return,  a  thoufand  cards  receive; 
Rouge  high,  play  deep,  to  lead  the  ton  afpir<', 
With  nightly  blaze  fet  Poktland-t  lace 

on  fire  ; 
Snatch  half  aglimpfe  at  concert,  open,  ball, 
A  meteor  trac'd  by  none,  tho'  feen  hy  all  ; 
And  when  her  (batter'd  nerves  forbid  to  rdam. 
In  very  fpleen — rehearfe  the  girls  at  home. 

Laft  the  grey  dowager  in  ancient  flounces. 
With  fnuff  and  fpectacles  the  age  denounces ; 
Boafts  how  the  fires  of  this  degenerate  ifle 
Knelt  for  a  look,  and  duelTd  tor  a  fmilc  ; 
The  fcourgeand  ridicule  of  Goth  and  Vandal, 
Her  tea  (lie  fweetens,  as  fhe  Tips,  with  fcandal  ; 
With  modern  belles  eternal  warfare  wages. 
Like  her  own  birds  that  clamour  from  their 

cages; 
And  fliuffles  round  to  bear  her  tale  to  all, 
Like  fome  old  ruin,  "noddiiigto  its  fall !" 
ThuswoMAN  makes  her  entrance  and  her  ex  it. 
Then  moft  an  acbefs  whenflie  leart  fufpe(5l«  it. 
Yet  nature  oft  peeps  out  and  marS  the  plot. 
Each  IcHon  loft,  ea  h  poor  pretence  forgot  : 
Full  oft  with  energy  that  fcorns  controul, 
At  once  lights  up  the  features  of  the  foul  ; 
Unlocks   each    thought    chain'd    down    by 

coward  art, 
And  tp  full  day  th^  latent  yaflions  ftart ! 


ii  yourap. 


But   fhe,  whofe  firft  heft  wtOi 

flanfc, 
exemplifies  thetnith  fbe  drawi. 
Born  on  the  fbge— ihro*  cv'ry  (biftiog  {tm^ 
Ohfcureor  brijjht,  trmpnluoui,  or  fercoe. 
Still  has  your  Iinilc  her  tirtnbling  fuiril  fir^rff 
Andean   Ihc  adl,   with  thought)  like  tbi^ 

infpir'd  > 
Thus  from  h^r  '"•"''    "  .-.:c--.  n.,  fljn,,, 
Allfkill,all,  .SU5«S»« 

loyouunchei  ,.  u.»gaow». 

Fur  all  that  lile  endear:— >to  you  ike  owc<. 


S  »35- .  ^f^ffi   to  ff"  Mtmory  of  Ur.  OaIL&Ick. 
"•pokfii   at    a  M  npdy  by  SUt.  Y.VT^l,^  Ike 
Tha  u  Royalin  Drun-Lant, 
T  F   'ying  e;»js.l'e:;cr  dcfcrves  a  tear, 
*^  Iffona  roni.mbrance  flill  is  cherifli'd  hane. 
Can  we  peifilt  to  hid  our  forrowh  flow 
For  fabled  futi'rers  and  delufirc  woe  ? 
Or  with  quaint  faiilci  difmirs  the  plaottve 

ftrain. 
Point  the  quick  jefl— indulge  the  comic  vela— 
Ere  yet  to  buried  Rofcius  we  adign 
One  kind  regret — one  tributary  line  * 

His  fame  requires  we  act  a  tendVcr  part : 

His  memory  claims  the  tear  you  gave  his  art  f 

The  general  voice,  the  meed  uf  mourolBl 

verfe; 

The  fplcndid  forrow^  that  adornM  his  hearfe, 

Th«  throng  that  mourn'd  as  tlicir dead  fuv 'rite 

pals'd. 
The  grac'd  refpe*'!  that  claim'd  him  to  the  laft. 
While  Shakfpcare's  image,  from  its  hallow'd 

bafe, 
Secm'd  to  prefcribc  the  grave,  and  point  the 

place  : 
Nor  thefc,  nor  all  the  fad  regrets  that  floir 
From  fond  fidelity's  donicftic  woe. 
So  much  arc  Garrick'spraife — fo  much  htf 

due, 
As  on  this  fpot— one  tear  beftow'd.by  you. 

Amid  the  arts  which  fcek  ingenuous  famc^ 
Our  toil  attempts  the  molt  precarious  claim  I 
To  him,  whofc  iiumic  pencil  wins  theprixc^ 
Obedient  fame  immortal  wreaths  fupplics  : 
Whate'er  of  wonder  Reynolds  now  miyraifcy 
Raphael  fiill  boafls  contemporary  praifc  : 
Each  dazzling  light  and  gaudier  bloom  fub. 

dued. 
With  undiminifli'd  awehis  worksare  vicw'dt 
E'en  beauty's  portrait  wears  a  fofter  prime, 
Touch'd  by  the   tender  hand  of  mellowing 
time. 
The  patient  fcul  ptor  owns  an  humbler  part, 
A  ruder  toil,  and  ujore  tncchanic  art  i 
Content  with  How  and  timorous  ftrokc  to  trace 
The;  ling'ringline,  and  mould  the  tardy  gracei 
But    once   achicv'd,   tho'  barb'rous  wreck 

o'erthrow 
The  facred  fane,  and  lay  its  glories  low. 
Yet  fhall  the  fculptur'd  ruin  rife  to  d«v 
Grac'd  by  defcd,  and  wor(hlpp*d  in 
Th'  enduring  record  bears  the  artifts 
DeHlands  his  honouri,  and  affcrts  his  faiuc. 

Superior 


ioi5 
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Superior  hopes  the  poet's  bofom  fire, 
O  jiroud  diftin(5tion  of  the  facred  lyre ! 
Wideasth'infpiring  Phoebus  darts  his  ray, 
Diffufivc  fplcndoiir  gilds  his  votary's  lay. 
Whether  the  long  heroic  woes  rcheirfe 
With  epic  grandeur,  and  the  pomp  of  verfe  ; 
Or,  fondly  gay,  with  unambitious  guile 
Attempt  no  prize  b>U  fav'ring  beauty's  fmile ; 
Or  bear  dejefted  to  the  lonely  grove 
Thefoft  defpairofunprevailing  love  ; 
Whate'cr  the  theme,  thro*  cv'ry  age  and  clime 
Congenial  paflions  meet  the  accordingrhyme, 
The  pride  of  glory,  pity's  figh  fincere, 
Youln*s  earlicll  blurti,  and  beauty's  virgin 

tear. 
Such   is  their  meed — their  honours  thus 

fecure, 
Whofe  arts  yield  obje^s,  and  whofe  works 

endure : 
The  aftor  only  (brinks  from  time's  award  ; 
Feeble  tradition  is  his  memory's  guard ; 
By  whofe  faint  breath  his  merits  muft  abide, 
Unvouch'd  by  proof,  to  fubllunce  unallied! 
E'en  matchlcfs  Garrick'*  art,  to  heaven  rc- 

fign'd, 
No  fix'd  etfeft,  no  model  leaves  behind. 
The  grace  ofa^ion,  the  adapted  mien, 
Faithful  as  nature  to  the  varied  fcene  ; 
'J  h'   exprcflive  glance,   whofe  fubtlc  com- 
ment draws 
Entranc'd  attention,  and  a  mute  applaufe  ; 
Gcfture  that  marks,   with  force  and  feeling 

fraught, 
A  fenfe  in  filcncc,  and  a  will  in  thought  i 
Harmonious  fpeech,  whofe  pure  and  liquid 

tone 
Gives  verfe  a  mufic  fcarce  confcfs'd  its  own, 
As  light  from  gems  afTumes  a  Vi  i,:!ittr  ray, 
And,    cloth'd  with    orient  hues,  tranfcends 

the  day  I 
PafTion's  wild  break,  and  frowns  that  awes 

the  fenfe, 
And  cv'ry  charm  of  gentle  eloquence, 
All  peri/hablc  !— liketh'  ele6*iic  fire 
But  Hrike  the  frame,  and,  as  they  flrike  ex. 

pi  re  J 


Incenfe  too  pure  a  bodied  flame  to  bear, 
Its    fragrance  charms  the   fenfe,  and  blend 

with  air. 
Where  then,  while  funk  in  cold  decay  h 

lies. 
And  pale  eclipfe  for  ever  veils  thofe  cye< ; 
Where  is  the  bleft  memorial  that  enfures 
Our  Garrick's  fame  ? — whofe  is  the  truft- 

'Ti»  yours. 
And,  O  !  by  ev'ry  charm  his  art  elTay'd 
To  footh  your  cares !   by  ev'ry  grief  allav'd! 
By  the  hufh'dwonder  which  his  accents  drcvi 
By  his  laft  parting  tear,  repaid  by  you  ! 
By  all  thofe  thoughts,  which,  many  a  diftar 

night. 
Shall  mark  his  memory  with  a  fad  delight! 
Stillin  your  hearts  dear  record  bear  his  nam< 
Cherifli  the  keen  regret  that  lifts  his  fame  ; 
To  you  it  is  bequeathed,  affert  the  truft. 
Ana  to  his  worth — 'tis  all  you  can — be  jufl 

What  more  is  due  from  fandifymg  ri—  * 
To  cheerful  wit,  and  many  a  favour'd  i 
0*€r  his  grac'd  urn  fliall  bloom,  a  dc. 

wreath, 
Whofe  blofTom'd  fwccts  fliall  deck  the  maf 

beneath.  [re: 

For  thefe,  when  fculpture's  votive  toil  Iha 
The  due  memorial  of  a  lofs  fo  dear, 
O  lovelieft  mourner,  gentle  mufc!  be  thine 
The  pleafing  woe  to  guard  the  laurcU'd  flirim 
As  Fancy  oft  by  fuperfiition  led 
To  roam  the  manfjons  of  the  fainted  dead. 
Has    view'd,    by    fliadowy  eve's   unfaithfi 

gloom, 
A  weeping  cherub  on  a  martyr^s  tomb  : 
So  thou,  fwect  Mufc,  hang  o'er  his  fculptur' 

bier. 
With  patient  woe,that  loves  the  lingVingtea 
With  thoughts  that   mourn,  nor  yet  dcfti 

relief 
With  meek  regret,  and  fond  enduri ni  grief  i 
With  looks  that  fucak — He  never  OiaU  rcturi 
Chilling  thy  tender bofonv,  clafp  his  urn; 
And  with  foft  fighs  difpcrfe  th'  irrev'ren 

duft, 
Which  time  may  rtrcw  upon  his  far  red  luf 


V    I    N    I    S. 


ftMU  by  W.  FUflt,  OM  Bailey. 
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